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"There is 2 Time When Your Luck Will Change!”

Three years ago Marguerite Carter published this very true and,
at the time, unbelievable statement—*‘Russia is headed toward in-
ternal revolt and new leadership.” Since then, Stalin died and new
leaders have risen with rumblings of discord behind her Curtain!

Today Miss Carter says, “Spain and Germany will be our first line
of defense—we will bring forth a new monetary plan.

Margucrite Carter

has studied many years, keeping records that

may be used to help mankind. She is sincerely earnest in her life’s
purpose which is to give help where it is needed.

Write to Murguerite Carter today. Don’t let fear hold you back!

The time is NOW.,
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Indianapolis, Ind.
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at aII new tests show!

EXPERT SAYS YOU CAN LEARN NEW TRICKS!

New tests, cited by an expert in news
stories, show that: yqur ability to think
increases with age; your powers of deduc-
tion are greater; your judgment is better,

L.C.S. KNEW IT ALL THE TIME! In the I.C.S.
files are thousands of case histories of men
and women of every age. Their successes, their
promotions, their raises prove that men and
women past school age can learn! Listen to
A.L.G.* “Up until I took the course, I did what
I was told. But now ... I tell others what to do.”

1. C.S. GIVES YOU EXPERT GUIDANCE FREE! Do you
bave the feeling you’re “stuck” in your job?

For Real Job Security—Get an 1.C. S. Diploma!

Your trained L. C.S. counselor will appraise
your abilities, help you plan for the future.
Listen to D.F.K.* “Before enrolling, I was a
foundry laborer. Today I am a draftsman, €n-
Joying a ¥4 increase in salary.”

IT'S NEVER TOO LATE TO GET STARTED! You study
with L. C. S. at home, in your spare time. There’s
no interference with business or social activity.
Famous I. C. S. texts make learning easy. And
whalever your age, you'rc Inore capable now
than you’ve ever been. But don’t delay! Pick
your field from the coupon below. Mail the
coupon today! Wc'll send [ree “success” book,
survey of opporlunities in your field! Mail now
for 2 [ree books. *Names on requesd

1.C.S., Scranton 9, Penna.
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FREE SAMPLE LESSON

IF ypu're that man, here’s something that will
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick
scheme—but something more substantial, more
practical.

Of course, you need something more than just
the desire to be an accountant. You’'ve got to pay
the price—be willing to studyearnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacri-
fice some of your leisure in favor of interesting
home study—over a comparatively brief period?
Always provided that the rewards were good—a
salary of $4,000 to $10,0007

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied
and of real worth to his employers. He has «tanding!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you?
Well.don't be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for
an accountancy, position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a
large accounting house under the personal super-
vision of an expert accountant. Suppose, with his
aid. you studied accounting principles and solved
problems day by day—easy ones at first—-then
more difficult ones. If you could do this—and
could turn to him for advice as the problems be-
came complex—soon you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in principle un-
der the LaSalle Problem Method.

You cover accountancy from the basic Prin-
ciplesright up through Accountancy Systems and
Income Tax Procedure. Then you add C. P. A.
Training and prepare for the C. P. A. examina.
tions.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of
Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Sta.

tistical Control, Organization, Management and
Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make
it—depending on your own eagerness to leara
and the time you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as
you know, is that success dnes come to the man
who is really rrained. It’s possible your employers
will notice your improvementin a very few weeks
or months. Indeed, many LaSalle graduates have
paid for their training—with increased earnings
—before they have completed it! For accountants,
who are trained in organization and management,
are the executives of the future.

Send For Free Sample Lesson

For your own good, get a// the facts. Write for our
free 48-page book, ‘‘Accountancy, The Profession
That Pays''—also the free sample lesson so you can
prove to yourself that you can master accountancy
quickly, thoroly in spare time at home.

Over 4,000 Certifiead Publle Accountants
emong LaSelle alumnl

i.-A-g-ALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Dent. HBO0I, 417 S. Dearborn 8t., Chicago 5, I

Send me without obligation, Free Sample Lesson
and “Accountancy, The Profession That Pays.”

Nﬂm‘. .o ...............,..................AH. sssccesee

Address. .......

tsssseneecenseceeccccsennccrneod

City, Zone & S1ale. o «ocvevnnssscsvesmnmaceinssosae



gEdifOl’ial-- :

E have a copy of the Ev-

ervday American Diction-

ary, and in looking up the.
word “mystic” we discovered it
was not included. This was a
shock to us, because we had as-
sumed the word was a part of our
everyday life. But apparently
a “mystic”, or things “mystic”, are
NOT a part of the everyday scene
insofar as the compilers of an
“everyday” dictionary are con-
cerned. The answer to that dis-
covery must be that the meaning
of the word is not understood. For,
emphatically, the word should be
in that dictionary! Why? Well,
let us tell you why.

First, just what is a mystic? Is
your editor a mystic? That’s a fas-
cinating question! Is he? When-
ever your editor sits down to ask
himself the why of anything, he
resorts to a very private source
of information, a truly mysterious
source, since it is used by only
one other person on the face of
this globe that we know of. And
that other person is NOT a mys-
tie. His name is Richard S. Shav-
er. His only place in this editori-
al is as “source material” for what

Al-
phabet.  For those ‘“scientists”
among you, who wish to know ex-
actly where he got what he claims
is the original alphabet of a lan-
guage called Mantong, once used
on Earth by a race called the At-
lans (and also another race called
the Titans), it was given to him by
what he believes to be the actual
voice of a living women in a cav-
ern far beneath the Earth’s sur-
face, transmitted to him via a
mental ray machine called a telaug
(telepathic  augmentation). He
seems to hear it audibly at times
as well as mentally. We won’t
argue as to the real source of his
“voice”, but it DID give him the
alphabet we always use FIRST,
when we are delving into the mean-
ing of a word. Thus, let us use
the Shaver Alphabet, the Man-
tong Language of 12,000 (or
more) years ago, now long dead
and forgotten, except in those mys-
terious caves Mr. Shaver has made
a permanent part of the occult
knowledge of this world.
M-Y-S-T-I-C. The letter M
means “man”. Y is not really a
letter, but a whole word, the word

we have termed, the Shaver



Why were these men great?
How does anyone — man or woman — achieve
greatness? Is it not by mastery of the powers
within ourselves?

Know the mysterious world within you! Attune
yourself to the wisdom of the ages! Grasp the
inner power of your mind ! Learn the secrets of a
full and peaceful life!

Benjamin Franklin, statesman and inventor. ..
Isaac Newton, discoverer of the Law of Gravita-
tion . . . Francis Bacon, philosopher and scientist
... like many other leamed and great men and
women  were Rosicrucians. The Rosicrucians
(NOT a religious organization) have been in
existence for centuries. Today, headquarters of
the Rosicrucians send over seven million pieces
of mail annually to all parts of the world.

Jhe ROSICRUCIANS

San Jose (AMORC) California, U.S.A.

Scribe I.S.L.
Thr:: ROSICRUCIANS SEND """S coupo"

|
|
| (AMORC) )
our FREE San Jose, California, U.S.A.
The Mas- | Please send me the free book, The Mastery of Life,
e v I which explaing how I may learn to use my faculties
L;&e -b_ | and powers of mind
o ob-
. A non- I Name
- organiza. | Address
‘Addresst | )
IS.L. | Ciw
I Scate
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“whv”. S is the symbol for the
“sun”, any sun, but for our pur-
poses, it represents “sol” T is the
“cross symbol” (adopted by reli-
gions), and means “integration”;
it is that which builds up, con-
structs, becomes material. I is
the personality, the ego; it is the
“T am” cf the occult sciences. C,
again, is not a letter, but a word,
specifically “see”; it is to under-
stand, to know, to realize.

Thus, taking the first step of
our analysis, we have: man-why-
sun- integration-I-see. This is, we
believe, an informative word.
When we say informative, we
mean it is especially important, and
is designed to carry a message to
man which is vital to his exist-
ence. This word, broken down,
forms a sentence: (We will inter-
polate a few words to give it a
more understandable continuity.)
Man ask the why of the sun which
causes integration so that the 1
(the ego) will see (understand).
Not only is the word informative,
it is a command. It instructs us
to delve into the reasons for man’s
presence on the Earth, which gets
its constructive energy from the
sun, so that we may understand
ourselves and our destiny.

Now let us go a step further in
our analysis, and draw on a very
incomplete dictionary of “man-
tong” which Mr. Shaver has given
us via his telaug voices. One of

the most important words is TIC.
The last half of mysTIC. Tic is
science, scientific knowledge, re-
search, discovery It is: integra-
tion-I-see. The understanding of
how things go together, how they
are made, what makes them what
they are.

Specificially, then, MYS-TICS
are scientists; men who ask the
why of their own existence, the
how, of it, and the place that the
sun (the symbol of matter) has
in the whole picture. Mystics are
those who seek to understand
themselves and their place in the
world of the material.

Isn’t this an impressive result
of our use of the strange alphabet
Mr. Shaver has given us? But no
matter; if you are a semanticist,
you will call this a word-game, and
you will discount it, no matter
how many thousands of words
make perfect sense (by sheer ac-
cident, no doubt) when broken
down into the mantong symbols.
If you prefer Webster to Shaver,
you will have to call Shaver’s suc-
cess a matter of “generality”. So
let’s go on toless “mystic” sources.

In this world we have four great
religions, and a multitude of min-
or ones. Each of ,them seeks to
understand the why of their exist-
ence, and their final destiny. ALL
of them are mystics. If you go
to church, you are a mystic, for is

(Continued .on Page 17)
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TEST YOURSELF
Yes No

O O Are you satisfied with
your mental power?

O Q Do you feel restel when

ou get up In the morn-

ng?

0O O Do you finish every job
Xou tackle?

0O O Are you in tip-top shape
physically ?

O O Do you control tension,
g:.r. worry, ‘“‘nerves”’?

(mlm] people Tike you?

O O Are you ‘“getting ahead”
’llg your work?

0O O Do you use the power of
Your subconscious mind?

0O Q Is your life full, success-
ful, happy?

If you have to answer NO to
ln{ of these questions you are
no ﬁettlnf the most out of
xgt&r- ife. Yogism can belp you,

YOU CAN TEST ITS RESULTS FREEI

Sy

DONT WAIT A MINUTE LONGERI
)YOU ARE STARTING ON THE WAY
‘90 A NEW LIFE . ..

ACT NOWI WRITE TODAYI

YOGA -Iriat v

adapted to the needs of Western man, gives yoQ
a healthy body and a calm, confident mind.
European students have long marveled at the
miracles accomplished by Yoga training — now
avallable to Americans in the exclusive 18-
lesson life-sclence course. The results are
STARTLING ... IMMEDIATE.

learn YOGA Success Secrets

Increase your abdbility to econcentrate
eliminate depression and fatgue
change and improve your environmend
overcome age — roll back the years
get and keep glowing health

shut out worry and fesr

find and develop hidden eapabilitied
relax and rest

control ‘‘nerves’’ and tension

avold sleeplessnesa

use the power of THOUGHT

develon inner resources, poise¢ and BFL
CONFIDENCE

CLLIIITITITITY YOUR FREE lEssoN OYTYTITILLIIT
SCHOOL OF YOGA, Dept. M-7
806 Dempster St., Evanston, wuu.

Please send me my FREE TRIAL LESSON,
absolutely without obligation.

HOW TO:

Name
Street
City eoeveeescssecc.Zone, State, ...

[ RN NN R NN NRNE NN NN RN NN NN N RN ]




Ti. EXPOSER

EXPOSED

By Dr. W.

N October 31, 1954, a group

of publicity seekers will gath-

er on a bridge in New York
City. This will be on the stroke
of midnight. A  be-whiskered
gentleman will raise his eyes to-
ward the skies and solemnly in-
voke the shades of Harry Houdini
(nee Erick Weiss) to appear and
identily himself. Probably a few
flashlight photos will be taken and
the great news gathering agencies
will again send the message around
the world that man does not sur-
vive because Houdini did not keep
his tryst.

D. Ghesney

What a farce! ‘The spirits of
the so-called ‘dead’ are not like
your canine pet, Fido, who comes
at your whistle because he knows
he is going to be fed if he comes,
and spanked if he does not. Hou-
dini did not agree while living to
send a message through Tom,
Dick and Harry. He made a sol-
emn compact with his wife, Bea-

trice, which encompassed a most
secret message, in a certain se-
quence, that he would, if he sur-

vived death, relay to her.
I open my encyclopaedia at this
point and look up the word,

and his message.

Because Mystic magazine knows that the newspapers
will publish a lot of one-side publicity this October
31, it only seems fair to even it up a bit, and make the
other side available to the public at the same time, so
that a fair ]ua'gment can be made of a subject which
is of paramount importance to all.
present once more the story of the magician, Houdini,

Therefore, we

10



THE EXPOSER EXPOSED!

Houdini. There I find a ‘cut’ made
from a photograph, showing Bea-
trice Houdini seated in a seniorial
chair, surrounded by some bewhis-
kered gentry, together with the
implements of the professional
sleight-of-hand artist. The cap-
tion under the picture states that
<
this test was made on the tenth
anniversary of Houdini’s passing.
It also states that this has been
carried on every year on ‘this ex-
act day of the month; that Har-
ry Houdini’s shade was invoked
to appear; but, that he never had.

The article states, furthermore,
that he left a secret code that
would identify him as present and
thus prove or disprove human sur-
vival. The article also tells us that
the secret code was never received
by his widow. And that Hou-
dini’s great work in life was ex-
posing false mediums. That is as
fancy piece of beating around the
bush as you will ever find, because,
if there is a north pole on a mag-
net, there must be a south pole.
Therefore, if there are false me-
diums, there must be frue medi-
ums. Proof: otherwise the arti-
cle would have said “exposing me-
diums” PERIOD.

Now for a change, suppose we
get the attested facts in the mat-
ter. Let us have some reputable
witnesses covering the subject
whether Houdini survives. And
whether he gave Beatrice Houdini

II

the secret code message. And, af-
ter clearing up that matter, let us
take a look at this vainglorious ex-
poser of mediums.

Houdini passed on October 31,
1926. In 1928, Rev. Arthur Ford
made the startling announcement
that he had had a preliminary
message from the shade of Harry
Houdini. We may assume that
his widow was vastly interested.

- In any event she contacted Rev.
Ford and seances were held.
On January gth, 1929 Mrs. Hou-
dini issued the following state-
ment, on her own personal station-
ery:—

“New York City
Jan. gth, 1929
“REGARDLESS OF ANY

STATEMENT MADE TO THE

CONTRARY, I WISH TO DE-
CLARE THAT THE MES-

SAGE, IN ITS ENTIRETY,
AND IN THE AGREED UP-

ON SEQUENCE, GIVEN ME

BY ARTHUR FORD, IS THE
CORRECT MESSAGE PRE
ARRANGED BETWEEN MR.

HOUDINI AND MYSELF.

(Signed) Beatrice Houdini®
Witnessed: Harry R. Zander
Minnie Chester

John W. Stafford”

Mrs. Beatrice Houdini was of
course interviewed by many news-
paper reporters who suggested that
Rev. Ford had gotten the code
message through telepathy, or



12

ESP. She replied, “Of course I
knew the code message but I had
no idea of what combination of
words Harry would use; and when
he sent the ‘believe’ it was a sur-
prise.” Before she could check
the message that came through
Ford she had to go to the Manu-
facturers Trust Company in New
York and, in the presence of repu-
table witnesses, obtain the enve-
lope containing the code message,
and open it.

Her press agent, Charles Wil-
liams, stated publically that he
considered the message authentic.
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle cabled
Mrs. Houdini asking her if she
had received the correct code mes-
sage as prearranged with Harry

Houdini. She cabled the one
word, “YES.” John W. Stafford,
who witnessed Mrs. Houdini’s

statement that she received the true
and correct code message stated
categorically that he was fully
convinced that contact had been
made with the discarnate spirit of
Houdini. Frank Harris, Houdini’s
press agent attended a seance held
by Frank Decker, at the Welling-
ton Hotel. N. Y. Harris later
stated that the independent voice
was unquestionably Houdini. He
said, “Decker could not possibly
have been speaking, while Hou-
dini spoke, because I was hold-
ing my hand over Decker’s
mouth.” This seance took place

F

MYSTIC

March 1st, 1942,

Harris made a written state-
ment and it was witnessed by Dr.
H. P. van Pelt and Dr. H. S.
Rhode. Said Harris, “I swear
it was Houdini’s voice.” In this
life one of Houdini’s best friends
was Alex Mar.tin',r the well-known
psychic photographer.  Houdini
sat'with Martin, and many people
Houdini had known, while they
yet existed on this plane, appeared
as extras on the films.

Mrs. Houdini wrote a letter ad-
mitting that the message received
was correct in every respect, to
Walter Winchell. It appeared in
his column “YOUR BROADWAY
AND MINE,” Saturday, January
19th, 1929. In 1938 Mrs. Hou-
dini joined hands with a woman
to produce a film which was to
condemn Spiritualism. Mrs. Hou-
dini stated later that she was to
get one million dollars to permit
the following statement over her
signature, “We must look out for
the leeches who claim to bring
messages from the dead.” She was
to star in a film called, “RELIG-
IOUS RACKETEERS,” and this
film was produced and shown for
but a few days. It was"a com-
plete flop. Why? Various theatre
managers who were shown her
previous statement about the va-
lidity of Houdini’s code message,
cancelled the bookings.

The old Latin adage, De- mor-
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tuis nil nisi bonum, (Of the dead
say nothing but good), is good ad-
vice. However, we folks who
pay the piper have a right to
dance. Let us, therefore, go back
to the time the Margery investi-
gation was taking place in Boston.
As it happens the author was there
during that time. I had invent-
ed infra red modalities for the use
of the medical profession and was
headquartering at Boston, engin-
eering a sales campaign in the
New England States and Que-
bec Province, Canada. As a conse-
quence I got much of Houdini’s
peculiar conduct at first hand.

But there is a better witness,
The Proceedings of the American
Society for Psychic Reserach,
1925-7. Of course Houdini was
there and busy as a cranberry
merchant. His conduct was so ex-
ecrable that one of the honorable
investigators spoke of Houdini’s
conduct as disreputable. The me-
dium, “Margey” Crandon had
been submitted to thousands of
tests. Not once was there the
least justifiable suspicion of fraud,
or attempt at fraud. Houdini
stated hundreds of times, “Under
the same conéitions, I can do ev-
erything the medium does through
her controls.” The other re-
searchers finally got fed up on his
rank, rash claims and decided it
was time for him, ‘to put up or
shut up.’

According to A.S.P.R. Houdini
held a conference with Dr. H. C.
McComas of Princton University
and Prof. E. W. Brown, a well
and favorably known scientist.
This conference was held on Sep-
tember 17th, 1926. The following
convention of action was drawn
up and signed:

1. Houdini was delighted to re-
peat every phase of the Margery
performance for a group of gen-
tlemen to be selected by Dr. Mc-
Comas.

2. He wasto be permitted to use
everything used by Margery in
her seances.

Margery was to be wired to her
chair. Then Houdini was to be
wired in the same manner.

On the next seance held by
Margery she was wired and taped.
Nevertheless great quantities of
ectoplasm was extruded from her
ears, nose, nipples and genitalia.
(Author’s note: some rather un-
wise researchers used to say that
ectoplasm was simply a long yard-
age of soft cotton cloth that the
medium swallowed before the se-
ance, and later regurgitated. But
these folks have never given us
the secret of how the medium
swallowed a few hundred vards of
cotton piece goods into the stom-
ach and forced this filthy mass out
of her ears, nose, nipples. vagina
and navel. Furthermore, that hon-
est and reputable scientist von
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Schrenk-Notzing, brought togeth-
er ONE HUNDRED skeptical
university professors. After many
seances every single professor
signed statement that there was
not the least possible doubt about
the existence of ectoplasm, or tel-

eplasm. Geley, Ectoplasm and
Clairvoyance, page 27, Chapter
VIIL.) N

We readily understand now why
Houdini could not even approxi-
mate the Margery manifestations.
Why? Margery had a blown up
balloon in her mouth all the time
she was sitting. And, Houdini,
supposedly a male, would have
had some serious trouble getting
extrusiops of ectoplasm from
something he did not have, con-
sidering the anatomy of male and
female.

On September 18th, just five
weeks before he passed on, he
wrote a letter to Dr. McComas
clearly indicating that he was
backing out of .the agreement. On
September 19th, 1926, Dr. Cran-
don and his wife “Margery,” ac-
cepted the agreement. AND HOU-
DINI TOOK OFF FOR THE
TALL TIMBER.

The Journal A.S.P.R. comment-
ed, “The somewhat naive plan of
McComas to bring Houdini to
book and at the same time estab-
lish the super-normal character of
the Margery phenomena came to
naught.” (Prod. ASPR. 1926-7,
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page 530). Houdini hired a dis-
reputable artist to make some
drawings to show his idea of just
how Margery cheated. But the
honorable members of the investi-
gators, all of them former skeptics,
had a reputable photographer on
hand. Houdini, balked in his
scheme, was furious because he,
not Margery was proved a fraud
and cheat. He was caught red-
handed slipping small pieces of
rubber under a switch to prevent
contact in an electric bell circuit.

Again he was caught with his
rompers out of their natural or-
der. In fact there were but few
incidents in his connection with
the Margery case when he was not
off base. And yet one cannot find
one single mention of all these
lapses from grace in any encyclo-
paedia. In fact the refusal of the
publishers of practically all great
books of reference to mention any
of the proved sfacts of the super-
natural, or supernormal is at least
one of the great sins of omission.
The public has been taught to de-
pend on them and are often there-
by deceived.

A witness to that statement is
to be found in the fact that few
if any encyclopaedias even men-
tion the fact that Sir William
Crookes did vastly more service to
humanity in his psychic investi-
gations than he did in his strictly
temporal Crookes’ tube, Radiome-
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ter, Spinthariscope, and other ma-
terial inventiohs,

While on the subject of psychic
investigations, it would be illog-
ical -not to bring out the question-
able activities of one member of
the Margery committee.  When
these investigations were being in-
itiated one Prof. R. W. Wood of
-Johns Hopkins University, signed
a solemn pledge not to handle the
ectoplasmic extrusion from Mar-
gery. He furthermote agreed in
writing not to show any form of
light unless authorized to do so by
the spirit control. None the less
he wrote in his notes that he
seized an ectoplasmic rod and
squeezed it hard. The medium
was seized with hemorrhages and
was forced to take to her bed.
Wood took a powerful flashlight,
armed with a wood filter, and
shot its harmful rays into the me-
dium’s face.  Wood was thor-
oughly excoriated by several mem-
bers of the committee for his
actions.

Does not such a breaking of
faith set forth dishonor and per-
jury? He was to the minds of his
co-investigators well teamed up
with Houdini. One has but to
consult the learning of the ages
to be fully informed that many
forms of orthodoxy are as brutal,
blood-thirsty and barbarous as the
medicine men who held the lash
over our ancestors.

In spite of the trickery launch-
ed against Margery, we read in
The Journal of the A.S.P.R. 1926-7,
Vol. 2, page 140, “The facts here
chronicled constitute conclusive
proof of the existence of Margery’s
supernormal faculties, and the
strongest sort of evidence that
these work through the agency of
her deceased brother Walter.”
THE MARGERY PHENOMENA

1. Materializations of  those
known to have been ‘dead’ many
years. Many of them were iden-
tified.

2. Impressions in wax of the
thumbs of known ‘dead,” among
them those of her deceased broth-

er Walter. The prints checked
perfectly.
3. Moulages of hands made

from wax gloves. The hands were
in such a shape and relation to
each other, that no human agency
could have done it.

4. Telekenesis — the movement
of a body without any known
force being applied.

5. Telepathy, or ESP messages
were proved beyond shadow of
doubt.

6. Independent voices of those
called ‘dead’. To prevent any
suspicion of ventriloquism, Mar-
gery carried measured amounts of
tap water in her mouth. The wa-
ter was later found to be almost
the exact amount she originally
took into her mouth. The re-
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searchers sought an even more pos-
itive measure against ventrilo-
quism. They put toy balloons
in her mouth and blew them up
until she could not even breath
through the mouth. Still the in-
dependent voices came through.

Possibly one of the best tests—
one to rather disprove the un-
proved theory of reincarnation—
was the messages in foreign lamn-
guages that came through her me-
diumship. That is particularly
true about long vertical rows of
most ancient Chinese ideographs.
It was necessary to find learned
Chinese, having a knowledge of the
Chinese of Confucius, to make the
translations. Chinese savants de-
clared, without exception, that the
language and the philosophy ex-
pressed might well have come
from Confucius himself.

One of the most honorable sci-
entists who investigated Margery
was Dr. R J. Tillyard, E.R.S,,
Entymologist in Chief of the Com-
mon wealth of Australia. He sat
in a locked room alone with Mar-
gery. She was securely bound to
her chair with strips of surgical
tape. A blue pencil marked down
the tape on the medium’s skin, so
that any moving of the tape would
be immediately detected. A Voice
Cut-Out device was attached over
Margery’s mouth. It was there-
fore an absolutely impossible mat-
ter for her to make a single intel-

ligible sound.

During the seance strong, clear
thumb marks were made on pieces
of wax. Bertillon experts declared
that these prints did not match
those of Margery or Dr. Tillyard.
Keep in mind that Margery could
not speak. Nevertheless, indepen-
dent voices of those we call ‘dead’
conversed with Dr. Tillyard. On
August 11th, 1928 he wrote to
Sir Oliver Lodge as follows:

“It seems impossible to me to
find a single flaw in this wonder-
ful result . My object is to re-
cord as a scientist that they do oc-
cur, that they are part of the
phénomena of Nature, and that
Science, which is the search of
Truth and for Knowledge, can on-
ly ignore them at the deadly peril
of its own future existence, as a
guiding force in the world. This
seance is, for me, the culminating
point of all my psychic research.
I can now say, if I do desire, Junc

Dimittis.”

Lord Kelvin, a scientist without
peer, made the following observa-
tion that started Crookes, Challis,
Barrett, de Morgan, Hare and oth-
er foremost scientists in their
search for primary truth—the truth
that there is no death, “Science is
bound by the everlasting laws of
honor to face fearlessly every
problem that may be fairly placed
before it.”

When is Science going to accept
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the problem now facing it?

But, meantime, there is no doubt
that the spirit of Houdini did
manage to confer the secret code
message to his wife. Thus the

man who claimed to expose the
frauds of mediums, came through
a medium to tell the truth that he
still lived.

THE END

Editorial _ _ ____ 4

(Continued from Page 8)

it not true that what you practice
there is a mystery, to a very great
extent? If you are a Catholic,
you deliberately recognize that
there are mysteries which are ac-
cepted without understanding, be-
cause they cannot be understood.
The trinity (yet oneness) of God
is an example. The Immaculate
Conception is another. The Resur-
rection is another. Each religion
is the same in this respect—it is
full of mystery which is not un-
derstood, and yet is accepted as
fact.

In the Bible, you are asked to
“prove the spirits”, which is an
admission that there ARE spirits.
But you aren’t asked to ‘“prove
your religion?” Your editor thinks
you ARE. Spirits (and therefore
life after death—unless spirits are
something other than man) are
part of your religion, and should
be “proved”. It follows that all
parts of your religion should be
proved. Is God capable of proof?
Certainly not! It would seem that
He is incapable of being under-

stood, but not of .proof. Religion
seeks to prove him. It employs
the TIC, the science, of mysticism.

Therefore, all people who have
a religion are mystics.

Then ‘there is the materialist.
Let’s distinguish him from the sci-
entist who is also religious. Let’s
take the atheist scientist, the man
who says the whole Universe is
“chance”, and he, himself, a hap-
penstance. Yet, he trains his tel-
escope and his spectr6scope and
his bolometer on the sun, and seeks
to know the how and the why of
its energy; and he turns from his
telescope to his microscope. and
looks into the how and why of
chlorophyl; and  he announces
with a great show of importance
that there is a connection! He
looks further, into his own body,
and observes the products of
chlorophyl being digested, and
formed into the substance of his
own flesh and blood. He finds a
connection. He SEES that the
SUN is the cause of the INTE-
GRATION of the EGO that he
actually is, in the flesh; the PER-
SONALITY that he knows he is.
Heisa MYSTIC!

And there we have it! Everyv-



18 MYSTIC

body on Earth who questions his
own existence, wonders about it,
and seeks to know more about it,
is a Mystic. So we wonder why
the compilers of the Everyday
American Dictionary left out a
word so BASIC; so much a part
of our everyday life that it is
worldwide and practiced by all
men?

How obvious it is that there is
a great NEED for a magazine
called MYSTIC!

One great consolation we derive
from our research into the word
mystic is that we suddenly are
not a minority group, an off-
trail handful of outer people who
“live ih a world of their own”.
We are the most numerous species
on Earth! The only other per-
sonality on the whole face of the
globe who is not a mystic is the
poor unfortunate who cannot ques-
tion his existence because of brain
damage, or lack of brain develop-
ment; the complete idiot!

I-D-I-O-T. I -disintegrate - tke
ego source-of-integration. An idiot,
the personality which has broken
down its connection with the
source of integration, lost contact
with growth. How amazing! But
Webster doesn’t give so lucid a
definition of the word! He only
tells the »esult, not the cause! The
word tells the cause/

But enough of word meanings.
There are other things more im-

portant to discuss.

IRST, we have a “retraction”
of a sort to publish. On page
18 of the August issue of MYS-
TIC, in the story “Venusians
Walk Our Streets” by Paul M.
Vest, it is stated that Max Mor-
ton (pseudonym for a Los Angeles
newspaperman) sent a metal plate,
together with a laboratory report,
which supposedly had been mark-
ed deeply by the fingernail of a
Venusian, to the FBI. Mystic did
not state this as a fact, only that
Max Morton “said” he had sub-
mitted this report.
Recently we were called upon

by a Milwaukee, Wisconsin repre-

sentative of the FBI, who stated
that no such report had been made.
He also requested that MYSTIC
avoid publishing unchecked refer-
ences of this kind, because they
resulted in much querying of the
FBI, the necessity of reply, and
waste of time and funds.

Thus, in the future, we will first
check with the organization named,
and publish their reply along with
any report we make, so that full
information will be given our read-
ers. We wish to point out that
Mr. Vest, himself, did not check
either, and his report was plainly
labeled “hearsay”. If Max Mor-
ton wishes to provide us with the
report he says he obtained from
“a foremost laboratory in Los
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Angeles” regarding the facts con-
cerning the metal plate, we shall
be glad to publish it, along with a
statement from the laboratory that
the report is a true and accurate

copy.

LAST July, Kenneth Arnold
and his wife were guests of
CBS Television in New York, and
appeared on the TV show “It’s
News To Me”, during which he
related his experience in the now
famous Flying Saucer discovery.
This TV show coincided with the
close approach of Mars to Earth,
and also with the rash of flying
saucer reports which also coin-
cided with the close approach. Ob-
viously it was the approach of
Mars that was responsible for the
TV show, but we wonder why it
has been so strongly hinted that
the flying saucer reports are to be
credited to Mars’ gyrations in the
heavens? After seven years, Ken-
neth Arnold’s report can hardly
be considered “It’s News To Me.”
But then, there is no accounting
for the brainstorms of a New York
TV script writer, or idea man.
However, one result of the trip
was the visit to our home of Mr.
Arnold and his wife. While here,
Mr. Arnold gave our two daugh-
ters instructions in swimming (we
have a lake right on the farm),
and he did right well, because he
formerly wasa swimming instruc-

tor. We thank him for that. Another
thing he gave us was a brand new
slant on flying saucers, and the
promise of a new book, which we
intend to publish just as soon as
it is completed. Saucer e¢nthusi-
asts will remember that his book
is considered the only straightfor-
ward report to date, and they can
be sure that his new book will do
much toward unraveling the tangle
in which flying saucer data is now
enmeshed beyond all recognition.
We feel that the book will be a
tremendous surprise to the Ameri-
can public, and perhaps tremen-
dously embarrassing to a great
number of people, particularly
those whose reports to the people
might be expected to be most re-
liable.

—Rap

NEW FLYING SAUCER BOOKS

The WHITE SANDS INCIDENT, by
D. W. Fry, former technician at
the White Sands Proving Grounds,
who took a ride in a Flying Saucer
and conversed with a Man from
Outer Space. Explains the secret of
incredible speed, gives revelations
about Mu and Atlantis. Fascinating.

Price $1.50

THE SAUCERS SPEAK, by Willlam-
son & Balley. The amazing exper-
iences of Dr. Williamson and as-
soclates together with a transcript
of communications received. 2nd

edition.
Price $2.00

NEW AGE PUBLISHING CO.
15642 Glendale Blvd.
Los Angeles 26, Calif.




EXTRA-TERRESTRIAL
VISITOR?

By MIRIAM TEEL CLARKE

[

The question of “wvisitors” to Earth. from
either other planets or strange realms we
know nothing of is a great one today, and our
request for the kind of reports given in a re-
cent issue by Mr. Paul Vest, and others such
as Mr. Angelucci’s flying saucers, has resulted
in still another report, which, frankly, we are
unable to evaluate in 1its proper category.
W here do these wvisitors really come from?

EGARDING the article

“Venusians Walk Our Streets”

appearing in the August is-
sue of Mystic and the Editor’s re-
quest for additional material in the
way of evidence others may have,
prompts me to write this article.

I am writing not to add to Mr.
Vest’s story (for he, and he alone,
knows what he knows) but to pre-
sent the experience of another for
the benefit of those who hesitate to
lend credence to one man’s state-
ment.

Many of Mr. Vest’s statements
are very familiar to me, such as
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the approach of these beings whose
gentleness and poise is outstand-
ing while there is a certain aloof-
ness or, shall I say detached man-
mer and withal a great compassion
for the children of earth.

Now I cannot say whether the
entity with whom I talked face to
face was from another planet and
I have never seen a flying saucer,
but I sincerely agree with Mr.
Vest when he says that extra-ter-
restrials are familiar with our man-
ners and I add, even our thoughts;
and in most cases resemble earth-
lings to such a marked degree as
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to be mistaken for one of us. Nev-
ertheless, if the reader will travel
back a few years with me I shall
tell the story.

It ,was a brillant May morning
and I was standing on the curb of
a busy downtown street waiting
for my daughter, when someone
stepped up beside me and I looked
into the face of a tall, slender man
who had the most piercing deep-
set black eyes I have ever seen.
His face was a singular face, sal-
low and lean with heavy creases
about the wide, kind mouth and
hollow cheeks. Immediately I
thought of Abraham Lincoln.
Though this man was not so tall,
he wore the long black coat and
tall silk hat so much in vogue at
that period.

I smiled, thinking he was .some-
one I had met and now failed to
identify and was not prepared for
the question when he asked, “Have
you ever seen hell?”

Hardly conscious of my own
words I replied, “Yes when my
husband was sick unto death.”

Then he continued, “Have you
ever seen heaven?”

Again I answered, “Yes, in the
eyes of my baby and the heart of
a moonflower.”

He appeared to turn and address
some invisible companion, for he
said in a low tone: “Therein lies
wisdom.”

I was becoming alarmed; my

serenity had turned traitor and
was deserting me; had my senses
taken leave also or was I dreaming
the strange experience? In a sharp
retort born of desperation I de-
manded: “Who are you? Have I
ever known you before?”

For the first time he smiled a
knowing, yet radiant smile and
said, “Yes, you knew me a thous-
and years ago, but who I am is of
no importance; now my friend,
hear me well and heed my
words for I have bridged a
chasm, the ‘gulf between thee and
me’ in order to bring to you good
tidings, proof that the words
spoken by the greatest teacher of
all times, ‘are true: ‘I am He that
liveth, and was dead; and behold
I am alive for evermore. Amen:
and have the keys of hell and of
heaven!” I am sent to give this
proof in describing in detail the
appointments. of your home
though I have never stepped across
its threshold.”

Which he proceeded to do cor-
rectly until he reached the living
room, where he had every stick of
furniture misplaced. “In your
living room there is a dark blue
couch resting against the north
wall beneath a window and I see
a bookcase filled with books stand-
ing against the south wall’ and up-
on it stands a crystal vase filled
with honeysuckle, while beneath it
are two one-dollar bills. There
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fs 3 rose rug with gray flower de-
sign and two large chairs, one a
platform rocker in blue.”

Inwardly I was laughing him to
scorn because surely I knew how
my own room was arranged and
his description was wrong regard-
ing the position of the furniture—
and there was no honeysuckle in
the vase—the bills had been left
securely dewn inside it.

In an attitude of humility he
asked: “am I correct, my friend?”

“No,” I replied with a trace
of sarcasm in my voice, for this
man’s manner nettled me, “you
are all wrong.”

At that moment my daughter
walkea up; she looked first at the
stranger, then back at me, in un-
disguised wonderment.

“One more thing,” he added
“then I shall depart. I see a let-
ter lost in the vines growing on
your front porch; it contains a
check which will be a very pleas-
ant surprise.” Then before our
very eyes he disappeared into noth-
ingness.

I struggled with many unfamil-
iar emotions; I was confused, then
suspicious, thinking perhaps he
had been in my home when I was
away—however how could he
have made such a mistake if he
had been in the room?

I told Anna what had trans-

pired and after much surmising

on the part of both of us, we de-

cided that it was a useless expen-
diture of time and effort to at-
tempt to explain it, so we dismiss-
ed it from our minds and spent a
happy-day, lunching in town, and
shopping.

About four o’clock I knocked on
my front door which was locked
from the inside. That was strange,
because we seldom ever latchéd the
screen; presently my other daugh-
ter appeared from behind the
blinds.

“Wait just a minute Mama, you
can’t come in yet—I have a sur-
prise for you.” She was bubbling
with excitement and her big blue
eves were sparkling with happi-
ness.

When I was finally admitted she
threw her arms around me, ex-
claiming, “I’ve cleaned the whole
house for you—look, I’'ve changed
the living room around, just look!
Isn’t it beautiful?”

For a moment I stood speechless
—for there was my room exactly
as the man in black had described
it to me. A peculiar weakness as-
sailed me and I staggered across
the room and sank to the couch
beneath the north window. On the
opposite side stood the bookcase
and upon it the vase, filled with
honeysuckle whose fragrance per-
meated every corner of the room.
Beneath the vasewere the two one-
dollar bills.

Noting my expression of amaze-
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ment, Mimi asked in a hurt little
voice, “Don’t you like it Mama?”

“I love it,” I assured her, “but
tell me, has anyone been in this
house today?”

“No Mam, not one soul, because
I locked all the doors so no one
would disturb me; no one has
even. come to the door.”

Suddenly I remembered the let-
ter he spoke of, lost in the vines.
Pulling out the mass of tangled
branches I peered down deep be-
hind them and there to my utter
incredulity, was the letter — from
Photo Play Magazine, containing
a check for $25.00, first prize won
in a contest; I had sent it in weeks
before and had forgotten all
about it. If I remember rightly
the title was “My Dresden Doll.”

I cannot say it was a dream be-
cause the facts remain; the room
had been changed; neither can I
place it in the category of imagin-
ation, for the facts still remain—
the letter was there — so, what
shall T say other than it appears
that someone, somehow, succeed-
ed in “Bridging a Chasm.”

COMING OF THE GUARDIANS—the
‘Who, What, & Why of *Flying Sau-
cers,’”” by the famous Probert Con-
trols, deep trance mediumship,
Mimeo. book, 2nd printing. very Im-
portant. BSRA Assoclates, 3524 Adams
Avenue, San Dilego 16, Calif., Meade
Layne, M.A., National Director.
Price $3.00

WHAT WOULD YOU DO

if you found

A GOOD THING?

You'd pass it on to your friends,
wouldn’t you? Well, that's exactly
what Ray Palmer iIs doing in this ad,
which is a personal endorsement.
You know how he grouses about the
way things fall apart ten minutes
after you buy them, or they fall
entirely to perform their purpose?
Shoddy products from shoddy work-
men, he calls them, and he suspects
it's a deliberate Inferiority com-
ponent to cheat you. So when he
finds something that’s really good
but hasn't a chance because Iit's
put out by an honest man who can't
buck the big BUSINESS boys,. he
ballyhoos it. You see, Ray's had
dandruff for years, and no product
he ever bought did a bit of good.
Then, through Ken Arnold, he met
Guy L. Turner, of Boise, Idaho.
Well, Guy has a hair treatment that
licked Ray's dandruff in ten days!.
Although Guy doesn’'t claim it, the
stuff cures a lot of skin ailments,
not only scalp ailments. At least it
cured his wife's rash. So, if you're
like Ray, and appreciate an honest
man and an honest product, here's
his tip to you: Get

TURN-ER’S

It Turns Hair Back To Its
Natural Color, And It Cures
Dandruoff Positively.

ONE BOTTLE WILL DO IT!
$5.00

WRITE:

GUY L. TURNER

Box 145-P
BOISE, IDAHO
And Tell Him Ray Sent You
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“Whatever it was, I never saw
anything like it,” said George
Sarosy, an infantry captain on
leave from Camp Drum, who saw
what he believes to be a flying
saucer at 12:15 a.m. Monday,
July 26, 1954.

Sarosy had just brought his
mother-in-law, Mrs.  Elizabeth
Grindrod, of 70 Dewey avenue,
Devon, Conn.. home when they
both saw a green glow in the sky
going in the direction of New
Haven. It was flying in a flat
projection, fairly low in the sky,
heading east toward the ocean.
“As we watched,” he said, “the
glow broke into three parts, then
the parts became a red glow which
disappeared.”

“I’m not sure what it was,” Sar-
osy commented, “but I've seen
enough flares in the army to know
it wasn’t that.”

* ok ok

Now the flying saucers are
having babies in the skies, we’re
told.

Seven-year-old Sandra Griskell,
of 8546 McVickers, Oak Lawn,
Illinois, ran into her home Thurs-
day to report seeing a big flying
saucer give birth to a smaller one.

Her mother, Eleanor, 28, said
that when she ran out to look, the
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larger one had disappeared but
had left several smaller ones. All
had vanished by the time her hus-
band, Phillip, 32, came home.

* kX

American and British Air Force
intelligence officers studied reports
that seven weird flying black ob-
jects followed a British airliner for
80 miles near Goose Bay, Labra-
dor.

Cpt. James Howard, pilot of a
British Overseas Airways Corpor-
ation (BOAC) airliner bound from
New York to London, said the ob-
jects vanished when an American
Air Force fighter plane came up
to investigate. Howard, 33, from
Bristol, is one of Britain’s most
experienced Atlantic captains.

The story of what he and his
crew and some of the passengers
reportedly saw 19,000 feet over the
Atlantic is told in these extracts
from Howard’s log book:

“At oro5 GMT on June 30
about 150 nautical miles southwest
of Goose Bay, height 19,000 feet,
flying in clear weather above a
layer of low cloud, noticed on our
port beam a number of dark ob-
jects at approximately the same al-
titude as our aircraft. I drew the
attention of the first officer to
them. He said he had just noticed
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them also.

“I jokingly said they reminded
me of flak bursts. He agreed. It
then became apparent that they
were moving along on a track
roughly parallel to ours and keep-
ing station with us.”

Goose approach, in reply to a
query, told the first officer there
were no aircraft in the area. It
was o107 GMT, the log continued:

“During this time the shape of
the large object changed slightly,
also the position of the smaller
ones relative to the big one. Some
moved ahead, some behind. The
first officer then told Goose Bay
what we were watching and they
said they would send a fighter to
investigate.

“The shape of the large one con-
tinually changed, but its position
relative to us did not. It was al-
ways about go degrees to port. The
distance from us appeared not less
than five miles, possibly very
much more.

“During this time both engin-
eers, both navigators, the radio
officer, the two stewards and the
stewardess watched it and all of
us agreed on its shape.

“A number of small objects ac-
companying it, usually six, were
visible. All were agreed they never
saw anything like it before. At
about o120 GMT the fighter re-
ported that he was approaching us.
The objects immediately began to

grow indistinct until one only was
visible. This grew smaller and
finally vanished at orz3 GMT,
still at the same bearing from us.

“All who watched the objects
are sure that the large one, at any
rate, was no sort of winged air-
craft. The smaller ones were. just
dots. They left no vapor trails, no
lights were seen, just black sil-

houettes.”
% % %

A young Canadian miner is in-
sisting he saw a flying saucer and
its crew of three—“all 13 feet tall
with ears like spurs and three -cets
of arms.”

Ennio LaSarza, 25, told his
story July 7 to Royal Canadian
Airforce authorities. The RCAF
started an investigation, but -e-
fused to comment.

LaSarza claimed he saw “a huge
disk” descend from the sky north
of the nickle mining center of
Garson, Ontario, last Friday
the day on which the planet Mars
was nearest to the earth’s orbit.

LaSarza said he asked the crea-
tures, from a distansce, who they
were and “they fixed me with a
hypnotic stare wuntil I fainted;
when I came to they and the ship
had vanished.”

% k%

Radio station WBRE, Wilkes
Barre, Pa., reported on July 9 it
had received calls every day this
week from persons reporting they
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saw mysterious objects in the sky.

A news reporter for the radio
station said some of the objects
were reported in the area of the
U. S. Air Force radar station at
Red Rock, Pa.

x k%

The body of 16-year-old LeRoy
Valentine, missing since he was
drowned May 15 in the Rogue
River, was found May 24, and a
Medford, Oregon, spiritualist was
credited with playing a prominent
part in the recovery.

The spiritualist, who  asked
that her name not be disclosed,
was contacted after a search party
inciuding the boy’s father had cov-
ered the area unsuccessfully for
about three hours.

Searching parties had been on
the river almost continuously dur-
ing daylight hours for nine days,
and the area where the body was
found had been one of the most
heavily searched during the hunt.
Civilian “frogmen,” underwater
experts, had covered the section of
the river earlier, but had concen-
trated on the opposite bank.

Carl Spencer and Carl Daw-
son, members of the search party,
and the Valentine boy’s mother,
came to Medford to see the spirit-
ualist as a “last chance” measure.
The two men went in to see her,
while Mrs. Valentine waited in the
car.

This is what she told them:

The body would be found about
a mile downstream from where the
boy was last seen. It would be
on the south side of the river,
around a bend in the stream, and
would be caught deep under water
on a forked tree about 20 to 25
feet out from the shore. She add-
ed that because of swift water,
they would have to get to the spot
from the shore, and it would be ne-
cessary to build a bridge to the
partially submerged tree.

The woman told Spencer and
Dawson that she could be wrong
and suggested that they call an-
other spiritualist in Gold Hill
They did, and the second woman
gave them an almost identical
verbal picture of the scene.

The two men believed that they
recognized the spot, and 're-
turned to the river and resumed
the search. They searched briefly
around a similar spot less than a
mile downstream, and then con-
tinued on down until they found
a place that looked like the right
one. It was about a mile down-
stream, and around a bend in the
river.

The bank of the stream was as
the spiritualist had described it,
and when the searchers tried to
work from the boat, they found
that the water was too swift. They
went ashore and built. a bridge to
the tree, and Dawson climbed out
on the log where he found the
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body at about 3:30 p.m.

State Police Officer Gene Han-
kins appeared on the scene at that
time, and went into the icy river
to recoyer the body.

The story of the spiritualisf was
confirmed by members of the
search party and by the woman
herself. Officer Hankins said that
he heard the story from members
of the searching group.

Deputy Coroner Frank Perl said
that the Valentine boy’s father told
him the same story after the body
was found.

The Medford woman said that
she was “very happy,” that she
was able to thelp. She said that
she had been able to find lost ar-
ticles for many years, and is always
willing to aid when help is really
needed. She admitted, however,
that she is plagued by people
wanting to find minor items, and
even by those looking for jobs.

She added that she called the
second woman in Gold Hill and
both were overjoyed that the
search had been successful.

* kK

A check’ by The Times-Union
revealed that the visiting pressure
at St. Mary’s Cemetery, Sauger-
ties, New York, wherein rests the
nationally famous “bleeding” sta-
tue of the Sacred Heart of Jesus,
had become so great that fencing
had been erected not only around
the white marble statue itself, but

around the plot it rests upon.

Further, it was disclosed, bar- *
ricades barring automobiles have
been thrown up at both cemetery
entrances. They do not prevent
pedestrian travel in the small cem-
etery, however.

There has been considerable of
that, it was said, with literally
thousands visiting the four-foot-
high statue of Christ, including the
crippled and the blind. Busloads
of individuals from the Albany
area have arrived to marvel at the
sight, it was pointed out, and at
one time the surge was so great
that cemetery officials feared for
the safety of the statue itself. The
fencing, as high as the carving,
surrounds it entirely, but the sta-
tue may be seen through apertures
in the ‘barricade.

One of the reasons for the fenc-
ing, it was gaid, was to prevent
souvenir hunters from chipping the
white marble, only recently im-
ported from Italy to adorn the
grave of Michele Fabiano, husband
of Mrs. Maria Fabiano, of Glasco,
near Saugerties. Mr. Fabiano died
Nov. 28, 1953, at the age of 57,
after having been crippled for 17
years.

The discoloration on the statue
was first noted by Mrs. Fabiano
and shortly afterward, when the
word got around, police had to con-
trol the surging crowds which vis-
ited the area.  Samples of the
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stain, which run downward over
the forehead of the statue, from
the hairline, have been taken and
sent to Kingston for analysis.
Chemists said that the substance
was not blood, but a type of moss
which excretes the red substance.

Refusing the explanation, crowds
still gathered at the site to see the
“miracle” and to implore such acts
for themselves.

At one time the sheriff’s office
of Ulster County increased its
guard after midnight, as hun-
dreds of vacationists from nearby
Catskill resorts drove to the ceme-
tery.

The ground near the statue is

thoroughly trampled, the grass is
either eliminated or beaten flat.
There is a small “gate” in the fence
surrounding the plot, through
which people may advance to the
statue, but the fencing surrounding
tlre marble figure of Christ is unin-
terrupted by any aperture.

Even though the red substance
has been washed away by rain,
it has re-appeared. The cemetery
is situated near the Esopus Creek,
near the village limits of Sauger-
ties and is an auxiliary to the or-
iginal St. Mary’s Cemetery, which
adjoins St. Mary’s Church, Sau-
gerties.

THE END

IMPORTANT NOTICE

LTHOUGH Mark and Irene

Probert have now returned

from their extended tour of
the country, giving seances with the
famous Inner Circle Controls,
there was not time to receive the
answers to the questions sent in by
our readers for this issue. There-
fore, the seances will resume in
our next (February) issue, and
will continue thereafter uninter-
ruptedly. We have not included
the question box in this issue be-
cause a great number of questions
are on hand as of this moment,

and we prefer that questions be as
current as possiblee  Therefore,
please hold your questions until
you read the February issue.

As a feature of our next issue,
we will present photos of all of the
members of the Inner Circle who
have been depicted in the marvel-
ous paintings executed by Mark
Probert.

The February seance will be
held exclusively by the Yada Di
Shi’ite, leader of the Inner Circle,
and oldest of its members, dating
back to 500,000 BC.




YOUR FUTURE

Dorothy Spence Lauer

We'’d all like to know what tomorrow
will bring. Is it possible to™ know?
Here is an experiment to prove it!

Editor's Note: Dorothy Spence Lauer is a Psychom&trist, spe-
cializing in precognition. Ordinarily she needs but an object
belonging to, or handled by, the subject, or the presence of
the subject, to become aware of the psychic influences from
which she draws her information. However, for the sake of
expediency in providing her with a sufficiently strong per-
sonal psychic impression, the editors of this magazine hit
upon the playing card method. By laying out the cards, while
concentrating, as described in the instructions given at the
end of this article, and by writing them down on the chart,
we hope that a sufficiently powerful psychic impression will
be made to enable the medium to receive the information
she seeks. We have made this service available to our
readers purely in an experimentative atmosphere, in an at-
tempt, first, to determine whether or not this ability is of a
nature both real and valuable; and second, to provide you
with an interesting bit of entertainment. Naturally we can-
not publish all the requests for readings we receive, but we
will forward all charts to Mrs. Lauer, asking her to select sev-
eral which give her the strongest and most interesting impres-
sion, for publication entirely free in this department of
MYSTIC Magazine. We assume no further responsibility for
the charts. If you wish to correspond personally with Mrs.
Laver, we will be glad to forward your letters.
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Following are the charts select-
ed for analysis this month. The
name and address is published, and
we must remind you that no charts
can be published without full ad-
dress; we do not publish anony-
mous letters or articles in MYS-
TIC.

Chart ooj5

Mrs. Mary Moore,
3046 H. 12th,
Cleveland, Ohio

A message in the evening will con-
cern you and a gentleman. This is
something that will make you very
happy, indicating that you have
desired this for yourself and mate-
rialize. It will. -All delays that have
kept things regarding your home in
an upheavel now will dissipate.
Brighter financial conditions elim-
inate a worry. You have had a
desire for some move by a person
who will now make that move and
restore your confidence.  There
are happy tears over news of a
marriage, which could cause you to
make a trip. Someone will come to
you for financial assistance. They
need this assistance to take them
out of town. You doubt it, but
success will attend them. This in-
vestment by you will cause a turn-
ing point in their life. This request
is sure to occur. A reconciliation
will take place, very surprising to
you. You will believe your hap-
piness complete when it occurs. A
small child also has success in re-

MYSTIC

gaining health, and you feel life is
very good to you.
* k%
Chart 006
Mrs. Cora D. Simmons,
117%2 E. “N,” St.,
Wilmington, Calif.

You will be surprised by someone
you love very dearly doing every-
thing you have desired them to do
in order to assure your happiness.
At one time you said: “If that per-
son ever does the way I really want,
that will be the happiest day of my
life.” There has been much conten-
tion between you, may almost have
been a separation (think there was
at one interval). Thus this will be
a happy surprise. You have two
wishes concerning this person, and
even while assembling this chart,
obstacles have been very prevalent.
These two wishes will be granted in
spite of the obstacles in the way.

A message tells of an elderly per-
son coming to visit you, with the
result a very pleasant time.

Someone comes to you asking you
to take them into your home, wish-
ing to break up a marriage. This
would be a wvery serious mistake
to make. No matter how emotional,
how heart-rending the story, insist
this person return home and try to
get along. Many little things they
neglect to tell you they do, cause
friction in this home: however a
stubborn nature causes them to
think themselves right. You can
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indeed help two people stay togeth-
er who need to be together. 25
months will pass before they thank
you (especially the one who comes
to you) for saving their marriage
from dissolution.

A professional person you know
will marry, surprisingly to every-
one. Letters that should have been
to you now start arriving, several
with very exceptional news.

Indications of a scandal. Best
fo keep out of this regardless what
you could say. This will involve
several very fine people, and all
those throwing the first stone will
someday wish they had not done so.
One person feels so badly over this
that health will be damaged per-
manently; a bad result since all will
prove to be lies. Even though you
will wonder why one word from you
could mean so much, you will find
it does. This will be hard for you
to see my way at the time, how-
ever please remember it—so much
depends on it.

CNE
Chart ooy
Mrs. Lorena Blumberg
2744 No. 72 St.
Milwaukee, Wisc.

Doubt in regard to one indivi-
dual will be cleared up. This is one
of those things where everybody
meddled in your mutual affairs;
stories were carried; perhaps it
caused them to doubt you too. This
will be cleared up much to the dis-

may of all those who tried so hard
to break this up. This should show
you both not to listen to things
against someone who has been a
wonderful person to you. You seem
to be smiling and walking down the
street arm in arm; such happiness
to you both.

Something new in the home that
has been wanted for a long time;
something you have gone without in
order that someone else may have
some comfort of some kind. Looks
like this was wanted for maybe 10
years or more.

Your desire has been delayed al-
ready for sometime. By the time
you have this desire—wonder if you
still want it?

Someone drinks alcholic bever-
ages too much — this will cause
much sickness unless it is curbed
immediately. Perhaps they may
find that the loss thev suffer won’t
be worth the little pleasure they
derive from the drinking.

A very talented young man will
receive honors that make you very
proud.

Confusion prevails in regards to
a person who exaggerates a lot. This
confusion can be altered if vou take
with a grain of salt what thev say.
A special gift comes to you.

* k%

Chart 008

Gertrudc Konik

1051 No. Evergreen St.
Burbank, Calif.
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Unexpected activity for you,
something you really enjoy doing.
You have done this work before but
have been kept from it. You sur-
prise everyone by returning to this
activity—you may feel now that
this is absolutely impossible—but
wait and see.

Be a little cautious of a conver-
sation on the telephone, which
could be misconstrued in such a
way that you could be accused of
telling a falsehood, causing doubt
and mistrust in someone you really
love very much.

No immediate success with your
desire. Confusion exists, then af-
ter quite a period the desire is
granted.

Opposition in  money matters
causes you some disapppointment
and would advise careful and cau-
tious buying, at least until after
the new year. This will make you a
little irritable with people, but
after the new year things seem on
the upward trend.

Someone who has caused you un-
pleasantness in the past reappears
and the best solution is deliberate
rudeness — otherwise disappoint-
ments and losses.
a problem of a long time standing.
Even after they reenter your life
you wish you had remembered your
own words: “Never shall they come
into my home again. They can find
happiness in other directions much
Ibetter.”

This has been-

MYSTIC

Evening brings an offer to an en-
tertainment that could some way
brighten the next few months of
your life considerably, but it seems
this through an odd circumstance.
You have not been as active in eve-
ning affairs. This will be changed.
An extra amount of joyfulness is-
sues.

* %k %
Chart oog
Neil A. Reid
2918 Meadowlark Ave.,
Waukegan, Il

You should delay purchasing a
rather expensive article such as a
car, or large involvement of money.
This may prove disappointing news
to you but later on you will be
very glad you did nat do this. Plans
also may be delayed about you go-
ing on a journey. Someone who
intended to visit you may be tem-
porarily delayed.

Are you planning on moving?
An unexpected, but desiretd, move
is indicated. Earning capacity in-
creases and finances will be very
good. Things resume a settled at-
mosphere, but first this move takes
place.

A positive person has stood in
your way in regard to a desire you
have had, however this person seems
either not interested anymore or
they go to another town or place
where their influence is no longer
troublesome to you. Jealousy was a
great deal the cause of their actions.
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Many new friends, many old also,
congratulating you on something

that makes you very happy. You

seem almost afraid that it is too
good to be true: many new con-
tacts for you. Also you are very
appreciative of things that bring
you happiness (thatisto say, you
do not accept happiness or any-
thing good with an attitude you
have it coming to you). Also you
have helped someone or will. This
will again give you the feeling that
doing good is indeed worthwhile.
Someone you haven’t heard from
in many years looks you up.

You are shocked over the actions
or attitude of someone you think a
great deal of, almost as if they an-
tagonize you deliberately; however
this is due to their ‘being influenced
by someone who is bad company for
them. This will soon pass away,
but it will really try your patience.
It seems to be agreatdeal to have
you lose patience—but this will be
a case of counting to ten before say-
ing or doing what you want. You
should advise the person involved
that they are indeed not going to
benefit as they think they will from
such actions.

Can you place anyone owing you
money? This seems to have been
awhile back, in fact you may have
considered it a closed issue. Much
to your surprise the money is re-
turned. Doubt about a person you
now have will be verified. Also

watch health a little—you don’t like
being sick—just a little caution that
if heeded could avoid something
more serious.

% % X
Chart o10
D. Edward Lowe
3507 Liberty St.
Parkersburg, W Virg.

You will be extremely busy dur-
ing the next few months. This will-
make you very happy. Also could
something be restored to you that
has been taken? This does-not seem
clear as to article or health. Res-
toration seems to you like a new
lease on life. A child will prove
much concern to you; unnecessary
worry as all will turn out well for
the little one.

Many people around you; much
of a surprise to you—many you
haven't seen for awhile, I do not
see why this shows that is the rea-
son involved. Several seem to wish
you to make plans their way. This
should be given careful considera-
tion, however, use your own ideas.

Many changes take place when
your wish or desire is granted.
There has been a delay and a little
more delay is indicated, but with
your desire granted there will be a
change of times, disappointment
turned into joy. Things seemed so
upset over this. Very shortly smooth
sailing, almost like a cool blue lake.

So many surprises in store for
you before the year is out. A per-
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son who has been unusually spite-
ful has a change of heart. You are
reluctant to believe they could
change—but they have!

Do you have any dealings in a
very large building? This will be
most important to you in the fu-
ture. There seems to be much han-
dled in this building, many trips,
then a completion of something that
you won’t have to return to that
building — business being settled.
Large, important letter from a quite
prominent person.

I have not seen a chart for a
long time with~so many changes
to take place. I venture to say
1954-55 will be the years that most
changes take place with you. So
many, many people, seem to mill
around you. Y.ou discern immedi-
ately any ulterior motive; use this
keen judgment or insight. If I could
list surprises in store I know it just
would not sound logical -or reason-
able—so I look forward to your re-
port through Mystic as to the out-

come of all these things.
* ok ok

Vivian Graca Dobb

Chart o11

1351 Mayfield Ridge Rd.

Mayfield Heights 24, Ohio
Disappointments seem to have

been very existent around you. At

times you felt like giving up, a

sort of tiredness that went with the

disappointments. However cheer

up—things are on the upgrade with

you, but you look so skeptical—
seems like you want to be SURE
before you make any more plans!
Some letters important; in fact
ONE especially, makes you happy.

You plan on going to another
state, .not permanently but for a
visit, although, somehow you seem
to go not with a happy condition
but a little sadly. This would cause
others sadness too. You could be
the instrument of bringing people
closer together, but you must face
the reality of some condition—this
you seem to want to evade.

Before your desire 1is actually
granted you have to make the best
of something connected with the
past, either accept a condition that
was in the past and forget it, or
change your mind entirely about
your desire. This past situation is
just that, past—and to harber it
is causing you untold indecision.

Someone calls you by" phone or
writes you a letter. You will be so
happy. That is probably the ONE
letter 'you are looking for. I sug-
gest you do not answer the same
day as receiving; this in the case of
the person involved would only
cause them to be more evasive. Wait
a few days, then answer casually—
if you can! You have much good
ahead of you. I feel so plainly
that in several instances you may
step in your own light—this can be
avoided—but only by you.

You will buy many new things,
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brighten up and take a new lease on
life. You seem concerned where
a young person is involved. No need
to worry there. This person un-
settled and never quite able to grasp
all in front of them. Your help in
understanding them helps them
much. You can discard any feel-
ings of misgivings about this person.
Everything will be right. A new
hobby will interest you very much.

A very elderly person wants you to
know they are very happy that you
will have considered things before
jumping into a situation they feel
would cause you unhappiness. Be
sure to let them know of your de-
cision, as they worry a great deal
about it. Kind expressions on this
person’s facial features will enable
you to be frank with them; no need
not to tell them your feelings—
they know anyhow! Can you place
someone complaining of a ringing
in their ears? This occurs quite
frequently; could be the elderly
person. A year from now you look
back and say “I just almost gave
up.”

* k%
Chart o12
Norman E. Langdon
Bundy Hotel, Apt. 219
Marshalltown, Iowa

Important decision in store for
vou. You have to make decisions
for yourself as well as others. Peo-
ple will depend on your judgment
a great deal this time in your life.

At times you will wonder if all your
decisions will be correct. You should
have more faith in your ability.

Do you ever feel that an unpleas-
ant message to someone is some-
thing you don’t want? That too
will be in your lot, either to tell
someone they are out of your life,
or it could be a dismissal of some-
one that you find difficult to do.
However it is for the best. You seem
so very busy that you will say the
day hasn’t enough hours in it. Sig-
natures will almost deluge you; why
all these signatures I cannot say,
but you will see them.

I feel disappointment with your
desire—either vou are now disap-
pointed or will be. In this desire
be sure—be very sure—or you will
wish you had taken more time to
consider it. Also can you place
with this desire darkness or silence
that seemed to mystify you? This
will all be explained, that is why I
hope the delay will not be too much
of a disappointment to you.

Opposition comes through a will,
either you oppose it or someone op-
poses your name on one. This will
not be thrown out of court, but
by just being firm all will turn out
well. “In case where will is indi-
cated it may mean also important
paper that must be settled only by
a court” You may receive a call
very suddenly about this.

Your affection will be regained
be someone, although you say no.
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Looks like it may be so. Can you
place turning away someone who
really cares and stood aside while
you seemed a little intrigued by
someone new? Your -future depends
a great deal again on decision that
only ycu can make. You should al-
so not give up some type of study
or work that is really meant for you
—but you let this lie idle awhile.
* % %

Chart o013

Chris Michaels

8423 Monticello

Skokie, Il.

Success in things you want to ac-
complish; some may be past things
you have given up. You renew old
friendships. Also you seem busy
and contented. A discontent that
has spoiled your good humor will
be soon passed over. You could
also take a trip to quite some dis-
tance.

Large sum of money is spent in
relation to a wish; quite a sum.
Also material or equipment pur-
chased. Things in order for you.
Disorder seems to upset you in any-
thing; now things calm down and
serenity is the key word in your
home.

A surprise comes that brings a
shock with it; not too good, but it
takes a lot to shock you! This is
one of those situations to let the
other person do all the talking, and
I mean to talk in this situation
could cause much upsets, especially

where your desire comes in.

A marriage that will be much to
your approval, much happiness fol-
lows. You are not easily convinced
and in this case many thought you
would never approve! You will go
out of your way to make people
happy, therefore as time goes on
you will find much happiness is
yours!

Someone may face a serious
charge with the law. This can be
avoided only if that person changes
their own ways. This person has
caused upsets with many lives—
this time though they seem to be
apprehended. Try to give them this
advice—only don’t let them know
it is advice. This person cannot be
told anything—unless they agree
with the advice. You may be the
means of helping this person as no
one else can.

You seem to be disregarding old
ideas about things, some you just
decide aren’t worth even' thinking
about. A person you have been
very loyal to now realizes this fact
and is eager for you to know.

* k%
Chart o14
Sally A. Salomon
1501 Bernal Ave.,
Burlingame, Calif.

Your mind has been spinning like
a top; many ideas and plans seem
to be there, and most of all a desire
you want very much. This wish is
so clear in your mind that you can
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“feel” it going to be! It will, but
So far you are the only one who has
faith in it! You've talked about
this so much, planned so much,
still not granted-but you will be so
happy, because to many ydu can
say “I told you so”.

Relates a lot to the above, also
someone around you wishes with
you; they love you dearly! You
seem so elated over this desire you
may shed tears with this person so
happily trying to help you get this
desire.

A message that brings a little
sadness, but the person involved will
be all right, even though they may
be in danger at the time. House
will be’ upset over new furnishings
of some kind, also rearranging fur-
niture a great deal. Be cautious of
a step down that may cause a little
mishap to you. You're in such a
hurry.

Four people come suddenly to
your door. They are not expected
and two seem welcome, the third
seems to be treated a little cool,
however diplomacy should be used
with this person. Also a very pret-
ty necklace or jewel of some kind
that you are fond of could be lost
through not clasping same correctly
—you love something you really
love it—even a necklace! It could
be a jewel, ring or something of that
nature. You will also hear of a
person you know being missing.
They will be returned unharmed.

Some service person (they are
now or have been in service) also
may have a bad report sent home
to their parents, but this person is
well and will return not too far off.
No matter how blue this makes any-
one feel, remember they are all
right. _

Don’t let someone you know,
who may get a divorce, cause you to
feel all marriages are wrong. This
person is as much to blame as their
partnér and I feel this could upset
you. You like everyone to be hap-
py, being sympathetic in nature you
feel for people; however in this case
your sympathy is wasted.

* % ¥
Chart o1s
Helen E. Landram
56 N. 2nd West St.
Salt Lake City, Utah

Have you chided yourself as to
being completely fooled by some-
one? This seems to be a case where
you knew in advance what to ex-
pect. I feel you should follow your
hunch about this person, otherwise
much sorrow is indicated. This per-
son usually knows just how to say
things that break down your 'barri-
ers. Someone has tried to warn
you of this, but if they weren’t care-
you'd be angry with them for try-
ing to help! Hope you won’t be
angry with me!

The above is almost like turning
aside a diamond for glass—my I
hope this makes you take heed! I
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feel you know just what I mean—
vou know so many times we do get
so wilful. I feel the influence very
plain here that is not good for you;
guess I’ll just have to take a chance
on you being angry with me, be-
cause now only YOU can help keep
the tears and heartache away
from yourself.

This entire analysis looks as if
it were centered on one thing you
want, but to be honest I cannot
and will not condone this—I do hope
that with so many warnings you will
listen. Also stay close to those who
reallv love you. Much happiness
ahead if you just stop, look and
above all, listen.

You will experience many happy
dayvs with close attention to all the
above. A journey is indicated later,
cver so much later. Also guests be-

ing received to your home with
you being grateful that you see
things as they are. Someone stands
patiently aside hoping and praying
you will not do as you wish.

Someone should watch their health
a little around you. Nothing real
serious except they worry over
you! You seem to have so many
wonderful things ahead for you. You
will, I am sure, start on a new ven-
ture or path almost like a turning
point in a road—but you will have
much to plan about, and mostly
you will realize how much you could
have lost. Place important papers
in safe place, you will need them.
Signing of papers also for you, noth-
ing disastrous just routine. Two
new items in the home.

Many friends around you and
you will just be beaming.

NOTICE

Mrs. Lauer could not possibly an-
alyze all of the charts we have re-
ceived. Obviously Mrs. Lauer has
duties to attend to, as do all wom-
en. And to take the time to do
these charts would be costly. Equal-
ly obviously, we cannot retain Mrs.
Lauer to do them for us. There-
-fore, at Mrs. Lauer’s kind offer,
we are informing our reagers that
anyone wishing to receive an an-
alysis, not depending upon chance
selection in the magazine, can ob-
tain one by retaining Mrs. Lauer

at a fee. Usually Mrs. Lauer
charges much more (from $5 to
$10), but she will analyze any
chart clipped from MYSTIC mag-
azine for $2.00. However, please
send your personal orders to Mrs.
Lauer ¢/o MYSTIC Magazine,
Ambherst, Wisconsin, and not to the
Psychometry Dept. of this maga-
zine. We will forward all such
communications, but we do not
assume responsibility for them,
and they will not effect our free
analyses, as selected for publication.
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THE PHANTOM IJEEP

By
Bohette Gugliotta

of a mystic.

it 1s.

Beauty is one of the most important words in the life
And when your editor read this story,
he felt an overawhelming desire to pass on this beauti-
ful bit of mysticism with its thrilling message of the
wonderful mysteries we should realize are always with
us, just out of sight of our conscious mind. You will
find a soul-satisfying secret revealed in this story, but
like your editor, you won’t be quite able to say what

LIKE to think of Sammy and

me as living the kind of life

that everyone would live if he
had the chance. Some people call
us bums, some people call us
beachcombers, some people don’t
call us anything; they just look
and sigh and say:enjoy it for us
too. Actually Sammy is an art-
ist, a real one, who has a fix on
the sea. I painted a little until I
saw what Sammy did, then I turn-
ed to scavenging the fruits of the
sea and the marshes nearby, doing
arrangements of shells with dried
grasses. lily pods and berries. I
sell my work to the florists in
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town to keep the cans of beans
and hot dogs coming in. Sammy
doesn’t sell anything yet because
real art takes a long time to per-
fect.

We live in a shack a few miles
from the coast of Virginia. Our
only luxury is a jeep with a four-
wheel drive that enables us to go
miles and miles along the coast
into Carolina. No ordinary jeep
can make this drive; there are
no roads, no stores, no civiliza-
tion; but the farther you go the
better the painting, the better the
scavenging for unusual materials.

That morning we started off in
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the usual spirit. There were no
warnings that this day would be
unique in my life, that in this
beginning would lie the key to the
end. We bumped happily over
the dunes until we got down
on the smooth runway of the shore
at low tide. The water was span-
gled with fiery coins of light that
forced me to reach for the sun-
glasses in the pocket of my jeans.
Right away I got what Sammy and
I call the cathedral feeling. It
happens whenever there are big ex-
panses of sea and shore or moun-
tain and desert.

If I could show you Sammy’s
paintings you’d understand right
off the grandeur of what we saw.
Before us was the proud pure
sweep of white sand, nobly indif-
ferent, at low tide, to the flirta-
tious lifting of the sea’s foamy
skirts. At the sound of our mo-
tor, gulls took to the air streaking
white against a rose-blue sky.
Clean air and boundless space sur-
rounded us in a world as fresh as
the day it was born. I drew it
in to me, seeing it as always for
the first time, wanting to get
enough to last forever if by mis-
chance I never saw it agaiin.

“Let’s go further today than we
have ever gone before,” Sammy
shouted above the grinding motor
of the jeep.

“Okay.”

“That means no stopping off be-

fore one o’clock,” Sammy warned.
“No oh-ing and ah-ing and turning
back for driftwood or anything
else.”

“I promise,” I assented weak-
ly, immediately spotting what
looked like the most interesting
piece of driftwood I'd ever seen.

Sammy hopped up the speed and
determined to keep my promise
I settled down and gave myself up
to the drive. This complete relax-
ation may have  heightened my
perception, or the prismatic qual-

ity of air reflecting sun, reflecting~

sea, reflecting sky until I was
drawn into and became part of
the whole may have had something
to do with what happened.

I know we passed the fisher-
men drawing in their seines,
brown bodies  with thick back
muscles straining in the sun as
thev drew the nets in hand over
hand. I recall the cypress
stumps, ugly and ‘black, pocking
the water where once a whole
grove of trees grew before the sea
eroded its way in.. I distinctly re-
member two buzzards standing
guard over the corpse of a decay-
ed fish, wings spread and threaten-
ing. I'm sure that I saw the
bleached hulls of the three sisters,
as we call them, three wrecked
fishing craft all in a row. Yet
I must have fallen asleep, Sammy
says I did, because I do not re-
member the transition from the fa-
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miliar to the unfamiliar.

When I awoke I was alone in
the jeep, head flung back against
the hot leather seat, mouth un-
beautifully open. The mouth stay-
ed open as I rubbed my eyes,
looked around me and then rub-
bed them again. Here was a
stretch of beach I had never seen
before. It was as white as snow,
as smooth as velvet and as wide
as the world. I looked around me
as far as I could see but it was
not the beach alone that made me
draw my head back into the shel-
ter of the jeep in superstitious
awe. The beach was littered with
coiich- shells, each one the size of
a wash basin and in every variety
of color. Conch shells in any quan-
tity or size are extremely hard to

find except after a good hard
storm and even then they may be
imperfect, broken or bored
through.

There had been no storm for
several weeks. I noted this with
the part of my mind that was still
working, then, being a practical
soul by necessity as well as in-
clination, I climbed out of the
jeep, hitched up my jeans and
started to gather the conch shells.
Each one would pay for a weeks
supply of food and fuel to see us
through the winter.

Almost at once I lost my effi-
ciency in a strange feeling that I
had happened upon something left
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over from primeval days. Excite-
ment gripped me and I began to
run from shell to shell, exclaiming
aloud to myself, looking no doubt
like an ineffectual midget skitter-
ing amongst the giant shells on
the huge white beach. My tension
mounted as I rolled the great
things over, running my fingers
over the satiny insides, thrilling to
the beauty of coral against gray,
honey-beige against black. I would
lug a particular beauty a little
way toward the jeep and then
drop it as I spotted another. The
sun, a dot of fire high in the sky,
beat down on my bare back and
shoulders. Heat and excitement
pressed sweat out of every pore,
twisting my hair into wet snakes
that coiled against my scalp.

Suddenly I felt dizzy. When I
closed my eyes the image of red
sunshine splashed against the lids.
I felt the warm sweat turn clam-
my between the waistband of
jeans and bare stomach. Fum-
bling with the door of the jeep I
managed to hoist myself in before
I dropped limply against the steer-
ing wheel. I didn’t quite pass
out; the hard bump of my head
against the steering wheel served
to bring me out of it the way a slap
brings a person out of hysteria.

It as then, when I opened my
eves, that I saw the ghost-blue
jeep in the distance I watched
it come, thinking only of Sammy
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whom I had forgotten until now.
I made the effort of turning my
head, still wobbling on a neck that
felt as though it might fold up
like an accordion at any minute.
Sammy’s painting gear was gone,
all of it. He had probably wan-
dered off while I was asleep and
finding something he wanted to
paint would be gone for hours.

The jeep came closer, a strange
color for a jeep, I thought, like sea
water mixed with sky. In spots
the colors had streaked making the
snub-nosed little machine look as
though it had just emerged
streaming from the ocean. The
driver of the car nosed it expert-
ly through the conch shells, stop-
ping some distance from me be-
cause the mass of shells piled be-
tween us.

“Hello there.” It was a wom-
an’s voice and I was relieved that
it was. “Are you stuck? Per-
haps I can help.” There was sym-
pathy in the voice.

“No, not stuck, thank you just
the same. I believe I've got a
touch of the sun.”

She walked toward me and there
was nothing unusual about her.
She was a very plain woman, her
undistinguished features innocent
of make-up, her skin burned
brown from the sun, her small
wiry body clad in a sleeveless
housedress, immaculate but faded.
She wore a pair of old tennis shoes

and her tread was firm and sure on
the sand as though she was used
to it.

“Here now,” she exclaimed,
opening the door of the jeep. “You
look seedy and it’s hotter inside
that jeep than out. I live close
by, come home with me and rest
a bit. Your husband will be paint-
ing for a couple of hours yet.”

I didn’t hesitate at all. “It’s
very kind of you,” I murmured ac-
cepting the support of the arm she
offered me.

She opened the door of the
ghost-blue jeep and I climbed in,
marveling at the cool interior.
“It feels just like the ocean,” I
sighed. “I was going for a swim
to bring myself around, this is
just as good.”

“Sh,” she said. “Rest for a
little; close your eyes.

We started up and I obeyed
her, not looking around until I
felt the jeep stop. When I open-
ed my eyes I couldn’t help ex-
claiming, “Oh, what a wonderful
house!“ I just stared at it for
a few moments. Situated atop a
high dune, it faced the sea and
seemed to belong to it. It was a
low house that hugged the dune
and the exterior had the undulant
quality of shallow, gentle waves.

“T've never seen a house like
it.” Walking up to it I put out
my hands to touch the weathered
board of which the house was
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made. “It’s exactly the kind of
house that Sammy and I want to
build some day.”

“They’re Juniper boards,” she
explained, “just as they come from
the saw mill without the wavy
edges planed down.”

A grove of pines shaded the
back of the house, leaving the big
front window open to the view.
She unlatched the door and pre-
ceded me inside, turning to look
at me with a smile on her face as
though she had anticipated my
reaction. I could only stand mute,
loving the big room with the beau-
tiful riches of the sea that were
its only ornaments. The enormi-
ties sold in grim little shops along
populated beaches crossed my
.nind. The cigarette boxes stuck
with shells, the hideous pins and
earrings. Here was a women who
loved the sea and knew that there
was no fashioning its art intp con-
ventional splashes. In the center
of a large coffee table in front of
the window was one of the giant
conch shells, pure white inside and
out, the kind of white that only
sun and sand can bleach.

“An albino! I’ve never seen
one before, not even a little one.”

“You’ll have one exactly like it
someday,” she nodded reassuring-
ly.
“And that piece of driftwood on
the mantel,” I pointed.

“I helped nature out a bit there;.

not the shape of course but the
finish~—I sanded it down.” She
turned toward the dining area of
the room. What do you think of
my collection of bottles?  You
haven’t started on them yet, have
you?”

I stood next to her looking at
the bottles, fascinating things in
unusual shapes and colors, a frag-
ile miracle of survival. Proof
that the sea can be gentle through
thousands of miles, hundreds of
years. She seemed lost in contem-
plation and out of the corner of
my eye' I noted that she was just
my height and that her hair,
where it wasn’t sprinkled with
gray, was the same brown as mine.
The cool freshness that she radiat-
ed reminded me of my grimy con-
dition. No beauty at best I had
a sudden mental picture of my-
self. Faded halter that didn’t
quite meet the belt line of my torn
jeans; soiled, home-cut hair jagged
in back where Sammy hacks away
at it; bare feet black with tar.
Feeling like a polecat I moved
away from her and with the un-
canny way she had of seeming to
read my mind she said quickly.

“You're not comfortable. I'm
a poor hostess, but I seldom get
to talk to anyone. Please sit down.
I’'m going to fix you a cool drink.”

Waiting for her to come back I
had a chance to let the room soak
into me. Hanging on one wall
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were two blue bottles, hand blown
by the looks of them, with round
bubble-shaped bottoms. She had
crocheted a sling to hang them by
and filled them with the tan feath-
ery grass that grows near the
marshes. It was a nicely balanced
arrangement, carefully done I
noted with professional interest.

“You won’t have to wait long
to start your collection of bottles.”
She came soundlessly into the
room, carrying a tray with a tall
frosted glass on it.” When you
live right on the water you can
search every day with the tides.
I’ve been many years finding these
few. It takes patience.”

Putting the tray down she mo-
tioned toward the glass. I picked
it up. The drink was delicious,
cool as mint, green-white and tangy
sweet. “Ummm,” I took a long
draught. “What is it?”

“Things out of my herb garden,”
she said- vaguely, “with just a few
drops of sea water for the tonic
effect.-

Suddenly the sun dropped in
the sky and purple shadows slid
throughout the room like fingers
spreading qn a hand. I seemed to
see Sammy in front of me beck-
oning silently. There he stood not
much taller than I, very straight,
the level gaze of his green eyes
seeking mine beneath thick sun-
faded brows. I put out my hand
to touch him and half rose from

my chair.
“My husband,” T murmured.
“And mine,” she added.
“What do you mean?” I turned
toward her and the vision faded.
“Mine will be home soon, too.”

I started toward the door but
she made no move to accompany
me. I felt a small wrench of
panic. Suppose she didn’t offer
to drive me back? I had no idea
where I was or where I had come
from. Her continued inactivity
oppressed me. I must placate her,
be diplomatic to get my way be-
cause I sensed that she didn’t want
me to go.

“I’ve had a lovely time,” I said
politely. “I’ll never forget it.”

She didn’t answer and I fought
down my feeling of fear and tried
again, hands thrust casually into
my pockets, the fingers clenched
tight where she couldn’t see them.
“I certainly enjoyed seeing your
house and the drink was delicious.”

“You've forgotten one thing.”
She spoke very slowly and she
didn’t move from the chair.

I was baffled for a moment,
then I heard myself say, “Who
built the house?”

She arose immediately.
husband, all by himself.”

“Without plans?”

“No, he had plans, you'll be
able to get them, t00.” Now she
moved swiftly toward the door,
opening it and striding ahead of

“My
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me. “We’ll have to hurry,” she
called out, runing toward the jeep,
“or the tides will be wrong. You
can’t spend the night here.”

The return drive was frantic
and cold. I shivered in the dank
mist that surrounded us, obscur-
ing my vision but not seeming to
bother hers as she drove straight
ahead with a sure hand. Tulle
fog streamed around us and the
crash and rumble of the waves was
so loud that they seemed to be
breaking over the car. Icy spray
cobwebbed my hair and plastered
my clothes against me like a sec-
ond skin. I was rigid with the
chill of a sea-dead corpse, my lips
drawn back against clenched teeth
to keep them from chattering.
When the car stopped. the door
flung itself open and I leaped out
not caring where we were as long
as I was free. Without farewells
she started back immediately, the
open door banging and swinging
in the wind, the ghost-blue paint
lumious in the dusk.

I'stood without moving for a long
long time until the jeep had dis-
appeared entirely, then I gave my-
self up to panic with all the frenzy
of a voodoo dancer. I could see

nothing at all but tatters of fog

swirling around me. Falling on
hands and knees I crawled and
sobbed feeling for the big conch
shells that would be littering the
sand if this was the place where
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Sammy had left me. There were
no shells, there was nothing but
smooth emptiness. At last I was
in absolute blackness screaming
senselessly at the pandemonium of
night things that surrounded me
on all sides.

“Sammy, Sammy,” I cried, hud-
dling in primitive fear, knees
drawn up, arms  clutching my

.sides. Then it came, out of the dark.

“Where are you?” It was Sam-
my’s voice shouting as loud as
mine.

I flung myself on the figure
that loomed up before me, digging
my fingers into his arms, holding
on against the tempest of my own
tears.

“My God, you’re soaking wet.”
He folded me against him trying
to still my shaking by the force
of his embrace.

“It was just the spray,” I gasp-
ed.

“Spray, my eye, the waters
streaming off you, you might have
drowned.”

I couldn’t argue with him. My
knees buckled when he released me
and I would have fallen if he had-
n’t grabbed hold. It wasn’t faint-
ness, it was sheer muscular inabil-
ity to operate under my own
steam. Sammy picked me up and
carried me over to the jeep.

“I’d like to give you something
to drink,” his voice fought through
the screeching wind, “but we have-



THE PHANTOM JEEP 47

n’t a minute to spare. If we don’t
leave right away we’ll be strand-
ed; tide’s due in.”

He tossed me the blanket that
we carried for emergencies and I
wrapped myself up in it and fell
asleep immediately.

WOKE to the odor of kerosene
that always pervades our
shack whenever the stove is light-
ed. There was coffee mixed with
kerosene and the tinny vegetable
smell of canned soup.

“Hi.” T felt Sammy’s long thin
fingers stroking the hair away
from my brow. “I’'m a lousy hus-
band; I shouldn’t have stayed
away so long and I should have
warned you to stick close to the
jeep in case one of those fogs came
up.”

“I didn’t get any conch shells.
I'll never find any like that again.”

Sammy went over to the stove
and stirred the soup. “What conch
shells?”

“Those great big ones.”

“There weren’t any conch shells.”

“Yes there were,” I said posi-
tively, raising myself up on one
elbow.

“There wasn’t a shell on that
beach, conch or otherwise.”

I got up off the bed. “Listen
here, I saw them, I even dragged
some of them over to the jeep.
They were as big as this.” 1
formed a big circle with my arms.

Sammy rubbed his nose hard, a
familiar sign that the argument is
going to continue. “There were
no shells on the beach,” he re-
peated stubbornly, then he glanced
at me and his hand stopped stir-
ring the soup. “What’s the matter
with you? You look funny.”

“Look,” I put my hand on his
arm, “we’d never been on that
beach before, had we?”

“No, it was about five miles
further than we’ve ever gone.”

“Wasn’t it the widest beach
that you've ever seen ”

“T wouldn’t say that. There
were dunes right behind it and a
terrific wreck in ‘back of the
dunes; that’s what I was paint-
ing.”

“You mean you
calling distance?”

Sammy looked abashed. “Yeah,
I should have called too but I took
some sandwiches and water along;
when I started painting it seemed
like T was there a couple of min-
utes. It’ll never happen again,
I promise you that.”

I shook my head in bewilder-

were within

ment. “There were no conch
shells?”

“I’m sorry, honey, but there
weren’t.”

I hesitated, wanting to tell him
all of it, the ghost-blue jeep, the
house, the woman who owned it.
I knew he wouldn’t laugh, Sammy
knows instinctively when it':
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something important.

He was watching me curiously.
“Go on, spill it.”

Something held me  back.
“There’s nothing to spill, as much
as I've been in the sun I honest-
ly think it got me today.”

“Okay.” He ladled soup into
chipped blue bowls and I knew
there’d be no further questioning.
That’s one reason why I love Sam-
my; he respects your-privacy and
let’s you have a secret in peace.

After supper Sammy got up
from the table and began to pace
the worn linoleum floor of the lit-
tle shack as he does when some-
thing’s brewing in his mind. “I
need your opinion,” he said at
last, opening the door without fur-
ther explanation and going out-
side.

I could hear him taking things
out of the jeep. He came in with
a canvas, the painted side held
toward him. “What do you think
of this?” He turned the canvas
around suddenly.

I didn’t answer for a minute. I
couldn’t. Finally I said, “This is
it.”

He studied the expression on my
face, searching it for any note of
false enthusiasm. “I think so too,
but I can’t be sure.”

“That man in the city, that
dealer he—”
Sammy took it from there.

“Yes,” he said, “when I thought
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I was ready to bring my stuff in
b2

“Tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

We both slept badly that night
on the sigging three quarter bed
whose width didn’t leave much
room for restlessness. I decided
during the gray hours of the morn-
ing that I wouldn’t tell Sammy of
my queer experience, for a while
anyway. He had enough on his
mind as it was.

We packed up Sammy’s things
right after breakfast. You could
have weighed the clothes in ounces,
but the canvases were another
story.

“I may be gone a couple of
weeks.” Sammy was struggling
to hold the jeep and keep up the
running fire of admonitions, orders
and instructions he was giving me.

“I know, I know. Take your time.
You don’t do this every day.”

He stopped hauling to look at
me. “Damn, I wish you could go,
too.”

“There’s just enough money for
one and besides I have all those
Thanksgiving arrangements to do.”

“That reminds me of something
else; don’t dare go near that lily
pond; it’s full of water moccasins
this time of year.”

“Okay, okay.”

“And if you get scared or any-
thing hop in the jeep and go stay
with Ira. You can help him out
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in the store; he always needs ex-
tra help when the hunting season
begins.”

I stopped listening, but pretend-
ed I still was. When Sammy gets
a worry streak he never stops
talking. He kept it up all the
way to the station even leaning
out the train window to shout one
more admonition to me. Of course
I glory in it; any woman likes to
think that her man is concerned
about her safety.

I WORKED hard during the
next few weeks. Goodboy, our
hound dog, went along with me
whenever I  hunted the cattails,
berries and puma grass that com-
bine with shells and driftwood in
arrangements I sell to the quality
florists in town. I like my work.
I was happy and content as my

jeans shredded into rags from
daily contact with briars and
thorns. The ghost-blue jeep, the

woman and the house at the beach
were things I didn’t think about
very much. That was sewed up
inside me and maybe the stitches
would never come out, not even
for Sammy.

Despite Sammy’s admonitions
I did go into the lily pond albeit
equipped with hip boots; the
brown seed pods on the long brown
stalks were an integral part of my
best fall arrangements. Once I
had supper with Ira and his wife,

enjoying the dry but pithy flavor
of their remarks about the hunters
who traded in the country store
during the season. The time
passed pleasantly, the weather al-
ternating between warm summer
and cool autumn. My hands grew
horny and calloused from grasp-
ing the reedy stems of the beauti-
ful fronds that beckon invitingly
from what always turns out to be
a most treacherous and inaccessible
spot. There were no untoward in-
cidents except a wild exhibition of
barking and snarling from Goodboy
when he happened upon a drunk-
en hunter sprawled amongst the
cattails near the bay.

I had one letter from Sammy
about ten days after he left. It
was brief and unenlightening as I
knew it would be.

“—I may have something to tell
you when I get home but I may
not. Don’t build your hopes too
high. I haven’t been in a city
for so long that it scares me. I
had to laugh at myself, Sammy,
the kid from the sidewalks of New
York, jumping like a rabbit when
a taxi driver blew his horn. I for-
got to tell you that I think Good-
boy has a tick behind his left ear.
Keep out of that lily pond. Love
—Sammy.”

About three weeks after Sam-
my had left I spent one whole day
packing my arrangements for ship-
ment. This is a tedious business,
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the only part of my work I don’t
like because of the finicking ex-
actitude necessary so the arrange-
ments won’t be crushed in transit.
After six hours my fingers felt as
brittle as dried leaves from crink-
ling the miles of tissue paper that
has to be tucked in and around
the fragile materials of my trade.

The sun had almost set by the
time I was through and I was hun-
gry, surly and sticky dirty when I
heard Goodboy’s moaning bark of
agonized joy with which -he greets
Sammy or me. Through the open
door of the shack I saw Sammy’s
familiar figure weaving carefully
through the briars because of his
good suit and the muddy paws
that Goodboy tried to throw
against ‘his chest in a rhythmic
dance of glee. As Sammy came
closer I went to meet him and saw
immediately that he looked tense.
He didn’t speak, he just took hold
of me and rubbed his cheek against
my hair.

“How was it?” I asked.

“It would have been all right if
you’d been with me.”

“Then it didn’t work?”

“Yes it worked, I sold two pic-
tures and I’'m commissioned to do
three more.”

“Then_ what are you talking
about?”

“I never felt so alone as when
the good news came, I never need-
ed you more.”
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Sammy gets a little crazy some-
times when things happen too
fast, not big things like fire flood
or famine but high geared city
things that have to do with sophis-
ticated people. Hugging him close
I began to chatter about all the
little inconsequential home things,
not asking for any details about
the trip until he was ready to
let go. As he put away his good
suit and changed into dungarees
I fussed around the stove regaling
him with Ira’s tales about. the
hunters until I had him laughing.

When he asked me, “What’s for
chow?” T knew he had begun to
relax and when I saw the quanti-
ties of black eyed peas that he
stowed away I felt that the com-
plexities of the city had begun to
recede from- his mind.

After we finished our coffee I
sat down on his lap and said,
“Now tell me about it.”

Looking down at his long hands
resting against the table he drum-
med his fingers nervously on the
worn wood. His expression was
that of a small boy caught in a
fib. He looked guilty as the devil
and I sat erect sniffing the air like
a hound dog, trying to scent out
the cause of his discomfiture.

“How would you like to drive
down the coast tonight?” he asked.

“Tonight, but you just got
home.”

“I have a reason for it.” His
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mouth set in the straight line that
meant that the argument could
continue but no amount of palaver
would change ‘his mind.

“Okay,” I said grudgingly feel-
ing very tired and put upon as I
remembered the hot day and the
long working hours. I pointed
toward the heap of boxes in the
corner of the room. “I did those
today, I’'m tired, when do we go
to sleep?”

“You can sleep on the way
down and cat nap tomorrow.” He
began to get his painting equip-
ment together as I wearily pack-
ed food and all the other gear we
would need. We worked in silence
and I thought what a strange
homecoming it was and what an
equally strange way to take the
biggest news of our lives. Sammy
and success didn’t seem to mix any
better than oil and water.

Sammy had the tides figured out
and I realized that this expedition
was planned before he ever walked
in the door. This knowledge did-
n’t serve to make me more ami-
able as I tried first one position
then another, pretending unsuc-
cessfully that the slippery little
seat of the jeep was a soothing
preamble to a night’s rest.

I was so occupied with resent-
ment and discomfort that it was
several hours before the beauty of
the night and the sea made any
impression at all. It’s no accident

that black and silver are used to
denote the mysterious. The night
that opened before us gleamed
with silver light laid against black
shadows. There was no wind, the
sea barely moved at all, its voice
a hushed whisper hinting many
things. I listened and looked
trying to catch what it was saying.

When we passed the moon-white
hulls of the three sisters I
knew we were going on into un-
familiar territory. We drove on
and on, sometimes the dunes seem-
ed to ride with us in a slow roll
that mocked the panting haste of
the little jeep. I glanced at Sam-
my now and then and he looked
pale, a trick of light or the result
of his tan having faded after three
weeks in the city?

We had traveled many hours
in territory strange to me when
Sammy suddenly stopped. He
drew a piece of paper from his
pocket and spread it out against
the steering wheel. Looking over
his shoulder I saw that it was a
map, inexplicable to me as all
maps are.

“It should 'be very near here,”
Sammy murmured- more to himself
than to me. The moonlight was so
bright that we had traveled with-
out headlights all the way. He had
no difficulty at all in reading the
map, pushing aside the flashlight
I handed him. Starting the jeep
again he turned toward the dunes



52 MYSTIC

and we began the bumping, float-
ing and grinding of gears neces-
sary to navigate the slippery sand
hills.

After a mile or so I began to
have the feeling that I'd been here
before. When I looked up and saw
in front of me a grove of tall pines
in the highest dune of them all,
I knew where I was. The space in
front of the trees was empty and
open to the sea. We stopped, Sam-
my got out and took my hand
drawing me after him.

“I bought this,” he said. “I
wanted to show it to you and tell
you about it all at the same time.
I found it when I was looking for
you that -day you got lost and I
made a diagram of the exact spot
figuring to surprise you with it if
I sold my pictures. But I got to
worrying before the train pulled
in. I was afraid you wouldn’t like
it.”

“I like it!” My voice was bare-
ly audible.

“I’'m going to start building the
house right away.”

“The house?”

Sammy went back to the car
and dug around in his painting
gear. Heé came back with some-
thing in his hand. “It’s a funny
thing, a few minutes before I got
on the train I picked up some mag-
azines to read. This was in one of
them.” Sammy flipped the pages
and felt no surprise as I saw the

architect’s drawing of the house
with the Juniper boards. “Was I
wrong?” Sammy queried. “Isn’t
this the house we’ve always want-
ed?”

“It is.” I was unable to speak
more than a few words at a time.

“You haven’t said much—”
Sammy looked at me,” “but I
feel that you like it and just have
to get used to the idea before you
can talk.”

I nodded mutely. Sammy walk-
ed over to the pine trees with the
map in his hand and began to
pace out what I imagined were the
boundaries of our property. I
stood quite still and then some-
thing made me turn around and
look at the jeep. It was ghost-blue,
the mixture of sky and sea water
washing down its sides as though
it had just emerged from. the
ocean,

I began to walk slowly toward
it and I was quite close when the
door opened and she got out. I
could see the gray in her brown
hair the color of mine and she
was wearing the same white tennis
shoes and faded housedress. Her
arms were wrapped around the
huge albino conch shell but she
balanced steadily as she walked
through the moonlight toward the
water, her wiry figure clearly de-
tailed in the pure light against the
black water and the black sky.
Suddenly a shower of stars splash-



THE PHANTOM JEEP 53

ed through the sky and I looked hind me and without turning
away from her for a moment. around I asked, “Did you see
When I looked back she had dis- someone get out of the jeep?”

appeared. “Sure,” he said. “It was you.”
I heard Sammy coming ‘up be- THE END

FIRE WALKING . o c. mcowan

Our author actually attended a fire walk at the University
of Hawaii, and himself walked across the glowing stones.

HEN I saw an announce-
ment in the local paper that
Tahitian Chief “Tunui Ari-
ipeu” and a group of native danc-
ers would give a performance in
the outdoor theatre at the Univer-
sity of Hawaii, the enterainment
to be climaxed by an exhibition of
firewalking, a friend and myself
got our cameras and loading up
with plenty of spare film we hied
ourselves to the university pre-
pared to see and photograph eith-
er a genuine -exhibition of a feat
science is so far unable satisfac-
torily to explain, or a clever trick
of some sort designed to impress
the credulous among the audience.
We arrived in the stands about
two o’clock in the afternoon and
immediately noticed that in the
center of the arena a large pit had
been dug in the earth about fifteen
feet in length by six feet in width
and possibly three to four feet in
depth.
A number of logs had been
placed in the pit filling it from

one end to the other and to within
about a foot of the top. On top
of the logs about fifty or sixty
stones and boulders ranging from
the size of a football to three or
four times that large, had been
stacked. The logs had been set
afire about noon, we learned, and
we watched them flame under the
rocks all afternoon during the
dancing and singing which preced-
ed the fire walking ceremony.

At five o'clock a number of

young Tahitian men came out to

the pit and began the task of re-
moving the still flaming logs from
beneath the rocks using ropes and
forked sticks for the purpose. Af-
ter as many as possible of the logs
had been removed (very little ac-
tual flame remained in the pit dur-
ing the ceremony) the chief, bare-
foot and in shorts took his place
at one side of the pit followed in
a line by about fifteen or twenty
young men and women of his
troupe all barefoot as well.

The announcer stated that the
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ceremony was about to begin and
invited any member of the audi-
ence who was sceptical about the
whole thing to line up on the other
side and on his return trip across
the pit the chief would lead them
also.

The announcer then explained
that the chief’s protection would
extend to those persons following
him as long as they obeyed all in-
structions; namely to walk slowly
(this was unavoidable anyway, as
long as you maintained your place
in line you had to walk at the
same rate as the other members
and as the chief was at the head
of each line that rate was predeter-
mined by him), not to look back
and not to attempt to leave the
pit by the sides but to continue
on through to the end.

At last all was in readiness. The
chief walked to the very edge of
the pit bowed his head for a
moment and then beat three times
at the stones nearest him on the
path with a cluster of # leaves he
was carrying. Immediately there-
after he started across the pit
walking very slowly and calmly
and followed one after the other
by the members of his troupe.

Of the original group of about
20 people who had followed the
chief across, none showed the
slightest signs of discomfort and
none attempted to hurry or—out-
wardly at least — exhibited any

signs of nervousness or fear. This
seems to be fairly important in re-
lation to some -of the events which
followed.

The chief having made one trip
across the pit from west to east
placed himself at the head of our
group and started back across in
the opposite direction. I happened
to be the last man in our line and
as my turn came to step out on
those blackened stones I'll admit
I was slightly nervous.

I obeyed the instructions we had
been given and stepping on the
first stone in the pit started slowly
across. I remember no sensation of
heat on the soles of my feet at all.
It was similar to walking barefoot
across the concrete floor of a house
in summer. Unfortunately, how-
ever, having traversed almost the
full length of the pit with no ill
effects I decided to end the sus-
pense as rapidly as possible and
jump from the stone on which I
was then standing to the bank.
This turned out to be a mistake
because as soon as I started to
make the leap the stone started
feeling hot and though I was out of
the pit within a matter of not more
than one second from the time of
my decision to rush things a little,
I received a good sized blister on
the sole of my left foot.

The friend who had preceded
me in the procession acknowledged
an identical experience later. He,
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too, had attempted to hurry to-
ward the end and had received a
slight burn on one foot from the
last rock (this did not raise a blis-
ter in his case however).

Later on I talked to two or three
of the others who had been in our
line and none of them said they
had gotten burned in the least.

Several tests which I might have
made occurred to me later°and as
the performance was being given
agairr the following week I headed
for the same location the next
Saturday carrying several more
rolls of films, cameras, lens shades,
filters, a small bottle of water and
accompanied by six friends this
time, most of whom had decided
to also try their hand (or would it
be foot?) at fire walking.

By far the most vociferous of
this group was a radio engineer
named James Engle. who an-
nounced that it was bound to be
a fake and that he was going to
walk the thing, first to prove that:
1) none of the stones was hot, 2)
the hot ones were placed along the
side of the edgesof the pit and the
path through the center was fairly
cool, 3) progress through the pit
was so rapid that the feet didn’t
have a chance to get hot.

The events leading up to the
actual ceremony this Saturday
duplicated those of my first trip
except that the announcer when
asking for volunteers from the

audience warned that the rocks
had been heating for over six hours
and requested that anyone who
was frightened, very sceptical, or
could not approach the test with
the feeling that he was participat-
ing in a solemn religious ceremony,
abstain from making the trip as it
was definitely possible to become
badly burned.

Four of the six people with
whom I had attended on this oc-
casion finally walked across the
pit. I contented myself with tak-
ing pictures of their crossing, feel-
ing the stones with my hands, and
finally sprinkling them with water
after the ceremony from the small
bottle I had brought for that pur-
pose. The stones were so hot that
the bare hand could not be left
on them for longer than about %2
second (by a stop watch) and a
small amount of water poured on
them turned to steam almost in-
stantly. Exactly as it would on the
bottom of a hot flat iron.

All four of the men disobeyed
instructions in some degree and
hurried or ran across all or part
of the pit, all felt the stones to be
hot, one man received no blisters,
two developed small blisters the
next day and ‘the fourth man,
James Engle, received second de-
gree burns which necessitated hos-
pitalization.

In his own words: “I stood in

(Concluded on Page 69)



T.. GOLDEN

By Charles Lee

KITTEN

This is a beautiful story in itself, but it is more
than that; it is a beauifully executed expression
of the concept of transmz'gfation of souls,
In oriental philosophy, it is held that the soul
had its beginning in a very primitive element,
in fact, the most primitive. Many people be-
lieve that they were once a stone, and after that,
a microbe, or a worm, or ar animal of some
sort before they took up their lodging in a
human body. W hatever the basis for this
philosophy is, author Charles Lee has given it
brilliant exposition in this charming little story.

HE minute she got on the

bus she reminded me of the

golden kitten. Maybe it was
her hair, like spun gold, yet mold-
ed to fit her features by the arts of
hairdressing. But it was her face
too, so cheerful-like by habit. You
knew she wasn’t one to see the
dark side of things. Maybe it was
her body too. Far from fat, but
certainly not skinny. Large bosom-
ed with small waist and large hips
and long legs. I could see that in
the contours of her dress and coat.
But she wasn’t  the sexy kind.

56

More like the eternal Mother. I
would have bet that when she was
a little girl she mothered her dolls
more than most, and as she grew
up she generally found something
or someone to mother. That type.

She sat down beside me, stretch-
ed a little, then relaxed. She darted
me a smile before her eyes went
past me to the window with a
wistful look on her face as her
eyes fixed on someone out there. I
didn’t look to see who it was, fig-
uring it was her business.

Other people were getting on.
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The seats were filling up. I glanced
at my watch. It was three minutes
past time for departure — but bus-
ses always started late . .

' When Martha and I had gotten
married almost the first thing we
did after we found a house with a
yard was to get a kitten and a
puppy. A male kitten, coal black
except for his throat and his paws
and the left half of his nose. Those
were white. We’d named him Fred.
It just seemed to fit him for some
reason. Fred. The tomcat.

He'd grown up to be somewhat
of a bachelor by nature. More than
once female cats had come around
to woo him, and he’d stood them
off. Some quirk in his nature, no
doubt. But eventually when we
finally bought a house of our own
we decided it was time to get Fred
a wife. He was a wonderful cat —
like the time a place we had lived
in burned down to the ground.

Martha was away at the time visit-
ing her mother, and I didn’t tell
her because I knew she would
rush back and there was no place
to stay. I was staying at the next
door neighbors until things got
straightened out. I went over
every day and poured some canned
milk into a saucer on the charred
floor for Fred. That went on for
four days. The neighbors had a big
bird dog that would pile all over
Fred if he went into their yard.

Then one night Fred had come
up the path, prrowing something
wonderful — and climbed up on
the roof to sleep under the eaves
where he would be safe, and near
me. He was just over the windows
of the bedroom where I slept and
he seemed to know it, because all
night I could hear him purr every
once in a while.

But that had been two years be-
fore we bought our own place and
made up our minds to get Fred a
wife all his own. She was a little
calico kitten.

We’d named her Susie. We got
her from some people who had a
poultry farm, and she was sort of
wild at first. We kept her in the
bathroom in the bathtub the first
few days until we had made
friends with her. Then we moved
her out into the kitchen.

Fred didn’t like her. He was a
four year old bachelor and she was
a six weeks old kitten. He wanted
nothing to do with Susie. But she,
female-like, fell head over heels
for him — probably because he
didn’t want her around.

He got so he would tolerate her.
I never saw any animal get such a
look of intense suffering on its
face as Fred got when Susie was
playing with him. He would put
up with it for maybe two or.three
minutes, then bowl her over with a
disciplining paw, claws sheathed,
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and stalk into another room —
with her right after him. She never
gave up. And it looked like he
would never give in.

Susie became a young woman —
so beautiful with her calico color-
ing that I almost wished I were a
tomcat. Maybe she sensed my ad-
miration of her beauty. I know she
loved me only less than she did
Fred.

Then one day a change came
over Fred. He liked Susie after
that. The patience she had had
with him! I loved her as much as
I ever had loved Martha and Mar-
tha“loved her so much. The kittens
came. Fred got his look of infinite
suffering back again but you -could
see when he didn’t know you were
looking that he felt proud of them.

A batch of kittens became a re-
gular thing around the house.
When they got to be a couple of
months old Martha would put them
in a box and take them into town to
Hanson’s Feed Store and put them
in the window. It never took more
than two days for Harvey Hanson
to find homes for every one of
them.

That went on for two years. It
was raining the day Fred wouldn’t
come in at supper time. He was
sitting out on the lawn, and Mar-
tha remarked ®%hen I got home
from work that he was behaving
pretty stupid for a cat. I looked

out. He was hunched together, his
paws under him. After a minute
he moved a bit. I knew his fur
must be soaked. It was raining —
not hard, but steady.

I went out and bawled him out
goodnaturedly. He looked up at me
once, then seemed to ignore me.
I bent down and rubbed the nape
of his neck. He didn’t purr. Sud-
denly I knew something must be
wrong with him. On a hunch 1
picked him up very gently, cupping
my hands under him and lifting
him without making him change his
position. I went into the house and
ordered Martha to let supper go.

‘We went out to the garage. Mar-

tha drove, while I held Fred in
my lap.

The vet diagnosed it as poison-
ing. He gave Fred a shot of digi-
talis, but Fred didn’t respond. He
was getting an emetic ready to give
when Fred died. An autopsy
showed Fred’s stomach lining half
eaten away. The vet said it must
have been poisoning, because it was
the action of a fluoride -poison, and
that form was used in ant pastes.

Susie seemed to think Fred had
just gone prowling somewhere.
During the days that followed,
she would go out to the back
porch and prroww loudly for him,
then come back in and ask us why
he didn’t come. There was no way
we could explain to her why Fred
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didn’t come home any more.

She got in heat again. She fol-
lowed me around, looking up at me
with large, round, green eyes, so
soft and loving. She would
prrowwww at me with that come
and get me call, and I would say,
“No, Susie, much as I would like to
be the. father of your next batch,
it's impossible.” And Martha and
I would have a good chuckle, with
maybe a tear mixed into it. Susie
had loved Fred so much.

Finally the second or third day
I put her on the back porch and
gave her a good talking to about
the facts of life. Maybe she got
the idea, because a couple of hours
later when Martha and I were al-
most _asleep, she started calling
loudly for any tomcat within
hearing ..

HE bus driver slammed the

door shut and started the mo-
tor. He gunned it a few times, let it
idle while he leaned out the window
and talked to the dispatcher.

The girl sitting beside me waved
out the window as the bus started
to move. I looked out and saw a
woman and two little kids waving
in my direction, so I knew they
were seeing the girl off. She seem-
ed unconscious of me at the mom-
ent. Her golden hair was very close
to my face. I drank in the faint
perfume. It was sort of musky, like

Martha used to use. It had been
twenty-seven years now since Mar-
tha passed away. Martha was dif-
ferent though, shorter and sort of
dumpy in a loveable way. With
black hair until it turned almost
snow white.

The girl reminded me all the
more of Martha when she was so
near me, and I was sorry when the
bus moved out of the depot and
she settled back in her seat beside
me. I couldn’t smell her hair any
more then.

When the bus had gone a couple
of blocks and was hung up at a
stop light in thick traffic the girl
turned to me and smiled. “Do you
mind if I smoke?” Her voice was
smooth like good bourbon, a little
of the quality of Martha’s voice.

I cleared my throat and said
“Not at all. In fact, I'll join you.”
I hastily reached into my pocket to
provide cigarettes, then guiltily re-
membered that I hadn’t smoked a
cigarette in over five years. Not
since I was around sixty-five. But
suddenly I wanted one. “I seem to
be out,” I said. “May I have one
of vours? Just one.”

“As many as you like,” she
smiled. “I have plenty. A whole
carton in my bag.”

I insisted on lighting them. I
had a book of matches. We smiled
at each other occasionally, but
neither of us seemed in the mood
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to talk. After a while we were out
in the country and it was growing
dark. The bus was going quite
fast, passing lots of passenger
cars. I put out my cigarette stub
carefully in the ashtray

Yes, Susie had called for a tom-
cat, and as the days passed it be-
came evident that one had answer-
ed her call, When it became cer-
tain, we got the calendar and did
some figuring. The Kkittens would
come in September.

It was funny the way it hap-
pened. I was in the kitchen break-
fast nook writing some letters that
badly needed writing. Susie kept
coming to the door. Martha would
talk to her. The box in the gar-
age was already fixed with lots of
paper for a nest.

“Do you want me to be with
you?” Martha would say.

Susie would start off the porch
up the path. Martha would follow.
But when Susie would turn around
and see Martha she would come
back to the back door.

Finallp Martha said, “Charles,
she wants you for some reason.
You’ll have to put off those let-
ters until some other time.”

“Okay,’ I said wearily. I got up

and went out the back door. Susie,
seeing me following her, marched
up the path on her toes, purring
all the way.

“See?” Martha said. “She want-

ed you. Something’s this
time.”

“Sure, sure,” I said, and Susie
looked around with her heart in

her tawny eyes.

Martha and I followed her into
the garage. She went to her box
and turned her head to make sure
I was there, then jumped in, lying
down in the paper and half curling
her body until her hindsides were
on her back.

I watched, and pretty soon I
saw something almost impossible
to discern — a little tip of a baby
tail. I knew in a flash what was
wrong. One of the babies had bro-
ken its sac. No wonder she needed
help!

Martha, beside me, probably
didn’t know the critical balance
upon which Susie’s life rested so
precariously. Susie was looking at
my face, infinite love and trust in
her eyes.

I reached down and, oh so
gently, took a firm grip on that
quarter of an inch of baby kitten
tail, and with the lightest of touch
I pulled. By some miracle of at-
tunement with Nature, I could
sense everv movement of that un-
born kitten. I edged it out until it
was free. Susie hadn’t been hurt.

From there on the births were
normal. Susie took care of them
herself. That first one was a mot-
tled gray-black. there were three

wrong
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more. She took care of each as it
came. Two black ones and a mot-
tled one. That seemed to be all

Even Susie seemed surprised
when the golden kitten was born.
It was the last one, and almost
twice as big as the others. Right
from the start, almost, it opened
its eyes and took on the responsi-
bility of caring for its brothers.and
sisters.

became aware of a hand cover-

ing mine. I became conscious of
the humming sound of the bus
tires, the rhythmic gentle jouncing
of the bus. I looked down at the
hand, then followed the arm to the
shoulder beside me, the sympathe-
tic face of the girl with the golden
hair.

“Just — something in my eye —
I guess,” I said. I took out my
handkerchief and wiped my damp
eyes.

She brought out her cigarettes
again. I accepted one and once
again insisted on lighting them for
us. I liked this girl. She had brou-
ght out the cigareetes to give me a
chance to cover up. I was grate-
ful.

I wondered if she would be in-
terested in hearing about the
golden Kkitten, but decided she
wouldn’t be. She had her own trou-
bles. I didn’t know what they
were, but I could feel them. So I

smoked and kept my mouth shut.
We smiled at each other when our
eyes locked . . .

Susie was all right."On the way
back to the house Martha said,
“She must have known she was
going to have trouble. I’m envious!
She wouldn’t trust me. She had to
have you!”

“Naturally,” I said more than
half jokingly. “I am her god!”
But I knew that what I had said
in jest was more true than untrue,
in Susie’s cosmos. And I felt a little
self conscious about it.

When I went out to see her a
while later she was doing fine.
When I went in the house I put on
an air of indignation and said to
Martha, outragedly, “Do you
know what Susie’s told her brats
already? That I'm their father!
Oh, what a liar she is!” We had a
good laugh over my joke, and I
felt less self conscious.

Two days later the rains came.
It settled down to a steady cloud-
burst, hour after hour, and I knew
it would last for days. I moved
Susie and her brood into the house
near the oil stove so they’d keep
dry.

I'd come home from work at
night and find Susie washing one
of the kittens, and the golden
kitten washing another. I would
rub the nape of Susie’s neck and
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she would look at me and purr.
Then I would squeeze the golden
kitten’s shoulder blades and tickle
its spine down to the tail, and it
would look up at me and purr. A
three day old kitten purring! But
it didn’t seem surprising. The
golden kitten had been born with
a developed personality all its own,
or so it seemed.

The Kkittens were ten days old
when the first one died. It was one
of the two black ones. No apparent
reason. It was just stiff and cold,
shoved into one corner of the nest
away from the others. It was the
first one of Susie’s Kkittens that
had ever died.

“Probably smothered,” I told
Martha. I took it out and buried
it on the slope beside Fred’s grave.

In the morning when I looked
in on the kittens after getting the
fires going I discovered that the
other black one had died. The
other two dark colored ones looked
a little feeble, but the golden kit-
ten was industriously washing one
of them. Susie was asking for her
breakfast.

On the way out to the garage
and to work I went over and bur-
ied the second black kitten.

Martha had to go to some
meeting that afternoon, and I got
home first. When I unlocked the
kitchen door and went in, Susie
was there to meet me. There was

eyes. I knew
something was

a wild look in her
right away that
radically wrong.

I went to the box. In one corner
was the third of the dark colored
kittens, its posture strained and
stiff. I knew without touching it
that it was dead. The fourth of the
dark kittens was almost hidden
from view. The golden kitten was
lying over it, covering it.

They didn’t move. I touched the
golden kitten and it was cold.
Dead.

I left them that way. I wanted
Martha to see when she got home
how the golden kitten had tried
to keep its brother warm even
while it was dying itself.

I went and sat down in the
front room and held Susie on my
lap. That’s where we were when
Martha came home. We had a
nice little funeral out on the slope
for the kittens. I said a little pray-
er for them.

And Martha got a strawberry
box and half buried it at the head
of the mass grave and kept flowers
in it for a week until the rains
came again. And once or twice
when I caught her crying I pre-
tended not to notice. I knew her
tears were for the golden Kkitten.
It had deserved to live

ONCE again I became aware of
my surrounding as I felt a
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soft warm hand close over- mine.
I became aware that, I had had a
bitter expression on my face — a
reflection of my inner. emotion at
the memory of a year long gone,
when I was young, and Martha
still lived. I looked over at the girl
with the golden hair, my face relax-
ing, my bitterness evaporating.
My fingers clamped over her hand,
and we remained that way, an old
man and a young girl holding
hands in a bond of silent under-
standing, while the massive bus
rushed through the night, its
motor humming the muted sounds
of power, its tires whining against
the pavement at high pitch. Around
us, inside the bus, the overhead
lights had been turned low.

“I'm an old man,” I muttered
vaguely. Then I gently lifted her
hand and kissed her fingers, feel-
ing the softness of her hand against
my check. And I thought of the
way the golden kitten had spread
its little paws when it purred while
I pinched its shoulder blades and
tickled its back.

The girl gently released her
hand from mine and touched it to
my eyes, bringing it away damp
with my tears.

“Smoke?” she said, her voice
hardly more than a whisper.

My “Yes,” was a hoarse rattle
in my throat. Somewhere in the
bus a baby was crying. And some-

one laughed about something .

It has been spring again when
Susie kept Martha and me awake
calling for a tomcat. She had again
wasted the first couple of days
appealing to me, and I had gently
told her it was impossible for me
to father her children, and bitterly
complained to Martha that I might
as well father them, because she
would tell them I was their father
anyway. Then Susie ceased her
callings and wore a smug face, and
we knew another brood was on
the way. I got out the calendar and
performed the arithmetic, and came
up with a date somewhere in July.

That would be a good month.
No rains. Little chance of sickness

I snapped back to my surround-
ings and stared out the window.
It was snowing now, but the
flakes were fine as sand. It had
been cold when T went to the bus
depot. Out here in the country it
was probably close to zero. I
glanced up front and saw the bus
driver’s back in the half light, his
head erect, the windshield swipes
moving across the windshield in
uniform rhythm. Outside it was
cold, but here in the bus it was
warm. The girl with the golden
hair seemed asleep.

I stared into the falling snow out-
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side the bus window. Some of the
flakes now were large and soft.

More snow on the ground a-
long here, too. It had been raining
the night Susie’s kittens came

Martha’s mother was sick that
July. A heart attack. Martha had
rushed to her side. I had the house
to myself. Martha had fixed the
box out in the garage before she
left and said, “Now be sure and
put Susie out at night. She knows
where to go when they come.” But
Susie followed me around and
stuck pretty close to me, and I
didn’t have the heart to put her
out .at night. I did keep her out of
the bedroom though.

This night after I went to bed
she kept scratching on the bed-
room door. I guess I never com-
pletely woke up, but I remembered
the next day having a lot of trou-
ble. I finally had let Susie into the
bedroom so I could get some sleep.

She kept waking me up. Finally, in
a half asleep way, I realized what
was up. So I got up and pulled out
the bottom drawer of the linen
closet and piled its contents on the
dresser and spread a lot of news-
paper in the bottom of the drawer,
leaving it half open so Susie could
get in and out. All the time I was
doing this she was overseeing the
job, and I was grumbling at her
that she was more bother than she

was worth. When I finished, she
hopped in and inspected the nest,
then looked up, thanking me with
her eyes.

I turned out the lights and went
to bed. This time I slept. In the
morning when the alarm went off
I groped out and shut it off. Then
I could hear them. Little kittens. I
sat bolt upright, memory of the
night before flooding in. Memory
also of the other time, when Susie
had had trouble. Cursing my sleepy
stupidity for not having remained
awake, I leaped out of bed.

But Susie was all right. She was
downright proud of herself, too.
I grinned at her smug expression
and looked down into the drawer
to inspect this new batch — and
caught my breath. The golden
kitten was there.

It had one. of its littler brothers
or sisters down and was holding it
still while it licked it industriously.
The little black one’s pink mouth
was wide open, bawling its discom-
fort, but the golden Kkitten went
right ahead.

Wonderingly, I reached down
and pinched its shoulder blades,
then worked a finger along its little
back, feeling the thick golden fur.
And it began to purr, brokenly, as
though its little purr motor didn’t
have the ignition system smoothed
out yet for a steady purr.

It was the golden kitten. Every
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detail of marking, size, and person-
ality. It was while I was was fixing
my breakfast that I realized I had
forgotten to count the kittens and
look at the others. Susie left her
saucer of milk to. march proudly
into the bedroom with me while I
rectified my oversight. There were
five. Four and the golden one. It
looked up at me with large blue
eyes and purred happily, as though
to say, “I’'m back again.”

What a wonderful coincidence, 1
told myself on the way to work.
During morning coffee break I cal-
led Martha long distance and told
her the news. Her mother was bet-
ter. She said she would start home
in the morning.

When  Martha arrived home
Susie wanted to move her brood
out of the house. I think she re-
membered the fate of that other
batch, and somehow believed
Martha was the cause of it. In her
tactful way she didn’t let it show,
but I noticed she was very wary
and anxious when Martha was near
her kittens.

Susie moved them out to the
garage. A couple of days later they
had disappeared. I went searching
for them, and found them out be-
side a path in a clump of brush,
sleeping against a dead robin. I
called Martha. We looked at them
and the dead robin. I picked up
one of the black ones and moved

it several feet down the path. It
fought free of my hand and went
back to the dead robin. Martha
and I thought it might be just try-
ing to get back with the rest, so
we moved all of them away from
the robin. They moved back to it
quickly.

In some mysterious way, Susie
had moved them out here and im-
pressed upon them that they must
stay in this one spot. We marvelled.
But the weather was nice, so we
decided to let Susie use her own

judgment.
The next morning she had moved
them into the basement — all ex-

cept one of the black ones. We
found it beside the robin. It was
cold and stiff.

A sense of impending doom pos-

sessed us. We went back to the
basement and looked at the
others. The golden kitten was —
worriedly, it seemed — hugging

one of the mottled brown ones and
washing it, while it protested fee-
bly. It was past time for me to
start to the-office.

I told Martha, “If any more of
them show signs of getting sick,
call the vet.”

When I returned home from
work they all seemed fine. They
were nursing. Susie adored me
with her eyes. The golden kitten
purred without seeming to miss a
swallow when I petted it gently.



66 MYSTIC

Every time I looked in during
the evening the kittens all seemed
quite healthy. The next morning
it was the same. I went to work
with a feeling that they would be
okay. Martha shared my feeling.
She felt it would be safe for her
to attend a club meeting that after-
noon. I promised to stop at the
place where the meeting was being
held and pick her up, on the way
home in the afternoon.

When we arrived home we made
a bee line for the basement and
the kittens. Susie was nowhere in
sight. Together Martha and I went
toward the box where the kittens
were.

Stark tragedy met our eyes. Two
of the dark kittens lay in separate
places — obviously dead. The
golden kitten covered the last of
the black kittens almost completely
with her body. She looked feebly
up at me as I looked down. I pick-
ed her up off the dead kitten.

We've got to get her to the vet
I said. “She must not die!”

Martha held the [ittle golden
ball of fur cuddled in her hands
for warmth while I broke speed
laws getting to the veterinarian.
It was still alive when we got there.
We rushed in and I raised the
roof with the receptionist until one
of the doctors came out to see
what the trouble was.

He took the golden kitten and
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examined it. We went with him
into a back room.

The golden kitten seemed to go
to sleep in his hands. It wouldn’t
wake up. It was dead.

“What was wrong?” I demand-
ed.

“Distemper,” he said. And he
told us about the disease. “Cat
distemper,” he explained, ‘“‘almost
never strikes grown cats. Always
kittens. There’s no cure for it so
far as we know. Once it lights in a
place it spreads like wildfire. That’s
why raising cats is such a precar-
ious business. Once it settles in a
place it stays there. It reseeds it-
self every time another batch of
kittens comes along.”

“What can we do?”
pleaded.

The vet shook his head. “You’ll
just have to keep your cat from
having kittens for at least a year.
After a year you can try it again.
Sometimes the distemper dies out
in a year.”

We took the body of the golden
kitten home with us, and once
dgain held a mass funeral over on
the slope.

During the following year we
had a time with Susie. I know she
thought we were punishing her,
but there was no way to explain
to her. It was the following sum-
mer that we decided to. see what
would happen.

Martha
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Martha worried about it. “If
another golden kitten comes and it
dies, I just couldn’t stand it,” she
said.

“Huh uh,” I said. “We can't
stop now. The golden kitten tried
twice to live. It deserves to live.
We've got to give it another
chance,” Martha looked at me
queerly and said no more. Grimly
I picked Susie up and went to the
door and let her out.

It was late September when
they came, and the golden kitten
was with them as I knew she would
be. She was still the same in every
respect —not another golden kit-
ten, but tke golden Kkitten. I was
sure she recognized me.

We held our breath, figuratively.
The days stretched into three
weeks. We began to feel the kittens
would live. Mrs. Lambert, a friend
of Martha’s who had heard the
story of the golden kitten many
times wanted it if it lived. Martha
hesitated about giving it away,
but in the end Mrs. Lambert talk-
ed her into it. It was really the
chair Mrs. Lambert had reuphol-
stered with material that exactly
matched the shade of gold of the
kitten that swung it.

Susie had several more litters
before she died, but never another
golden kitten. And Mrs. Lambert
devoted her life to the kitten, but
no matter how long it was before

I dropped in for a visit, the golden
kitten remembered me and desert-
ed her fresh liver or her comfort-
able chair or whatever occupied her
when I showed up, to come to me
and love me until I left . ...

W’ITH a deep sigh I put my
memories aside. I became
aware that the girl with the golden
hair had .moved in her sleep so that
her head touched my shoulder. She
had half turned and partly curled
up so that her knees were against
me.

How old was she? I guessed her
age to ‘be twenty or twenty-one.
I knew she couldn’t be older than
twenty-four, because the golden
kitten had died twenty-five years
ago.

I had stayed on in the old house
for two years after Martha passed
away. The Lamberts sort of adopt-
ed me, and I spent a great deal of
my time at their place. The golden
kitten, now a giant form that was
the very incarnation of feline grace
and beauty, followed me every-
where — even following me home
half the time. Mrs. Lambert re-
signed herself  humorously to it.
She nicknamed me ‘“Indian giver.”
I knew though that the main rea-
son she kept insisting on my com-
ing over for dinner at least five
evenings a week was because the
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golden kitten loved me. If it hadn’t
been for that she would have been
no more friendly than any of Mar-
tha’s other friends.

But eventually I grew restless.
I was getting older every year,
and I had enough money to see
something of the world before I
died. One day I made up my mind,
sold the house, and made plans to
go east, which I did.

Two weeks after I left for the
east Mrs. Lambert wrote me. The
golden kitten had disappeared.
The people who had bought my
house said they had seen it several
times during that two weeks, but
after it disappeared neither they
nor anyone else saw it again.

After a few months Mrs. Lam-
bert wrote, saying that she felt
sure the golden kitten had started
out in search of me.

Maybe it had. Maybe if I had
stayed put in one spot it might
have eventually found me before
it died. Stranger things have been
known to happen.

For about a year after it disap-
peared I would have the feeling
every once in a while that it was
still looking. Each time it would
seem to be in a different place. A
big barn ance, hiding beside a high-
way another time . . Then one
day right in the middle of some-
thing else I thought of the golden
kitten with a sense of great loss.

After that I could only think of the
golden kitten in the past tense. I
knew she was gone

Unconsciously I reached up and
began massaging the back of the
girl’s neck, feeling the soft luxur-
iance of the thick golden hair. I
wasn’t really aware of doing it un-
til she sighed happily in her sleep
and snuggled closer to me.

And then a feeling of wonder
and awe crept over me, coupled
with an absolute conviction that
this was no fantasy, no coincidence.
This girl was the golden kitten!
In what way, I had no idea. Per-
haps nothing so pat as reincarna-
tion of a soul. Something more.
Indefinable. The delicate artistic
touch of something lovable and
divine — I couldn’t place it into
words, but I could feel it.

In a few minutes or a few hours
this girl would awaken. She would
straighten up, perhaps apologize
for having “sprawled all over me.”
I would smoke another cigarette
with her, even though my throat
was quite raw from those other
cigarettes. Somewhere along the
road she would get off the bus and
I would ride on alone. I would per-
haps never see her again in this
life.

Gently I pulled her head down
onto my lap. She doubled her legs
up and curled them against her
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bodyv so that her toes were tucked
against the end of the seat, without
waking.

Ves, I thought, the golden kit-
ten has found me at last.

I stroked her golden hair softly,
tears blinding me so that I could

not see clearly.

And outside, the snow came
down in large soft flakes that set-
tled gently into a blanket of purest
white, hushing even the noisy
haste of the bus, while the golden
kitten slept .

FIRE WALKING

line barefooted waiting my turn
to start. I must have acted rather
nervous or upset because a girl
about 19 or 20 who was next in
line ahead of me turned and ad-
vised me not to go through with
it if I was as nervous as I looked. I
assured her that I would be all
right, so she turned back and then
started to move following the
group in front of her. I watched
her step on to the first stone and
then I deliberately waited until she
had crossed from one end to the
other, stepping very slowly and
calmly and seeming not to be in
the least conscious of the heat. This
encouraged me considerably so I
gingerly put first one then both
feet down on the rocks and start-
ed off. I don’t remember any sen-
sation of heat at all and was walk-
ing along quite calmly and slowly
when at the about center of the
pit on one of the stones in the
path ahead I spotted a glowing
ember and in making certain I
did not step on that particular
spot one foot started to slip off the

(Concluded from Page 354)

rock on which I had placed it.
Thoroughly alarmed by this time
I determined the best thing to do
was to complete the path in' the
shortest time possible and started
full speed for the bank at the end
of the pit. With the first quick
step I took, whatever it may have
been which had caused those first
few stones not to feel hot disap-
peared and for the remaining
second or two that it took me to
reach the end of the pit I was in
agony.”

By the time Jim had reached
the stands a distance of some 50
feet from the pit and had been
able to sit down and inspect the
bottom of his feet, large blisters
had formed on the soles of both
feet and on the toes of one foot.
The toes of the other foot were
bleeding where the skin had ad-
hered to the rocks in the pit.

We immediately rushed him to
Queens Hospital where he was
given emergency treatment for
second degree burns.

THE END



SAUCER ROUND-UP

By
Tom Comella, Jr.

RGUMENTS as to the ori-
Agin of the “disks” usually
include the following: 1)
planets in our own solar system;
2) planets of some other solar sys-
tem; 3) etheric or fourth dimen-
sional matter. Numbers one and
two are easily understood. Maga-
zines and papers frequently carry
articles concerning Mars, Venus,
and other planets in our system.
Likewise, astronomers have specu-
lated in numerous journals that
other stars might have a planetary
family not unlike the one to which
Earth belongs. And, if the environ-
ment of that planet is like that of
Earth, it is possible, they say, that
beings like ourselves could have
evolved and are ahead of us in pro-
gression.  But when considering
number three, one usually meets
with complete unbelief. To most
people, the etheric or fourth dimen-
sion, is linked with the supernat-
ural or spiritual. This view has
absolutely no basis for existing, for
etheric matter is explained in a
scientific manner very easily.
Just as there is a spectrum of
sound and color (ending in sounds
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we cannot hear and colors we can-
not see) so there is a suectrum of
tangibility ending in forms of mat-
ter we cannot touch. Whether the
form of matter is high or low on
the spectrum is determined by the
vibratory rate of the matter. If
the low matter has a low vibra-

tion rate, then it is what we
shall call “light” matter.  The
“stuff” or matter of which the

Earth (and all other celestial won-
ders the eye can see) is made is
between this “light” matter and
what we shall call “heavy” matter,
on the spectrum scale. (Just as
green is between red and violet on
the color spectrum scale.) This
“heavy” matter has a very high
vibratory rate. Matter with a very
low vibration rate -is matter that is
much less dense than the matter
which makes up the earth. Whereas
matter with a high vibration rate
is matter that is much more dense
than Earth-stuff. Therefore, the
Earth-stuff passes through the less’
dense matter much like water or
air would flow through a screen
with huge meshes. And likewise,
the much more dense matter passes
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through the Earth-stuff in the same
way.

And so it is probable that that
throughout cosmotic space, there
are planets and suns; planetary
systems; nebulae and galaxies;
even another complete “Universe”,
which are constructed of stuff
denser and stuff less dense than
Earth-stuff so that they are intan-
gible to our touch as well as invis-
ible to our sight. There might
even be another civilization exist-
ing right here on Earth of which we
are unaware because it is construct-
ed of matter which, is denser or less
dense than Earth-mattar. And so
we give the term etheric to those
existences which we cannot see nor
touch, but which are just as real
as we. For as etheric matter is in-
visible to Earthmen, so are Eartha-
men invisible to “etheric men.”

But if saucers are coming from
etheric matfer, how can we see
them? Let’s say that an entity
from an etheric world wants to ma-
terialize, so to speak, on the Earth.
Or wants to become visible to
Earthlings. If he were construct-
ed of “light” matter, that is, mat-
ter with a lower vibration rate than
Earth-matter, he would have to
speed up his vibratory rate until
it coincided with that of the Earth.

Thus he would become visible to
Earthlings. Also, if this etheric
person were constructed of “heavy”

matter, or matter with a higher
vibratory rate than Earth, he
would have to slow it down until
it was within the Earth’s material
spectrum; or, until his vibration
rate was slow enough for Earth-
lings to perceive.

Such “saucers” materializing into
the Earth type of matter would
have a peculiar quivering look
about them. Recently near Goose
Bay, Labrador a jelly-like object
was sighted by an airline pilot. He
described the “thing” as continu-
ously shaking or changing shape.
Was this a “saucer” from an etheric
world?

The foregoing interpretation ‘of
the saucers is indeed interesting,
but rather hard to comprehend at
first. But regardless, just because
some saucers seem to fit the etheric
explanation, it doesn’t mean that
all saucers are from such a place.
Many craft flying through our at-
mosphere are definitely material
objects, objects constructed of our
own form of matter. These ships
could be coming-from visible plan-
ets of our system, or from planets
of visible suns or stars. We are
probably being visited by saucers
from all three places.

SAUCER NOTES AND SHORTS

There are now two more satel-
lites revolving around the earth!
These were discovered by radio-
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telescopes back in the latter part
of 1951. A special project is under
way at White Sands Proving

Grounds to locate the swift mov-
ing “moons”, and chart their or-
bits. Two of the scientists on this
project staff are Dr. Lincoln LaPaz
and Dr. Clyde Tombaugh. Read-
ers will recall that Tombaugh is
one of the few scientists who has
admitted seeing a saucer. Like-
wise, LaPaz has given much of his
time and energy to the investiga-
«tion of the mysterious green fire-
balls. The project is supposedly
hunting “natural moons” which
“may serve as stepping stones to
the stars”. Why scientists believe
these (o be “natural” moons is not
explained. Perhaps they are ar-
tificial? Some of our own rockets?
Mars is again pulling away from
Earth. During her close approach
to Earth saucers were being report-
ed at the fantastic rate of 700 per
week. Although these sightings did
not reach the papers, they did take
place. Undoubtedly astronomers
now have good photos of the mar-
tian “canals”. But what this writ-
er is wondering is whether or not
they also took a good look at the
two martian moons. Phobos and
Deimos. These satellites are five
and ten miles in diameter, but they
reflect too much light to be made
of earthly substance. The albedo
of these bodies is more comparable

UNIVERSE

to metal . . .
L I T

The September issue of S/R mag-
azine carries a feature article con-
cerning a crashed saucer that was
found on a little island off the
coast of Germany. It sounds of-
ficial, and if true, there will be
many apologies thrown in the di-
rection of Frank Scully.

% % %

Watch our closest celestial neigh-
bor, the moon!! In the past many
strange things have been observed
upon its surface. Recently Cleve-
landers-received a rare show. Early
on the morning of June 14th, pol-
icemen, cabbies and pedestrians
saw black marks appear on the
moon as well as vapor-like rays
shcot away from it. One cab driver
saw a white plate-like thing zoom
across the moon from east to west.
Police observers reported a saucer
shoot out from the moon at a high
rate of speed. Dr. J. J.Nassau, as-
tronomer at nearby Case Observa-
tory, explained the whole thing:
“The moon was near the horizon.
Clouds can give similar effects
sometimes.”

Bell-shaped objects were ob-
served over Elyria, Ohio, on June
3oth; and, more recently, citizens
of Zurich, Switzerland experienced
a fast moving saucer-like object
that flashed, red, white, and blue
lights.
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A new “saucer” organization has
just been created. It is the Celes-
tian Vehicle Investigation Commit-
tee. The "group publishes a bi-
monthly paper called, NEW HOR-
IZONS, the subscription to which
is $2.00 per year. Address corre-
spondence or subscriptions to:
C.V.I.C.,, 3290 Chadborne Road,
Cleveland, Ohio.

* ok ok

Everybody and his brother has
given his or her theory to account
for the mysterious windshield
“pox” that recently plagued the
United States and Canada, and
this writer is no exception. I think

they are linked directly with the
green fireballs. These fireballs,
I think, are sent out by space in-
telligences to combat the excess
radioactivity in the Earth’s atmos-
phere as a result of A & H-bomb
tests. They are controlled auto-
matically and are capable of oper-
ating on a long-distance basis.
When the fireballs become satur-
ated with radioactive particles they
explode, sprinkling bits of fireball
to the ground. It is these bits, the
remnants from high altitude fire-
balls, that are damaging the wind-
shields of cars, for a special com-
pound used to construct the fire-
ball reacts with glass.

* * as

SCIENCE'FICTION BOOKS & BACK DATED MAGAZINES. Science

fiction and fantasy books and back dated maga-
zines (Astounding, Galaxy, Unknown, etc) bought and sold. Lowest prices. List
free of several thousand items. CURRENT TOP-SELLER: ‘‘The Books of Charles
Fort,” all four of Fort's books in one huge 1125 page volume, containing com-
plete contents of the original editions of ‘‘Book of the Damned,’” ‘“Wild Talents,"
‘“New Lands,”’ and ‘‘Lo.”" There are just naturally no other books like these in
the world. They contain thousands of actual, documented occurrences that fall
way outside the boundaries of our arbitrarily tldy human sciences and fields of
knowledge, completely unexplainable happenings. For just a few examples, there
are dozens of documented instances of teleportation, of astronomical and geo-
logical enigmas and ‘‘Impossiblilities,”” and of space ships seen repeatedly during
the past three centuries (not just since 1947!). Incidentally, that’s why the Army
iIssued these books to all Project Saucer investigators.

If you read these four books, your orderly, safe and sane little world will
never again look the same to you. Your money back in full and with a smile (of
pity), if you don’t find that's true, and can bear to part with these fascinating
books and return them within a month! With non-fiction books coming out nowa-
days at $3.50 to $5.95 per book, you'd expect these four Fort books
to cost a total of anywhere from $14.00 to $23.80. They don’t. They come to only
$2.49 per book, $9.90 for the entire, huge, four-book volume, postpaid, and with
my money-back guarantee if youre not satisfied, in fact, stupefied! And if you
order right now (which will help me meet the cost of this ad!) I'll include a copy
of a superb Fortean novel by a top SF author at no extra cost, with your ‘‘Books
of Charles Fort,”” thus lowering your cost per book to only $1.99. Good enough?
Send check, cash, or Money-Order to:

WEREWOLF BOOKSHOP

SHANNON RD. R.D. 2, Bov 86C VERONA, PENNSYLVANIA -




GOD IS IN THE

Another Thrilling Adventure of
CRAIG BARNES, PSYCHIC INVESTIGATOR

It is only foir to give you a warning before you begin to
read this story  first, you may begin by being very shocked;
next you may feel inclined to snort “ridiculous!’; and lastly
that you may be offended. But if you are really interested in
Mystic and what it is striving to do, you will stick to the end,
and you will be handsomely rewarded! This story, which is
another of our fiction-based-on-fact stories, adheres closely
to our rigid requirements, and it contains a message that
can be conveyed in no other way! Some of our readers have
asked why it is necessary to use the medium of fiction to
portray a mystic philosophy; why not an article? Have you
ever heard of realism? Have you ever tried to assimilate a
really difficult subject written in dry, article or thesis form?
Let us say a phase of occult teaching is true: isn't it better
to portray it in pseudo-real manner, so that for those whose
ability to visualize is not full developed, the occult teaching can
actually be seen in the mind’s eye via the “stage” on which
we enact our message? When we say “God,” what do we
mean? Strangely, we mean many things. To some, God is
a man in Heaven, sitting on a throne. Is this true? To others,
He is Unknowable, ever beyond conception. Is this true? To
still ‘others, He is Many. Like the old Roman and Green pan-
theons of gods. Is—or was—this true? Would you say that Man
could think of something the Creator hasn4? Cr that Man
could think of something that wasn’t? There is a startling
answer to each of these questions in this story. To some of
you it may be well known, to others, completely new. it
may be that you will die tomorrow; if so it may be of value
to you to read this story today.
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MOUNTAIN —

f‘.l'\H‘E woman slept. Her name
was Helen Holcolm, and she
was very beautiful in the
ghostly light of the moon, filtering
in through partly closed venetian
blinds and filmy window curtains.

Outside her bedroom the moun-
tainside cascaded down and down
into the misty valley far below—
and to the rear of the sprawling
house the mountain. reared to
snow-capped heights; but here the
pines whispered drowsily, their
sound blending with the soft
moonlight.

At the edge of the forest two
baleful lights blinked on sudden-
ly—a mountain cat in search of
prey. But it made no slightest
sound. And inside the sprawling
shadow that was the house. Helen
Holcolm slept, her sleep untrou-
bled by dreams, one milky white
arm thrown carelessly above her
head—if there had been anvone
to see it. But she was alone in
her house.
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Abruptly the scene changed. The
full moon, high in the sky, was
blotted out as though it had never
been. Angry clouds swept in on
winds that had not yet made their
voice heard among the pines. The
constant ghostly illumination of
the full moon was now replaced by
the intermittent flashes of light-
ning followed by growls of thunder.

The smooth features of Helen
Holcolm twitched in the brief
flashes of electrical discharge in
the angry heavens—as though the
sudden storm had engendered a
nightmare.

Without warning the mountain
shook. In the far distance the
quake set loose an avalanche of
rock and snow and ice that bound-
ed down toward the peaceful val-
ley below with unnatural slowness,
ltuge boulders erupting from the
chaotic downward surge to remain
aloof for eternities compressed into
seconds, before merging once again
with the landslide.
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In Helen Holcolm’s bedroom
darkened lamps swayed precari-
ously. Pictures swayed on. the
walls with pendulum-like rhythm.
A vague creaking sound emerged
from the walls and ceiling as the
house compensated for the sudden
stresses and shifts of the rocking
to and fro.

And into Helen Holcolm’s dream
conscicusness crept a face. It was
a face of what seemed infinite
wisdom, blended with infinite suf-
fering. In her dream state she in-
stantly recognized the ineffable
features of God Himself, but over-
come by grief and a suffering be-
yond the ken of mortals—yet
within the whole a Divine Majesty
that defied description, unshake-
able and innate.

The lids did not move, but a
voice seemed to enter into Helen
Holcolm’s awareness. It was a
strangely sweet, utterly deep, in-
effable sequence of sounds
dream sounds

I must coalesce.

The very thought brings torture,
as do all things in this strange Hell
wherein 1 dwell.

A strange, Godlike poetic
rhythm to the sounds and the tone
of thought . .

And though I know not why, I
must coalesce.

A strange voice whimpers, and
1 know it is my voice. There was
a time when it was as the thun-

thunder,

ders. Now it whimpers, beatem,
whipped. But I am not!

That too is strange, for how
could my voice be whipped into
submission as though it were an
entity apart?

An entity apart

The thought brings a nausea to
the core of my being and I must
escape—but to where? Or when?
And why do I think now in terms
of time and place which are con-
veniences of the unperfected mind,
unless—

Blasphemy!

Am I not God?

Of coursa I am.

But if I am God, why have my
angels, my hosts, deserted me? . . .
as though they had been swept
from existence by some wunseew
hand . . .

I AM God.

The three words blasted into Hel-
en Holcolm’s physical ears and she
awakened. As she awakened, those
three words became, by some sub-
tle change, the physical sound of
cascading in measured
stride across the maddened sky.
But it had been a real woice, she
thought. And fingers of lightning
forked venomously  outside her
bedroom windows.

And almost with tender gentle-
ness her bed, her rambling house,
the mountain, shook. Or was it
the body of God, shaken with sobs
of despair? If only I were back in
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my dream, I could know, Helen
Holcolm thought. An abrupt
surge of pity for this Vast Being
created an impulse ta pray for it—
that brought the question, TO
WHOM?

For the first time, Helen Hol-
colm felt absolutely alone.

L I

(14 I, Sonia.”

The auburn haired girl’s
fingers paused briefly on the type-
writer as she flashed a smile to-
ward the young man who had just
entered. The smile changed to a
questioning look. “What’s the mat-
ter, Carl?” she asked.

Carl Vance shook his head. His
lips started to form a reply, then
seemed to give up the attempt. He
jerked his head toward the door
marked PRIVATE. “Craig in?”
he asked.

“Now I get it,” Sonia said. “A
fan letter again.” She frowned.
“But none of them even left you
speechless before. Can I peek?”

Over the years a natural part-
nership had developed between
Carl Vance and Craig Barnes.
Carl Vance was a staff writer for
a publishing firm that specialized
in stories of mysticism and the
occult. Craig Barnes was an in-
vestigator of things ‘“supernatur-
al.”  Carl often received items
that could be written up into ar-

ticles or stories from Craig .And

Carl’s mail sometimes brought
something that Craig felt was
worthwhile to investigate. There

had been several times when such
investigations became highly dan-
gerous adventure* (*Mistress of
the Kama-Loka. May 1954 Mys-
tic.)

Carl shook his head. “Tell Craig
I've got to see him,” he said. “It
was a phone call.”

The door to the inner office
opened and Craig Barnes stood
framed there. He did not give
the impression of being big. He
merely made the doorway seem
smaller than standard. This was a
quality that Carl (himself an aver-
age five foot nine), had never
quite gotten used to. It carried
over into Craig Barnes’ personal-
ity. You found yourself listening
to his every word as though it
were extremely important, wanting
to do whatever he suggested, want-
ing to find some way of doing him
a favor—if you wanted to be his
friend. His enemies? They had
a habit of underestimating him far
too much. He often complained
of this, claiming it didn’t give him
a chance to feel he came out on
top by ability, but rather by
lack of common sense on the part
of his enemies. And he would add
sadly, “There’s a difference you
know.”

Craig left

the doorway and
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crossed the outer office to shake
hands with Carl, a smile of affec-
tion tugging at the corners of his
firm lips. “What was the phone
call you received?” he asked.

“It was from a woman who lives
in Ashford, Washington,” Carl
said. “I think she’s just a plain
nut, to be frank about it.”

“Ashford,” Craig said slowly.
“That sounds familiar. Isn’t that
on highway Five going into Rai-
nier National Park from the west?
Say, I heard over the radio this
morning that an earthquake was
centered in the park area last night
about midnight. It was reported
by the University of Washington
seismograph station. And this
morning you get a long distance
call from a woman living in that
area What did she have to
say?”

“T would have shrugged off the
call,” Carl said, “but the woman’s
sister, who evidently lives right up
in the earthquake area, seems to
need help. As nearly as I could
gather, this is the story: Mary
Price, the woman who called, is a
subscriber to Mystic. I checked
the subscription files after the
call. That explains her call. She’s
read about the things you've done,
and when long distance calls’ come
in asking for you the switchboard
girl turns them over to me.

“Mary Price has a spinster sis-
ter who lives part way up Mount

Rainier. Mary and her husband
run a motel on the outskirts of
Ashford. Mrs. Price says that
about one o’clock this morning
she suddenly woke up and sat up
in bed. It was raining, with
thunder and lightning. Right in
the middle of the bedroom floor
she saw her sister Helen, glowing
with a white luminescence, and
Helen said in a perfectly distinct
voice, ‘God is in trouble. I'm on
my way down the mountain to
get help for him.

“Mrs. Price says she saw her
sister as plain as life, and behind
her in the darkness was a huge
shape of deep, glistening black. A
purple black, she described it, and
she was convinced that it was Sa-
tan himself. Then her sister Hel-
en just vanished, and this other
figure too.

“But Mrs. Price was convinced
it hadn’t been a dream. She wak-
ened her husband and made him
get up with her. They got dress-
ed, and Mrs. Price made some cof-
fee. They turned on the driveway
floodlights. The storm was the
worst one they’d ever experienced.

“They decided to wait until
four o’clock. That would give
Helen time enough to get there if
she was coming. Then if she had-
n’t come Mr. Price would take the
station wagon and drive up to her
place and make sure she was all
right.



GOD IS IN THE MOUNTAIN 79

“Well, Helen—I think her name
was Holcolm—got there at about
two-thirty. They didn’t know how
she had made it. There was a deep
dent in the top of her car like a
tree had fallen on it, and the right
front tire was flat and torn to
pieces. Mrs. Price says she must
have averaged sixty miles an hour
on twisting, slippery mountain
roads to make it in a little over
two hours, and not even slowed up
when she got the flat.

“And Helen was stark raving
mad. Insane. She foamed at the
mouth. Her eyes rolled back into
her head at times. And Mrs.
Price says she could see that big
black being settled around her like
a living three dimensional purple
shadow. Mr. Price carried her from
her car into the house. They forced
coffee spiked with Scotch down her
throat. It seemed to lessen the
fit she was in, and suddenly she
began talking so fast they had a
hard time understanding what she
said. She told them God was in
trouble. In some way Satan had
captured him and put him in
Hell, and unless help were gotten
immediately Satan was going to
take over the world. Then she
went into this fit again, foaming
at the mouth, her eyeballs rolling
around in an awful way. And
there was an awful smell, like burn-
ing sulphur and garlic and rotting
flesh. Mrs. Price says even her

husband could smell it.

“Mrs. Price was convinced
something had to be done right
away. She thought of you, and,
as she put it, ‘realized that God
had chosen her sister to carry the
message for help to her because she
was the only one around there
who knew about Craig Barnes, the
only one who could rescue Him.
So there you have it. This Helen
Holcolm probably got some sort
of a blow on the head during the
storm and should be getting ex-
pert medical attention. But Mrs.
Price wouldn’t listen to me. I wish
you’d call her and talk some sense
into her. If there’s anything gen-
uinely psychic about this, we could
investigate after the docs do what
they can.”

“She gave you a phone number
where she can be reached?” Craig
asked.

“Yes. She’d been trying to reach
us since four o’clock, she said. She
also said for you to get right out
there or the whole world would be
taken over by the devil before the
day is over.” Carl chuckled.

“Then I think we had better
hurry,” Craig said gravely. ‘“Sonia,
call the airport and see if they
have a plane we can charter for
a week or two. If they have, tell
them to get it warmed up imme-
diately.”

“Hey!” Carl exclaimed. “You
don’t  believe what Mrs. Price
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said, do you? Or do you?” he
added weakly.

“What if it’s true?” Craig said,
an enigmatic light in his eyes.
“Can we—the world—afford to
take a chance?”

“You're kidding me,” Carl said,
but his tone indicated he wasn’t
sure.

“The airport will have a four-
seater ready for us in an hour,”
Sonia said from the switchboard.

Craig hesitated. “I'd tell you
two to stay here,” he said, “but 1
know I'd just be wasting my breath,
Carl], give Sonia that :mber.
Sonia, call Mrs. Price and tell her
we’'re on our way and should get
there by this evening. Ask her
if she knows of a landing field
close to Ashford.”

* k%

CGYOU must be kidding me,”
Carl said for the dozenth
time.

Craig’s mouth twitched with a
suppressed smile. His calm eyes
watched the landscape two thou-
sand feet below the plane. Bugs
were crawling along narrow lines.
They were the cars on the high-
ways. The land was laid out in
checkerboard fashion except where
ranges of hills, and the tortuous
river beds played havoc with man’s
plan.

Sonia, who had been busy with

the lunch supplies provided by the
airport passed plates of sandwiches
to the two men.

“Thanks, Sonia,” Craig said.
Then he turned to Carl. “I don’t
know how much I was kidding you
and how much I wasn’t, Carl,” he
said. “What do we know about
God? Does the name have any
meaning at all? We think it does,
but if you ask ten people to tell
you what they think the name God
applies to, you’ll get ten different
descriptions. And few of those
descriptions will  actually mean
anything. For, example, the one
that says God is Spirit. It’s like
saying skumabble is behoolifram
except that it seems to mean some-
thing.”

“But how could God get into
trouble?” Carl said, his tone carry-
ing all the incredulity in the world.
“And, assuming He did, what could
a puny mortal do?”

“Craig isn’t exactly puny,”
Sonia said.

Craig chuckled. “Did it ever
occur to you that the human race
may have built God up a lot bigger
than He actually is?” he said.
“Suppose He created the universe,
then the angels, one of whom be-
came Satan, then He created man,
as the Genesis version of the Bible
portrays Creation, so that even
the laws of behavior of what we
know as reality were built into the
product by Him—like the hinges
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on a refrigerator door were de-
signed and built by engineers It
doesn’t necessarily follow that He
is unable to miscalculate. Frank-
enstein created a monster. There
are countless instances of people
starting something that outgrew
them and destroyed them. It may
be possible that even God couldn’t
have estimated the latent potenti-
alities of Lucifer, and if Lucifer or
Satan actually exists, he has had
at least a couple of thousand years
to develop those latent possibili-
tie”

“But-but,” Carl exploded, “God
just isw’t a ten-foot Englishman
with a beard. Satan could be, and
probably is something on that or-
der; but God is as far above that
as—as the human race for all time
from the beginning to the end is
above one man.”

“Yet oneman,” Craig said, “with
a time machine and absolute weap-
ons and defenses might possibly
make the entire race his slave,
from the first man down to the
last one.”

“Sure,” Carl snorted.
thing can be imagined. We can
even imagine Satan getting the
best of God and putting him in
Hell and becoming god in his
stead. But—" Carl shook his head
in disbelief. “It just doesn’t make
sense, the idea of God being on
Mount Rainier and in trouble. I
can’t tell you why, but it doesn’t

“Any-

make sense at all. It can’t be.”

“I know what’s troubling you,”
Craig said. “It’s the idea of God
being in a time and place. I agree
with you. It would be like find-
ing Henry Ford inside the motor
of your car when you dismantled it
for repairs. But don’t forget this:
what can be doesn’t necessarily
coincide with what we can think’
can be. Anyway—” He pointed
ahead to where the white peak of
Rainer lifted majestically into
the sky. “Let’s eat so our food
will have time to start digesting
before we land.”

“Rainier has such quiet majesty
to it,” Sonia said some time later.
“In some ways I could almost’im-
agine it as being God ”

She still wore the subdued,
thoughtful expression when Craig
dipped the plane for the landing
on the postage stamp airstrip just
outside Ashford.

* 3k %

E circled the town before
landing, and picked out the
motel, or what seemed to be it. He
became certain when he saw a sta-
tion wagon break away from it
and speed in the direction of the
airfield. He nodded in satisfaction.
Mrs. Price or her husband was
coming to meet them.
He skimmed across the airstrip
to get acquainted with it, then
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made a lazy turn and came in on
a long glide. To the southwest a
bloated red sun was slowly sinking
behind the hills.

Craig taxied to a position in
line with the two planes already
parked at the edge of the field,
just behind the highway service
station. The station attendant
was there ahead of them, and im-
mediately proceeded to anchor the
plane.

“Might have another storm to-
night,” he explained cheerfully.
“Make sure she’s closed up tight.
You from Seattle maybe? Been
sort of expecting the police to send
someone down to investigate the
murders and everything. Been quite
a day.”

“Murders?” Carl croaked.

“And worse,” the man said.
“There’s some that say—well—I'd
better get busy.”

The station wagon sped onto the
field, skidding to a slippery stop
on the watersoaked sod. There
was a woman behind the wheel.
She leaned out the window, her
smooth skin pink and healthy, her
‘brown hair did up in a style that
exactly suited her type of beauty.
Carl decided silently that she did-
n’t look as crazy as he had pic-
tured her from their phone con-
versation.

“Hello!” she called cheerfully.
“One of you Mr. Barnes? I'm
Mary Price.” She had glanced

with the professional appraisal one
woman gives another at Sonia,
given Carl a brief glance, then
settled her attention hopefully on
Craig.

“I'm Barnes,” Craig said.
“Sonia Mills, Carl Vance,” he add-
ed.

“Oh yes, Mr. Vance,” Mary
Price said with a self conscious
laugh. “You must have thought
you were talking to a lunatic this
morning. Thank God you got
Mr. Barnes to come though.”

“What’s this about murders?”
Carl asked. “You didn’t say any-
thing about that this morning.”

“There hadn’t been any this
morning,” Mary said. “But get
in the car. I can tell you all
about everything when we get go-
ing. All hell has broken loose,
and I don’t mean that figuratively.
I may not have completely believed
everything I said to you over the
phone but I do now—and more.”
She paused while Craig slid into
the front seat beside her and Sonia
and Carl got in back. She pushed
down on the gas pedal, eased up
when the wheels started to spin on
the slippery ground, coaxed the
car toward the blacktop road. On
the highway she darted Craig a
doubtful glance. “I hope you’re
as good as Carl Vance has built’
you up in the pages of Mystic,
because you’re going to have to
be. Of course, the State Police
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don’t believe any of it—don’t know
the real explanation, in fadt. They
are talking about some mysterious
pocket of gas -opened up by the
quake. They are even searching
the mountain cabins on the theory
that some scientist had a secret lab
out here where he could experiment
on modern nerve gasses.” Mary
chuckled dryly as she braked the
car almost to a stop at a four-
way stop intersection, then shot
forward in a wide left hand turn.
“They say the gas would have to
combine the effects of opium with
ithe effects of some of the known
nerve gasses. There may be such
a gas. I don’t know. It could
be the cause of the whole thing.
But I've known Helen all my life
—except for the first four years.
She’s my younger sister. And
I’ve never known her to be any-
thing but level-headed. Some-
thing’s got her, and I know what
I saw.”

“Why do they think it might be
a gas?” Craig asked.

“All over the Park people are
doing crazy things. So much is
going on and so. many stories are
circulating that it’s impossible to
tell what’s happened. They say one
man killed his wife and four kids
and would have killed himself if
he’d had more bullets. He gave
himself up and told the state
police he’d done it because God
was going to ‘be destroyed by Sa-

tan, so it was better that they
die. Another man perched in a
tree overlooking the highway and
shot five people before they were
able to bring him down. He laugh-
ed at them and shouted that they
couldn’t hurt him with bullets be-
cause he was God. According to
the story it looked for a while like
he might be right. About the bul-
lets, anyway. Several of the police
swore they couldn’t have missed"
him. One of them even threw his
gun away after taking a shot and
got down on his knees and started
praying for forgiveness. They’ve
got THAT trooper in the hospital
right now, diagnosing his blood
stream for traces of a gas—claim
he must have gotten a whiff of it.”

“Where’s your sister? In the
hospital?” Craig asked.
“Not on your life! Bert and I

decided we’d better keep her where
she is until you came. We've got
her tied up, and it breaks my heart
Mary Price bit her lip to
keep it from trembling.

Suddenly Craig and Carl and
Sonia were aware that her cheer-
fulness had been just for them.
Underneath she was terribly
afraid. She forced back the tears
and smiled, too brightly.

“You have to have a guinea
pig to start on, don’t you, Mr.
Barnes? And my sister should be
the best one. She’s right in on
the thing, whether it’'s a gas or

»
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something else. I hope I did the
right thing, only—” The tears
were suddenly streaming from her
eyes. Blinded by them, she braked
the car to a jerky stop. “I love
my sister!” she cried, giving way
to unrestrained grief.

Sonia, woman-like began to cry
too. The two women clung to
each other over the back seat.

“Get in front and take the
wheel, Carl,” Craig said quietly.

“T'll get in back with — with
Sonia,” Mary said. She smiled
bravely through her tears. “I guess
I just sort of let down, now that
you’re here.”

* ok 3k

CCI WANT to tell youa little bit

about Helen before we go
inside,” Mary said when Carl
stopped the car before the motel
office. ~ “She’s a sculptor and a
painter, has a rambling house up
on 'the mountain. Built from some
money she got for a painting of
Mount Rainjer that a brewery up
in Tacoma bought for a trade-
mark or something. She’s good.
Walt Disney had her doing some
work for him when he did some
nature shots up here a few years
back, and wanted her to go to Hol-
lywood to work for him. She turn-
ed it down. She said the technique
fascinated her, though, and since
then she’s submitted some charac-

ters she created to Disney. He
bought a couple of them; paid her
good money for them too, and re-
newed his offer. She sells a lot of
things to big magazines like
Sports Afield. She has feeling.
She has a soul for things. That’s
the only way I can describe it.
But Mystic? 1 subscribe to it, you
know. She’s glanced through it
several times, but turned her nose
up at it. Doesn’t have a super-
stitious bone in her body. But I
saw her in my bedroom while she
was still upon the mountain, and
I saw that devil, and it’s still
there, possessing her.”

She looked appealingly at Craig.

“Okay,” he said gently. “Let’s
go in and talk te her now.”

Mary led the way into the mo-
tel office. They heard a buzzer
signal that the door was open. Al-
most instantly a door behind the
counter jerked open and a man
came out. He was unshaven and
extremely tired, and had had a
few drinks.

“This is Bert, my husband,”
Mary said. “Bert, this is Craig
Barnes, and Carl Vance and Sonia
Mills, Mr. Barnes’ associates.”

“Glad to know you, folks,” Bert
said quietly. “You’ll have to ex-
cuse my appearance. I've been
having to keep an eye on Helen
every minute of the time, and
talk to her a lot to get her quieted
down. Also T've been . jumping
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back and forth taking care of new
rentals. Looks like we’ll have a
full house tonight. People from
Seattle and Portland who want to
look at the earthquake area.”

The other door opened and a
stranger came in.
“Here’s another,” Bert said.

“Mary, youtake them in back and
I’ll take care of the customers.
With this fellow there’ll only be
two more vacancies to take care
of, then I can lock up.”

“What about Mr.
Mary said.

Bert slapped his forehead with
the flat of his hand, audibly.
“Shows how upset I’ve been,” he
said. “I never thought. Let’s
see, there’s the double Yeah.
I'll give this fellow number seven,
and that takes care of it”. He
went to a row of toggle switches
and jerked one with finality. The
neon VACANCY sign, visible
through the windows, went dark.
Bert took the stranger by the arm
and urged him firmly toward the
register cards on the counter,
“Sign,” he said impatiently. “It
will, be six dollars, and be sure
you put down make of car and
license number.” .

“What if I don’t like the room?”
the stranger hesitated.

“You'll like it,” Bert said. Then
his patience snapped. “Either
take it or not,” he snapped. “I
have things to do.”

Barnes?”

“I’ll take it,” the man said stiff-
ly.
Mary led the way through the
door behind the counter, Sonia
following, then Craig and Carl
“Poor Bert,” Mary whispered.
“He’s worn out. Only about an
hour’s sleep last night. He insist-
ed that I take a nap this morning
—and then let me sleep until four
this afternoon.”

They were in a large, comfort:
ably furnished living room, with a
gleaming kitchen off to one side
through an archway, and a large
picture window that brought a
perfect view of Mt. Rainier.

“Helen’s in here,” Mary said,
crossing to another room. It open-
ed into a short hallway. Craig
followed Mary, noting that ohe of
side doors opened into a bath-
room, and surmising that the oth-
er two led to bedrooms. Mary had
paused at one of them to give him
a last appealing look. Then she
opened the door and went in.
“Mr. Barnes is here,” Craig heard
her say. Then he was standing
in the doorway looking at the
young woman tied up on the bed.

Helen Holcolm was quite obvi-
ously mad through and through.
Not insane. Just plain mad.
“Will you take these—these—ropes
off me?” she snapped. “A fine
sister and brother-in-law I have.
I .break my neck coming to them
for help and they tie me up.
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They’re crazier than I thought I
was. Welll Don’t just stand
there!

Craig’s eyes narrowed slightly.
With studied aloofness he turned
to Mary. “Have you had a doctor
in to see her?” he said.

“I don’t blame Helen for being
mad,” Mary said, “but Bert and
I decided to tie her up, and I still
think we did right. I know what
I saw!”

“You and your backwoods su-
perstitions!” Helen gritted. “Now
will someone untie me or are you
all utterly insane?” She glared at
Craig, and at Carl and Sonia who
were” looking over his shoulders.

“It would be wise to get a doc-
tor,” Craig said firmly. “He would
give her a sedative that would
quiet her down. Her dilated eyes
show that she’s suffering from ex-
treme shock. 7f her delusion she
told you about was caused by a
gas released by the earthquake
she should be in a hospital where
she can be properly taken care of.
They’d .give her an opiate to quiet
her down and probably a -quart
of plasma for shock. If they
thought it necessary they would

put her in straitjacket. Rope
is too harsh on the wrists and
ankles.”

“I guess we should have done
that,” Mary said, sinking into a
chair dispiritedly. “But we thought
we were doing the right thing.”

“Is someone going to take
these ropes off of me?” Helen
shouted.

Craig shook his head. “No,”

he said- He turned to Mary. “I
would like to be alone with her
for half an hour. While you're gone
I wish you would call the doctor.
Sonia, you and Carl stay just out-
side the door. I believe that you
are aware that sometimes there is
danger.”

“You’re goingtotry...?” Sonia
said, worried.

“I have to try to get through to
whatever is behind this,” Craig
said. “There’s no other way, and
Miss Holcolm, whether she knows
it, or not, is en rapport. He herd-
ed Mary out the door and closed it
softly, then turned to face Helen
again.

She glared at him while he pick-
ed up a chair and took it over be-
side the bed. He sat down. The
baleful anger in her eyes began to
fade, against her will. Uncertain-
ty began to replace it.

“There are many things,” Craig
began, “as Shakespeare put it, not
dreamed of in your philosophy,
Miss Holcom. The world is a vast
place. Much vaster than we are
usually ‘aware. We are born, we
grow up with a few friends around
us. We tend to fence out the
world. We all do that, to a large
extent. All two billion of us. And,
just as we exclude all but.a few
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of those two billion people from
our lives, we tend to exclude the
past and the future from our lives.
This bed you are on is new. May-
be five years old at the most. This
room is no older. The ground it
rests on hasn’t changed much in
several centuries, and the rocks
and dirt ten feet down are prob-
ably just as they were a hundred
thousand years ago Five thousand
years ago people from the Asian
continent crossed over to Alaska
and came down this way. They
may have camped on this very
spot, or built a village on this
spot and stayed here a brief five
or six centuries—and the tribe to
which you and I belong has roam-
ed this continent for about four
centuries In contrast, some of
the snow and ice you can see on
Mount Rainier has been there, un-
melted, for two thousand centuries
or more. If, somehow, a movie
camera could have taken a film
of the entire world during those
two thousand centuries, and could
run it for you on the bedroom wall
here, compressing the whole into
a short two hour film, you would
see the wash of human waves, the
brief pauses here and there of the
human tide that, to the humans
involved, were long periods of sta-
ble civilization where art and
sculpture and literature and ar-
chitecture flourished, and Helen
Holcoms spent their fraction of a

second of life trying to grasp the
soul of Nature—and often succeed-
ing.

“Think of it for a moment. Isn’t
it pathetic? A little bubble of
consciousness coming into exis-
tence, expanding its awareness to
the point where it can in a very
real sense walk with God—only to
snuff out without having existed
long enough to hear more than one
tick, if that, of the cosmic clock?
It wouldn’t be so pathetic if those
little bubbles of awareness were
just—bubbles. I’'ve stood on the
beach at the edge of an ocean and
seen the waves wash in and froth
and foam with billions of tiny
bubbles, and thought, what if cach
of those bubbles has a conscious-
ness, expanding to the point where
it can become aware of my stand-
ing here, before the wave that laps
at my feet retreats back into
the dark depths of the ocean?

“We dash madly about. We
glance swiftly at something as en-
during as a mountain, jot down
our impressions on paper or can-
vas, and almost before the pen or
the brush is dry the paper or the
canvas rots away. It’s gone. and
even the civilization it existed in
is gone.”

“No!” Helen Holcolm said, her
eyes wide.

“Yes!” Craig said. “Those ropes
that hurt your wrists will have
rotted away. Your flesh will have
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grown old and died, and rotted off
vour bones, and your bones will
have turned to white dust that is
washed into the soil.”

Helen shook her head slowly,
staring into Craig’s piercing eyes,
unable to turn away.

“And where will Helen Holcolm
have gone?” Craig asked slowly.
“The tragic little bubble of con-
sciousness? One tiny bubble in the
froth of a wave whose fingers
reach hopelessly, extending toward
the land they can never reach—
before sinking back into the eter-
nal sea.

“But it could break away ...’

“Yes, Helen whispered. “It
could break away.”

“It would have to trust me, and
not be afraid,” Craig said.

“But how?” Helen’s lips whis-
pered.

“By closing its eyes, and listen-
ing. It would have to sleep like a
little child while I oh so gently
lifted it out of the wave. Then
when the wave sank back into the
sea it woud still be there, gleaming
like a jewel, safe . ”

Helen’s eyes slowly closed. For
a brief moment she fought their
closing. then relaxed under the
hypnotic spell.

“But it would have to stay with
me,” Craig said slowly. “If it be-
came lost the wind could catch it
and shatter it against a rock. Only
with me. It must resist every-
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thing_ that tries to take it out
of my hand.”

He became silent, his eyes
watching the form lying on the
bed. Suddenly the form of Helen
Holcolm seemed to blur in his eyes
and separate into two partially su-
perimposed identical forms, as
though his eyes weren’t coordin-
ated. Then it was one form again.

He held out his hand. “Come!”
he whispered. He held his hand
extended for another moment, then
slowly closed it and brought it to-
ward his chest. “Remember,” he
whispered. “You must not leave
me. You are safe with me.” Slow-
ly he unclasped his fingers against
his chest. For another moment he
remained still. Then with a deep
sigh he straightened and reached
into his breast pocket for a cigar-
ette.

He lit the cigarette and inhaled
deeply, exhaling slowly while his
eyes returned to the sleeping form
of Helen Holcolm. Her skin was
deathly pale. Her breast seemed
not to move at all with breathing.

To all appearances she might have
been dead.

With impersonal curiosity Craig
leaned forward and inspected the
knots on the ropes that bound her.
Moving suddenly with purpose,
his fingers swiftly undid the knots
and carefully unwrapped the ropes
from the raw skin. He carefully
straightened the 'body into a more
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comfortable position.

Standing up, he gave the
sleeping form a last glance, then
went to the door and opened it
and went out, closing it again.
Sonia and Carl looked at him ques-
tioningly = Mary Price and her
husband were huddled together
part way down the short hallway.
They looked at him with numb
eyes.

In a voice that sounded loud
in the silence —or was it purpose-
ly loud?—Craig said, “I put her to
sleep. She’s all right now. I
undid the ropes so she would rest
better.”

“C-can I see her?” Mary Price
asked.

In a more normal tone Craig
said, “It’s all right to peek in, but
it would be better to leave her
alone for the time being. Did you
call the doctor?”

Mary and Bert tiptoed to the
door and opened it a little. They
could see Helen Holcolm on the
bed. She appeared relaxed. The
ropes were hanging over the foot
of the bed. They closed the door
again gently.

“Yes, I called the doctor,” Mary
said. “I couldn’t reach him, but
his office girl said she would have
him come when he got back.”

“What did you say?” Craig said,
his voice loud again. “It’s all
right to speak in a normal tone.
It won’t awaken your sister.”
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Louder Mary said, “The doctor is
out on a call. He’ll come when he
gets back.”

“Good!” Craig said. “Let’s have
a cup of coffee or something. I'm
beginning to get hungry.”

He urged them insistently out of
the hallway into the living room,
and closed the hall door. Mary
hurried into the kitchen. Bert,
looking much relieved and a great
deal more friendly, smiled at
Craig. “Care for a little drink
while you wait?” he suggested.

Craig returned the smile. “It’s
just what I need,” he said expan-
sively. Bert went to the liquor
cabinet. Carl and Sonia  were
looking questioningly at Craig. He
gave them a warning look and
shook his head imperceptibly.

“I think I'd like a drink too,”
Carl said with elaborate casual-
ness.

“Why don’t you go out and
bring in our bags?” Craig said has-
tily. “You can have a drink la-
ter. I think I'd better help you.
My bag has some things in it I
don’t want to get banged around.”

Bert turned from the liquor cab-
inet. “I could show you your
rooms now. Then you could put
your bags in your rooms and know
where to go later. We can all have
a drink when we get that out of
the way.”

“Sure,” Craig said. “That’s a
good idea. We might as well get
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settled. Then we’re ready for
anything. Come on, Sonia.”

“I might as well start dinner
then,” Mary said. “I bought some
nice steaks this morning, soon as
I knew you were coming.”

Craig hesitated. “Better delay
the steaks,” he said. “The doctor
might come any minute. We can
always eat after he goes.”

“That’s right too,” Mary said.
“Coffee’ll be ready in five min-
utes.” The percolator chose that
time to give its first experimental
snort. They all looked at it in sur-
prise; then laughed.

Outside, Craig looked up at the
star-studded sky. “Nice night,”
he said to Bert. “By the way
Mary said Helen’s car had the
top smashed. Where is it? At
the garage being fixed?”

“No. I changed the tire, that’s
all. It’s parked on the other
side of the office. Want to look
at it?”

“Id like to,” Craig said.
runs all right?”

“Sure. Want to see it now or
after—?”

“Might as well take a look at
it while I'm thinking of it,” Craig
said.

Bert led the way. It was a
bright red hardtop convertible.
Craig ran his fingers along the
dent that had pushed the top in
two thirds of the way across. His
fingers touched little flakes of tree
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bark. There was a jagged inden-
tation where the broken butt of a
branch had hit hard. Farther back
was a deep scratch made by the
same thing as it slid off.

While still seeming to be exam-
ining the damage to the car, Craig
studied the windows of the motel
and checked them with his mem-
ory of the interior. The car was
parked just outside the window
where Helen lay unconscious:
“You sure Helen’s car will run
all right?” he asked, raising his
voice slightly. “How’s the gas?”

“Nothing wrong with the mo-
tor,” Bert said. “Gas may be low.
I don’t know. I doubt it though.
Helen always likes a full tank and
it wouldn’t take more than two
three gallons for her to come
down.”

“I see,” Craig said. “Well let’s
get our stuff in and get settled
for the night.” He turned away
from the car. Back at the station
wagon in front of the office he
said in a barely audible voice, “Do
you have a spare key to the sta-
tion wagon, Bert? Things may
happen in a hurry when they get
started.”

“I was wondering if anything
was going to happen,” Bert said
“I've been noticing things, but
wouldn’t say ' nothing. You take
my key.” He slipped it into
Craig’s hand.

“And the key to Helen’s car?”
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Craig said.

“I put it in her purse—in the
bedroom with her.”

“Good. Leave it
Craig said.

Carl had lifted out the three
light bags. Sonia picked up hers,
and stood waiting.

Craig ‘turned with his back to
the station wagon and looked to-
ward the peak of Mt. Rainier, a si-
lents ghostly giant. Even as he
looked, dark shapes seemed to ma-
terialize around it, obscuring it.

“Could be another storm brew-
ing up there,” Bert said quietly.
“After last night I wouldn’t be
surprised.”

“Could be,” Craig agreed. “Let’s
get our things in and have that
drink.” He picked up his bag:

They followed Bert Price down
the row of identical fronts to the
two motel units. Just before they
went in Craig said, “Darn! I had
a small instrument case. It must
still be in the car. Go ahead. I'll
go back and get it.” He set his
bag down and started toward the
station wagon without waiting for
a reply. He had almost reached it
when the sound of a starter broke
the silence. A car motor came to
life on the other side of the build-
ing. Craig ran the rest of the
way and was turning the station
wagon when the bright red conver-
tible shot out onto the highway.

He heard Bert shout, “Hey!”

that way,”
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Then he was on the highway head-
ed toward Rainier National Park,
his foot pushing the gas pedal
to the floor, the tail lights of the
car ahead two red dots in the dis-
tance. He didn’t turn on the head-
lights. He didn’t want ‘the car
ahead to know it was being follow-
ed.

Had he done right? He ponder-
ed the question now, when it was
too late. There was so much he
didn’t know and could only guess
at. Too, his understanding of the
goal and purpose of existence
might be wrong. There were those
who would have insisted he was
wrong, he knew.

And if he were wrong, he was
opposing God and allying himgself
with the forces of evil. But it
went deeper than that. It went to
the very foundations of Reason.
Almost from the day of his birth
he had been aware of other-world
beings guiding him, teaching him,
influencing him. He had accept-
ed them as real even when adults
with their “greater wisdom” had
solemnly assured him they were
the product of his imagination.

As he grew older he encountered
the teachings of men of past eras,
and men of modern eras, who con-
firmed his experiences with their
own. The writings of these men
had assured him on the validity of
his extra-normal senses, but con-
fused him on the validity of the
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teachings of his spirit friends, for
almost invariably the books writ-
ten by world authorities taught
that the soul of man had always
existed and reincarnated time af-
ter time wuntil it became perfect.

But their teachings went far-
ther, were more subtle. These
great living teachers proclaimed
that the ultimate goal of these
many incarnations was abasement
of self tc the point where self was
completely eradicated. Heaven to
them, was a state where all desire
was destroyed. All memory of self
was eradicated, and the psyche be-
came one with the Creator for-
ever, having lost its identity by
voluntary  relinquishment.  Self
was Sin, to them. The desire to
survive as a person was self-ish,
and synonymous with Satan.

To become One with God was
the goal of existence.

All religions all philosophies,
from early Greek literature to all
modern religions affirmed this sol-
emnly, though some totally ignored
the re-incarnation aspect.

It was this very unanimity of
teaching that made Craig doubt
his own teachers. He still doubt-
ed, and_the doubt was encouraged
by them.

What did they teach? They
taught him that a new soul was
created with each new-born child,
immortal, enduring forever, but
newly created, never existing be-
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fore. They said each physical
world was a vast Garden, a breed-
ring place where souls came into
existence, to rise eventually to-
ward the stars, toward the inter-
stellar regions where the vast and
eternal civilizatéon had its dwelling
place.

But they also taught that self
was forever a vital part of the
freedom of the soul, that commun-
ion as individuals, growing toward
complete development of self,
rather than its annihilation, was
the goal of existence. They taught
that reincarnation unless conducted
along rigid lines of preservation of
identity was The Evil of the
flesh; that teachings leading an in-
dividual toward a goal of loss of
identity, to merge with the identi-
ty of God, were a snare prepared
by self-proclaimed gods who set
themselves up above the Creator
and believed they were the one
God.

It was all so subtle and all so
intangible—and all in his own
mind, in the last analysis. And
the two teachings were diametri-
cally opposed. The one, the teach-
ing of reincarnation, was that
blending of the soul with God was
the goal. The other, that of his
teachers, was that identity of self
was the inherent right of even the
finest unit of all reality, God-
given.

Which philosophy was right?
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Until this moment Craig Barnes
had been positive that he knew.
But now—

He stared grimly at the twin
red lights ahead on the highway,
aware that they were guided by an
entity intent on saving God, while
he, Craig Barnes, was guided by
an equally inflexible intent to de-
stroy God. It was as simple as
that.

Ahead, somewhere within the
vastness of Mt. Rainier, was God.
Ten billion, a hundred billion, ten
thousand billion souls, their paths
through reincarnation after rein-
carnation completed, all self wiped
out, their identities lost in sub-
servience to one identity. Sub-
servience?  Submission, perhaps.
Blending. Self-awareness complete-
ly gone and fenced out as the
paramount sin inherited from the
flesh.

Craig had only had glimpses of
its vastness. Almost an entire civ-
ilization covering hundreds of gen-
erations, sprawled over the enfire
western half of the world eight or
nine thousand years before the
dawn of recorded history, had lain
here in the heart of Rainier, un-
detected, lost from the records.

Or so Craig’s teachers told him,
while God patiently told him these
teachers were the Serpent, whose
cunning was unmatched, but whose
tongue could tell nothing but lies.

Grimly Craig rode through the
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night, guided only by two red eyes
that retreated faster and faster in-
to the approaching storm. And
he didn’t know!

God had called for help through
a mortal, and of all the people
alive on this earth that call had
been relayed to one who would
come, not to help Him, but to de-
strov Him.

The voice -of thunder swelled and
crackled above the sound of the
motor, the whine of the tires. The
dark clouds cracked up in jagged
rents of blinding light that im-
mediately closed and healed.

And the twin red spots ahead
raced on and on, while Craig
clung grimly to the wheel and fol-
lowed, his headlights still darken-
ed, the ghostly shadows of trees
rushing past on either side.

The highway began to slope up-
ward. Now with dangerous regu-
larity the twin lights that guided
him blinked out as the car ahead
rounded a curve. He was tempt-
ed to turn on the headlights, but
voices, familiar voices, whispered
to wait a while longer, to follow
their direction. They were his
teachers, who claimed theyv were
from the stars. Devils? Or an-
gels? Cunning devils. They asked
him to doubt them, to prove they
weren’t angels. Even now they
didn’t seem to care one way or the
other whether he believed what
they had taught him was the truth
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Slowly to the right now.

You won’t see the edge of the
pavement ahead for a hundred
yards, but go STRAIGHT!

The road twists too much for
directions ahead, so follow me.
And a barely perceptible ball of
glowing light materialized, seem-
ing to be a refraction within the
windshield. But Craig followed it,
never slacking his speed though the
car skidded dangerously and once
seemed to hang over the edge of
a cliff, the valley below seerhing
unnaturally far down.

It was a matter of opinion, in
a way. Just because his teachers
were unguessed centuries old, and
spent most of their time in inter-
stellar space, didn’t mean they had
discovered Absolute Truth. On the
other hand, God Himself could
be wrong. Hadn’t He guessed
wrong about Lucifer? About Adam
and Eve? But he couldn’t be
wrong about knowing He was God.
Nor could these billions of human
souls that had travelled the long
hard road toward Nirvana—and
reached their goal. All things are
relative. There could be no Ab-
solute Truth except that deter-
mined by God Himself.

That was it, wasn’t it? That
was why it was necessary to have
faith. Wasn’t it? Reason led you
nowhere except in circles built
upon words that had no meaning.

Once you accepted Absolute Truth
and believed it absolutely, every-
thing was simple, your goals def-
inite.

Then why do so many different
faiths follow so meny different
Truths? AND EACH INSIST IT
HAS THE ONE TRUTH?

REASON! The basic teaching
of Reason is doubt. Doubt even
of Reason itself! Cunning, to

teach you to doubt everything and
moil around in circles, never get-
ting anywhere.

God was the only refuge from
doubt. God was infinitely kind.
He would permit him to keep his
identity so long as he felt a need
for it. Only ithose who willingly
renounce all memory of self, of
identity, could become One with
God. God forgave even those who
came; not to save him, but to de-
stroy Him!—provided they repent-
ed and gave their soul into His
Keeping.

A feeling of peace and happi-
ness crept over Craig. It had
taken so long, so many years of
study and doubt, to find the Truth.
But God had known he would!

The contact -was  strong, now
that he accepted God, and the
thoughts emanating from that Vast
Being were dignified and gentle,
incapable of deceit or error. How
many times had his teachers de-
deceived him—and chuckled mer-
rily when he finally saw through
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their deceptions. They had called
it part of learning!

The twin red guiding lights
ahead blinked out again. Their
absence sent a flood of terror

through Craig. Abruptly, vicious-
ly, he snapped -on the headlights.
He was no longer a spy, sneaking in
to destroy God. He was an ally of
that being controlling  Helen’s
body. God had had to take that
way to bring him up here to mend
the rent in his chamber within
the mountain. How infinitely wise
was God, how mysterious his
workings! That small case of ex-
plosive his teachers had inspired
him to bring to destroy God would
be exactly enough, placed in the
right spot, to make God secure
again, his auric shield imbedded
in unbroken, timeless granite.

The tail lights appeared again,
going slower. Undoubtedly the
spirit possessing Helen’s body now
knew he was following to help.

Not in seven thousand fears had
anyone had a chance to help God
like this! The thought made Craig
almost giddy. And it was only
the beginning. He would remain
with God, of course, sealing him-
self into the chamber; but in time
things might develop so he could
return to the world and bring it
into the fold.

He was directly behind Helen’s
convertible as it turned off the
highway to park under the trees.
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Lightning crisscrossed the low
ceiling of unbroken clouds so con-
stantly that its light made the
ground clearly visible through the
driving rain.

Craig put the small bag of ex-
plosive under his coat even though
the bag was waterproof. No use
taking chances. He opened the
door of the car, stepped out, and
went to the other car. He could
see Helen’s face through the rain
drenched window. She smiled at
him, trusting him. It was her
body that smiled, not Helen, but
if she had been in her body she
would have smiled, just the same,
because God had contacted Zer.
Right now she was imprisoned,
asleep, within his own auric shield.
When she awakened she would be
happy that he had finally seen the
truth that she saw. It was all so
simple, so single-valued, so exhil-
arating to the spirit.

He opened the car door for her
and held out his hand to her.
“Come,” he said simply.

She stepped out into the rain.
She looked up into his face, a glad
light in her eyes, her divinely beau-
tiful face being cleansed gently by
Nature’s raindrops. His hands,
unguided by his conscious mind,
lowered the bag of explosive to the
ground.

She went into his arms, her own
encircling his neck. Her red lips
sought his in the rain, their mu-
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tual wetness making the contact
slippery and delightful.

Her body pressed hungrily
against his, and after a moment
their body warmth mingled and
destroyed the clammy feeling of
wet clothes. Her body and lips
moved with the eternal promise of
womanhood, and a voice came into
existence within him, assuring him
that that promise would be fullfill-
ed, a thousand time a thousand
times, in a thousand successive
lives, and throughout eternity. Was
this not the first step on the long
road to becoming One with God—
to become One with each other?
To .love one another as yourself
—-or more than one’s self.

“Please, Craig,” Helen said
huskily after an unguessable time.
““We have something we must do,
before ” .

“I know,” Craig said gruffly.
“You'll have to show me the way.
Is it far?”

“Not far. I traced the way and
know every step.”

Craig picked up the explosive
and cradled it under his left arm.
He put his right arm protectively
around Helen’s waist to keep her
from stumbling. Their hips touch-
ed, and blended into the rhythm
of walking.

“Who are you?” Craig asked.
abruptly.

“Who am I?”™ Helen echoed.
Her gay laugh sounded, then was

lost in the thunder that exploded
almost directly overhead. In the
quiet that followed, she said, “I
am God.”

“But how can that be?” Craig
said, surprised. “Something tells
me it’s true, but how can it be?”

“God is not confined to one place
or time,” she explained “When
the hosts of the Serpent are finally
destroyed and cast into the eter-
nal pit, God can be present in ev-
ery person on Earth in full con-
sciousness”

“All two billion?” Craig asked.

“Even if there were a thousand

times that many people,” she said.

“I can be Omnipresent, Omnicon-
scious. Those are ithe attributes of
God alone. And they are possible
only when self is destroyed in the
final blending with God — the
return of the spark, the soul, to
the Creator.”

“But—but—” Craig’s mind re-
fused to complete the thought.

Helen® laugh was musical
“No,” she said. “You did not kiss
God. You kissed the lips of a
girl. A girl who truly loves you
or even I could not have forced
those lips to meet yours so inti-
mately. Her original desire was
there already. I merely permitted
it to express itself.” She peered
through the rain toward a cliff that
had just emerged from the obscur-
ity of the rain. “We are almost at
the opening,” she said.
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Then Craig saw the opening.
It shone with a strange light that
came from within. It seemed ut-
terly black to his eyes—and then
he was sure he was not seeing it
with his physical eyes.

At the same moment the heavens
seemed to rip open. Rain fell in
rivulets. Lightning was millions
of angry tongues of fire. A terri-
ble wind swept past him into the
tunnel opening, but it was not a
physical wind. It was frigid with
the cold of outer space, yet warm
as it swept through and around
him.

And it was forced back, hot
and humid.

The ground trembled with an
earthquake. A thousand atom
bombs seemed to explode a few
feet above, so loud was the thun-
der. But the wind retreated,
seeming to hover and to wait.

“God has repulsed the full might
of the Serpent!” Craig marveled
in his thoughts. .

“God is Omnipotent,” Helen said
simply.

Then the rain was behind them.
They were in the narrow passage-
way. Craig could see the fresh-
ness of the tunnel walls. The fresh-
ness and ancientness. Thousands
of years ago this tunnel had been
carved by human hands—and seal-
ed up with concrete. He could
see bits of it clinging to the sur-
face.
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“Yes,” Helen said. “Man turn-
ed away from God,. With the help
of the Serpent he sealed this cham-
ber—for all time, he hoped. But
God turned it into His abiding
place. By the clock of eternity
He would be here only a brief mo-
ment of timé.”

The bore went straight at a
gentle slope. The problem of seal-
ing the tunnel again began to oc-
cupy his thoughts. For a perman-
ent seal the bore should not have
'been so straight in the first place.
It should have been an irregular
line. Even then, concrete wasn’t
the best thing in the world. It
would crack into chunks from
overheating. That was why a good
quake had sent it tumbling oeut
into whatever cavern lay ahead.

“When you find a place,” Helen
said.

Craig didn’t answer. An eager-
ness to get it done possessed him,
hastening his steps.

Helen tripped. He picked her
up and carried her.

“Let me hold the explosive,” she
suggested. ]

“Uh uh,” he said automatically.

“Please?” she teased.

“Don’t distract me,” Craig said,
grinning. “I’ve got to keep my
eyes open for a place this stuff will
do some good. Along here it would-
n’t even chip the walls, let alone
plug the tunnel.”

“But it’s the same all the way,”
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she protested.

“Then I’ll have to look the whole
thing over,” Craig said. “There’s
only this one shot. We can’t waste
it.”

“Let me down,” Helen said.

Craig hesitated. “Sure you’ll be
okay?” He let her down. She
walked along beside him.

The black light took on a gold
tinge as it grew stronger. Hours
seemed to have passed. Eventu-
ally Craig could see a circle of
light almost pure golden in color.
He went toward it, forgetting to
study the tunnel walls. Helen, be-
side him, seemed as eager to go
forward.

"They emerged into the vast un-
der ground chamber within the
heart of Rainier. Craig halted with
a gasp of amazement and awe.
Man-made steps descended the
sheer wall of the cavern, hugging
the wall and touching bottom a
third of the way around, two hun-
dred feet below.

The half of the cavern floor but-
ting on the stairs was of smooth
stone, upon which huge chunks of
broken masonry were scattered.
Here then was the concrete that
had plugged the bore, sealing this
hidden place for seven thousand
years, so ‘that with the almost im-
pregnable auric shield God had set
up around it, it had been un-
detected even by—by whom? He
ran his hand vaguely over his eyes.

He couldn’t remember, but it did-
n’t matter.

Beyond this semicircle of stone
floor was a space that dropped to
still further depths, into which he
could not see unless he descended
the steps to the floor below.-

Out of an opening to the right,
in the sheer wall, flowed a river
of purest gold. Its flow was
almost imperceptibly slow. From
the depths came a soft roar as of
a waterfall, and golden droplets
were coming back up in a fine
spray, and in their depths a thous-
and rainbows glistened.

Without being aware of having
started down, Craig found himself
almost a third of the way. Helen
was ahead of him, running. He
tried to catch up with her but she
reached the floor when he was still
a fourth of the way up.

She ran to the edge of the floor
where it dropped into the depths.
For an instant his heart stood still
as she seemed about to leap. Then
she stopped and looked back, and
he felt a conviction within him
that she had been going to leap,
but a thought made her change
her mind. Remembrance of him,
and of the task of closing the tun-
nel.

Then he was standing beside
her, looking down.

He had been here before!

This face across the abyss,
fully twenty feet from chin to the
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top of the head, had been etched
into his soul for a past eternity.
It’s terrible majesty, the infinite
wisdom revealed in the life of those
half hidden eyes. The mercy and
kindness molded into the huge but
perfectly formed lips.

Black. Black deeper than any
mortal color, more wonderful than
mere physical eyes could detect.
No physical light emanated from
it, and instinctively Craig knew
no physical radiation could touch
a single atom of that giant face
because each atom, each cell of
that wvast face was an immortal
soul.

This was God. Each atom of
this giant head was God. He knew
now why Helen had intended to
leap to her death. That atom
from the Face of God had forgot-
ten its purpose in its desire to
return to its place.

He knew, too, why he remem-
bered this place and thought he
had been here before. This place
was etched into the racial con-
sciousness of man. A  thousand
unformed thoughts struggled with-
in him to emerge, but were too
lost over the generations.

This was the face that no mor-
tal could look upon and live.

Craig stepped closer to the edge
of the abyss with the intent of
leaping to his death—to free his
spirit so it could become part of
God. The expression on that ob-
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sidian Face held him. He remem-
bered that first he must seal the
cavern.

That was why he was here. It
had to do with states of matter.
Vibration. God couldn’t seal the
tunnel.

His teacher could seal the tun-
nel, but that hadn’t been their in-
tention. Why had they needed
im here?

God couldn’t seal a tunnel and
the teachers couldn’t do something
else What was it? It was funny:
The more Craig thought of it the
funnier it seemed. He tittered,
his lips drooling. He wiped his
chin and thought about it some
more, and it got even funnier. God
couldn’t seal his own cavern! He
needed a man, a mere mortal who
hadn’t existed at all thirty-five
years ago, to do it for him. - And
some high power explosive, of
course. Where was the explosive?
Oh yes, under his arm.

He held them up where he could
see the brown bag they were in.
He had bought that bag in a drug-
store for a dollar ninety-eight, and
the explosives from a wholesale

house after getting a permit
through a long distance call to his
congressman.

It was so funny he wanted to lie
down on the floor and whoop and
roll.

And the teachers were no bet-

(Continued on Page 116)



HEN France rejected the
‘/‘/ EDC plan on August 21.

1954, it was just another
“man from tomorrow” prediction
come true. But what is more im-
portant was the manner in which
this prediction was made. When
we first made the prediction
nearly two years ago, the idea
that" France would upset the ap-
plecart was remote; it was the
problem of Germany refusing to
build up an armed force for the
proposed army. It was purely
“psychic” prediction. Against all

;!,

The Man from

TOMORROW

*

prediction for France at this mo-
ment. She will protest the Amer-
ican bases in Spain, and refuse to
permit American aircraft to cross
her territory. She will demand,
as a price forrelaxation of her ob-
stinacy, a military helping hand
in holding African colonies. She
will be refused.

Although today the publicity is
toward a threat against Formosa
by the Chinese Reds, the island
will not be menaced, but military
pressure will be put upon all non-
English-interest areas in south-

reason. And it is in the same way east Asia, to convince them that
that we wish to make a further cooperation with Chinese Com-
This is MYSTIC Magazine’s “department of prophecy.” In the

past, some sensational prophecies have been made, which
have come to pass. Generally they consist merely of random
thoughts of your editor. But we also publish prophecies by any
of our readers who care to “get in on the act.” The purpose
of the department is to prove, by actual prophecies published,
and a record kept of those that come true, whether or not
we do have a strange sense of precognition. You are invited
to join the editor in his unusual experiment. Can you foretell
the future? Are you also a “man from tomorrow?”
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munism is not only expedient, but
desirable.

During the week of April 6,
1955, a disastrous earthquake will
strike in the East Indies. It will
be followed swiftly by one in
China, and another in Italy.

Three governmental leaders will
die before July 1, 1955-

A tidal wave will cause mod-
erate damage to the West Coast
of the United States and Lower
California.

The wettest winter on record
will be recorded all over the world.

The “temporary” increase in the
debt limit (another man-from-to-
morrow prediction come true) will
be permanent, as predicted.

There will be an up-surge in
business for the next two years,
and all thought of depression will
be forgotten. Yet, it will be big-
business which profits most, and
many little businesses will be
driven to the wall by the unfair
competition. Labor will suffer re-
verses, because a surplus of labor
and a generally rising fear on the
part of the working man that he
can and will lose his job unless he
eases up on strike threats and
wage demands. Labor unions will
suffer from internal dissension.

Contrary to expectations, the
Republican Party will strengthen
itself in coming elections: this due
to the up-swing in business, and
the decision on the part of voters
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not to be hasty, and to give the
Party a chance to show one way
or the other what it can do.

A showdown is due on flying
saucers. Many people will criti-
cize handling of the project to
date, and vehemently denounce
will-o-the-wisp chasing and heavy
spending in fruitless research.

A series of baffling discoveries
regarding Mars and the Moon will
cause astronomers to be very cau-
tious in the future on giving vent
to positive statements regarding
their knowledge of these two
bodies and the possibilities of life
on either of them. A large mete-
orite will fall during 1955 in a
heavy populous area, but there
will be an element of luck due to
the hour of the day in which it
falls.

Biggest news of the year will
be supplied by radio-telescope re-
search. There will be much more
interest in the nearby heavens
than in the distant galaxies.

It will be increasingly evident
that insect sprays, weed-killers and
chemical preservatives for food
are far more dangerous in their
long-term effects than in their
temporary benefits. Many states
will forbid the use of weed-killers.

A wave of food-fadism, as it will
be called will sweep the nation,
and fortunes will be made in “nat-
ural” products. Doctors every-
where will endorse the fad.



The SEANGE CIRCLE ...

Letters from the Undead

Dear Mr. Palmer:

May we congratulate you upon
the completely refreshing new ap-
prcach to modern Occultism as
presented in your fascinating new
MYSTIC Magazine.

Your editorial comment introduc-
ing each major article gives one
such a revealing and self-partici-
pating feeling, it adds 1009% value
to the reader. It has been said
that in this new Aquarian Age, suc-
cessful theatre productions will
include audience participation. You
have scooped the new theatre in
this respect by your arresting sug-
gestion to freely express one's
views on the subjects presented.

Particularly do we wish to men-
tion “STRANGE CHILDREN” by
Millicent X. Horton in your August
issue. We have heard this discuss-
ed at various places. It seems to
haVe made a deep impression upon
every reader. Now I am rather
expecting, the next place I go to
hear some one say again, ‘“Have
you read Strange Children in the
August Mystic?”

Since the writer happens to
know some of the people mention-
ed in this article, I can wvouch for
the truth of the comments made.
Miss Horton has done a superb bit
of artistry in combining factual
proof with the less well known
principle of reincarnation.

What she has done to bring a
greater understanding of a child’s
world to parent or teacher, is some-
thing that should be reprinted in
every educational publication. Chil-

dren everywhere will rise up and
call her Blessed! Would be glad
now to have a sequel for the teen-
age and young adult—where un-
thrilling marriages were found to
be due to the fact that in a pre-
vious lifetime, the present husband
and wife had been brother and
sister. Am sure Miss Horton could
again create new Light on many
a puzzling home situation. Her
writing is so lucid, no one can fail
to follow thru and reap a real
value from this new Light on the
Higher Laws.
Ariel Taylor Warren
154 West 57th
New York, N. Y.

Dear Editor Palmer:

Why, or why don’t you hire some-
one to edit the errors out of your
Mystic publication? The more
gross of your errors can only stim-
ulate mirth in derision of your
magazine.

I cite the statement in ‘The
Ghost of Granada’ published in
the August 1954 issue, “He pick-
ed the dog up to examine him for
whelps on the skin—”. Not only
is the creature in question not of
the correct sex for whelping, but
a new scheme of propagation would
have to be devised to permit
whelps appearing on the skin.

In your own editorial you stated
that the first issue of the maga-
zine was published in November of
1954. As that date has yet -to
come, you really performed a neat
trick.
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When there i8 such a wealth of
genuine psychic phenomen at this
time why do you not present some
of it to the public rather than the
cheap fiction which clutters Mystic?

All these comments I have
meant- to be constructive. I am
glad that Mystic is being publish-
ed. I hope it can grow to fulfill
the needs of the psychically in-
clined. I do feel that a good proof
reader would do much to stimulate
the circulation of your publication.
Errors do much to lower the value
of any magazine in the estimation
of the reading public.

M. I. Codding
4572 W. 147th Street
Lawndale, California

Breathes there a proofreader who
to himself has mnot said (as the
printed product in finished form
was placed in his hand) : “Now how
did that typo get there!” He will
swear he corrected it, and accuse
the printer, and the printer will
thrust his okayed proofsheet at him
and silence him forever. One time
your editor determined there would
be an issue of his magazine abso-
lutely free from errors, and he
strove mightly—only to find, in the
finished product, that his own name
was misspelled! Since then, he has
shuddered at every error, but he
has also realized—it CAN'T BE
DONE.—But we DO try.—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

Received reading from Mrs. Dor-
othy Spence Lauer from my chart
which you were so very kind to
forward for me. I wish to express
my sincere appreciation for this
kindness.

Mrs. Lauer has requested that I let
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you know if I have been pleased
with the reading. To say that I
am pleased with the reading is put-
ting it mildly. The proof of the
pudding is in the eatng as the say-
ing goes.

Part of the reading told about
my being worried about a person
who seems very confused, but will
snap out of their actions thereby
pr‘oving they are seemingly under
an illusion of something—not fac-
ing reality, they will, so don’t wor-
ry. This 1is positively exactly
what I have been doing. Also I
am urged not to make a residential
move -at this time—I will know
WHY later. This is also correct,
as I have been toying with the
thoughts of such a move. Also was
advised to be very sure about go-
ing to another state later on was
really what I wanted because once
the move was made it would be
permanent. Had often given this
a lot of thought.

Most of the reading concerns the
future which I shall be happy to
report as to the accuracy as things
transpire.

Again thanking you for the op-
portunity to contact such a gifted
lady as Mrs. Lauer, I am,

B. F. Robinson
116 North Pearl St.
Buffalo 2, N. Y.

We have been receiving numer-
ous letters from readers who have
had an analysis of their psychom-
etry chart by Mrs. Lauer, and al-
though it is much too early to
say as yet, it would seem that Mrs.
Lauer has a great deal ‘‘on the
ball”! Particularly has she called
the shot on your editor, and we
to thank her for writing to us so
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often awith her random impressions,
which she gives ws without ask-
ing! How can she know these
things, unless she has some strange
ability? One thing we want to
mention is that Mrs. Lauer has
been swamped with charts, and if
your answer 1is mnot immediately
forthcoming, please be patient!/——
Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

I am very much interested in MYS-
TIC MAGAZINE having been a
student of the Ageless Wisdom since
1927. I note in your statements to
correspondents that you often say
“I do not believe” some particular
thing. I wonder if you will resent
a suggestion.

Many years ago I learned that
the word belief could be stultifying
or limiting to one’s thinking. I
then -substituted the word “accept”
for it,

That is to say, let us take the
idea of reincarnation which you
seem to particularly emphasize in
your comments. Now I am either
blessed or cursed, whichever way
you wish to put it, with a somewhat
logical mind. Anything that seems
reasonable to me I ‘“accept” as part
of my philosophy. I mull it over,
bring facts to bear upon it, turn it
over in my mind. If in the end I
find it grows into my conception
of things and helps me to live a
fuller and more complete life, then
I know that for me, and I empha-
size the word, for ME, that thing
is a truth.

When I first encountered the
ideas of reincarnation and karma,
or the reaping of what we sow, the
two concepts seemed reasonable—
far more reasonable than the idea
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that we are born at a certain time,
live a certain number of years then
depart for some unknown goal. Re-
incarnation explained so very much
that otherwise had no answer, also
I would very much rather be pun-
ished by my sins or errors than for
them. (Is this last idea clear to
you?)

So reincarnation found a per-
manent -place in my life and then
a very wonderful thing happened.
I was given the opportunity of
proving that it was indeed a fact.
And it is a fact.

Do not mistake me, I can not
prove it to you or to Henry Smith
or Mary Jones, but I have relived
at least four of my own past ex-
periences and so I KNOW,

What I am trying to do by this
brief letter is to suggest that ideas,
concepts and doctrines be ‘‘accept-
ed” rather than believed. Then aft-
er so long a time if that idea, con-
cept or doctrine is not for you, dis-
card it and you have lost nothing.
On that contrary if it is for you
you may have gained a very great
deal.

Mrs. Pansy E, Black
1231 Pasadena Street
San Antonio, Texas

Pansy, would you mind if we
asked you a question? Mind you, we
mean no offense, and are actually
trying to learn something from you.
For our own benefit. You can be
very helpful in oyr “acceptance” of
things. Let us say that I was God.
And I appeared before you and
said: “Pansy, I'm going to ask you
one question, and your answer will
decide whether you go to eternal
happiness, or you cease to exist for-
ever as of now;’ Waell, Pansy, the
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question I'm going to ask is: “Are
youw willing to stake your very exis-
tence, right to this instant, on your
conviction that reincarnation is a
fact?” In other words, are you ab-
solutely positive? Is there any
chance at all that these “four exis-
tences you have relived”’ are mot
what they seem to be? Have you
the facts, mam? Let me say this,
Pansy: if my future existence de-
pended upon whether or not Jesus
really died on the cross, and de-
pended on my answer as to wheth-
er He did or did mnot, I'd have
to say: “I'm mot sure” And if I
suddenly *“remembered” a “life”
2000 years ago and remembered
being there as a witness to the
event, I'd still have to say “I’m not
sure”’. I couldn’t trust my memo-
ry, or whatever it was that gave
me the opportunity to relive my past
life. The idea that we reap what
we sow doesn’t need reincarnation
to make sense. Reincarnation seems
to say that there is nothing to ex-
istence but our life here on earth,
so we must return here to reap
what we didn’t have time to reap
before. What I want to know, is
why can’t we reap somewhere else?
In some other form of existence.

Why must it be here? A murderer
doesn’t reap at the scene of his
crime, he reaps in the electric chair,
or the gas chamber. And if he es-
capes, you postulate that he MUST
live again so he can reap. Who says
he won’t reap after he dies, wher~
ever he goes when he dies? If he
exists at all after death, he is cap-
able of reaping, The wages of sin,
it 18 said, 18 death. Death is called
the Grim Reaper. And when we
have been paid our wages, why
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have we anything else coming to
us? To me, reincarnation poses
ten questions for every one it an-
swers. You “accept” reincarna-
tion, but as YOU say, Pansy, don’t
you BELIEVE it! I hope I've
made myself clear, and I hope you
don’t think I'm giving you one of
my “dressing down” treatments!
I'd appreciate it greatly if you'd tell
me about your four past lives, how
you relived them, and what made
you accept them. It would be
mighty helpful!—Rap.

Dear Mr, Palmer:

I've just finished your August is-
sue of Mystic; and I sometimes read
Fate; I haven’t made up my mind
about either as yet Maybe
there is something to this sort of
stuff .

I mean that in most things if a
person makes ‘@ statement he can
back his word up with proof. Can
anyone prove they saw one or more
of these “saucers?” Can anyone
prove ‘“reincarnation?’ Can any-
one prove their psychic, or mystical,
powers? If one engineer says one
motor is better than another, and
you challenge his opinion he can
give you facts which may convince
you; he doesn’t say, “You aren’t
evolved enough; have faith, believe,
etc.” - If you have enough knowl-
edge you may prove him wrong;
but you have to have facts to do
it. There is too much of, “You’ll
have to take my word for it”

Advertisers know they can induce
the customer to buy with emotional
copy instead of factual copy, usu-
ally. You don’t use logic to seduce
a girl. Emotional appeals are al-
ways bombarding us: Contribute to
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this drive; Vote for this candidate;
Wear these clothes; Join this
church; Buy this car .

After you've been “stung” a few
times you wonder; you start de-
manding proof, if it is possible to
get it. You become more choosy.
I'm still interested in the sort of
things you cover in your maga-
zines; but I'd like to see some good
old facts. I've been reading about
religion, mysticism, the occult, psy-
chology, for a few years now; and
most of the stuff seems to be re-
hashes of what you can read in the
Sunday papers. Speculation, most
of it; nothing new, definite, or
practical.

We are supposed to be using only
ten percent of our mind-power, I'd
appreciate being able to use twenty
percent; but what kook or course
will really tell me how? I've come
to the conclusion no one can tell
me ;- but they sure try to make you
think that they can! Everybody

seems to have the answers, then
you find out they don’t. Inspira-
tional bboks are the worst; they

tell vou to have faith, (that’s their
out) but neglect to tell you how to
acquire faith. ‘‘Life can be Great”
routines—I can smell that kind of
book, and don’t bother to read them.
If an author of inspirational piffle
can’t get his message across in one
book, how in the heck is he going
to get it across in ten, or twenty-
He isn't.

I think most of us would like a
method, or formula, that would
really work, one that we could use
to help ourselves, and I mean in a
practical way. But I guess there
aren’t any . , . I don’t think we
want a Good Fairy to wave away
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our troubles with a magic wand;

kut we’'d like a real honest to good-
ness ‘key.”

Robert D. Harker, Jr.

726 Fourth St,

Hollister, Calif.

Bob, I don’t know why you are
asking for a “key”: you've got it!
But don’t hang all those things on
us: we don’t say “have faith’”; we
don’t ask you to vote for anybedy,
or wear clothes (there are even per-
sons we’d ask not to), we don’t pre-
sent any answers; we don’t dish
out inspiration; we don’t tell you
life is great. We don’t have any
routines as you call them. You
say everybody has the answers then
you find out they don’t. Well, we
don’t have the answers, so there’s
no disappointment waiting you
there! You are interested in this
sort of thing, and we consider it a
-good idea to give it to you. What
else can we say about your letter?
You say it all yourself, And for
that reason, we kinda think you’ll
go on reading us. We'll try to stay
interesting and mot Good Fairies!
—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

Allow me to thank you for the
pleasure and instruction I receive
from Mystic Magazine, which I
happily discovered about a month
ago.

What pleased me so much in the
latest issue was your editorial—
which demonstrated what is not
seen too ferquently, i. e., open-
mindedness and a fair and square
attitude; an absence of smugnmess,
know-it-allness, and dogmatism.

I have found in Mystic what I
have dreamed of for a long time—
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a magazine treating of the occult
and psychic in an intelligent man-
ner, and recognizing that unseen,
unknown, or mystic forces exist
and cannot be denied or pooh-pooh-
ed as sheer poppy-cock.

I confess that the Seance Circle
is not only interesting to me, but
I have searched in it for the pos-
sibility of finding writers from the
Pittsburgh area as I am compara-
tively new here. For some time I
have had the hope of meeting oth-
ers interested in the subjects you
deal with in Mystic and Fate, and
possibly that I might belong to,
or aid in the forming of, such a
group. Perhaps other of your read-
ers entertain a similar wish. As to
my own personal purpose in this, it
is only this: tobring kindred souls
together, to form friendships, toen-
courage a study and investigation
of the latent powers in man, and
as a result, to advance ourselves
and to help others

Larry Chieco
3403 Ward Street,
Pittsburgh 13, Pa.

Your idea of forming local groups
of MYSTIC readers is a very good
one. We'll be happy to help anyone
who wishes to do this, by providing
space in MYSTIC to announce such
a purpose, and invite readers to
nake contact.—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer,

We thought that you would like
to hear about the club we have
formed. Our purpose is to learn
all we can about Saucers and to
prepare ourselves for the mass
landing. The club is made up of
ten teenagers. We mee# twice a
month at different homes. At our
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meetings we discuss books, letters
and magazines (Mystic) that we
have read pertaining to Saucers
and related subjects.

We haven’t decided on a name
for our club yet and we wondered if
you could give us a suggestion.

We think it would be a good idea
if more clubs of this type were
started among other teenagers. If
there is anything that we can do
to help them get started, we would
be happy to do so.

Several people including members
of the club have seen strange ob-
jects and cloud formation, over Ma-
quoketa this past month.

Thank you for taking time from
your busy schedule to read our let-
ter.

Joanne Stoll, age 15 and
Catherine Bailey, age 16

Here is a club already formed!
Anybody want to join? Good luck
to you.—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

Aren’t there any women on Ven-
us? How come that we only get the
men? We would like more infor-
mation on life on Venus, about
their atmosphere, their vegetation,
food and family life, if any.

“In The Twinkling Of An Eye”
is perfectly logical to me. In the
eternity of no-time, the past, pres-
ent and future are all in the pres-
ent moment, and it merely becomes
necessary to tune-in to that oc-
tave to get the information quoted
in that article.

In dreams we run sequences that
seem to cover months of time but
when we awaken again we find
that only two or three minutes have
elapsed.



108

“The Inner Circle” meets my
own convictions of many years re-
garding reincarnation and karma.

Very interesting number is this
August MYSTIC Magazine.

Addison O’Neill, D. O.
1128 Hampton Road
Daytona Beach, Florida

We hope there are women on Ven-
us! But as for the other informa-
tion, we wonder if it makes any
difference? What if we did know
that they have a vegetable unlike
anything we have; or that they
have potatoes? Family life? We
might suspect it is something like
ours, (in which case there are wom-
en!) But what if it isn’t? Maybe
they have mo family life. Maybe
not even marriage. Maybe all chil-
dren are illegitimate. Is it valuable
information? But of course, maybe
Mr, Paul Vest will ask for us next
time, and we'll be happy to print
the answer. But really, is that what
we gare “investigating” in MYSe
TIC? We really don’t want stuff
like that—we want the opportunity
to get it if we WANT IT! And
up to now, there have been so many
hindrances. MYSTIC is out to
break down the barriers, and not
interested in the details, except as
the fruit of the breaking dowmn of
the barriers. We want to clear the
way for communication on & com-
mon level, available to all, and
with all the prejudices removed.—
Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

I am writing this as a criticism,
not to you nor anyone, but I would
like to say that your statement
about Mark Probert being the
greatest medium in America today
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takes in a lot of territory. I am
personally acquainted with Mr.
Probert, have made recording on
wire of his controls, and my record-
ing was substantially the same as
what you published in MYSTIC
Magazine.

I am associated with Dr. F. Ger-
ish, DD, who is a trance medium
and with myself, head of the
Church of Harmony in this area.
I have many recordings made of
sermons by the various controls, in-
cluding such people as Daniel the
prophet, Samuel the prophet,
Thomas Edison, F. D. Roosevelt,
Richard Halliburton, Illeana de An-
geleno, and many others.

I would like to tell you a little
about our church. No minister or
worker in the church is ever paid
in money for any service; whether
weddings, funerals, readings, heal-
ing treatments, etc. We neither ask
for nor accept money, nor is there
a collection taken in church meet-
ings whether here or in any other
city where we serve. We are non-
denominational, we will, work in
any church, and have done so on
many occasions, and do not ask
even for travel expenses, as we
know that God will provide. He
has in the past and we expect in
the future. We are not so well
know in the world, but there are
over ten million who are teaching
and demonstrating the same things
that we do here at Harmony Haven.

I read FATE, and once in a
while MYSTIC, but in general, we
are so very busy giving healing
treatments nearly every night and
much of the time in the daytime,
that we-~have little time for our-
selves.
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I visited Mr. Probert and talked
with him concerning the testing of
spirits as provided in the Bible.
I John 4:2 “Every spirit that con-
fesses that Jesus Christ came in
the flesh is of God.” He told me
he was not interested, but that he
was going to get what he could
financially out of his mediumship.
He has the right to do as he
pleases, and I do not.mean it as
a criticism, but we do not believe
in selling the gifts of God, nor in
buying. Read Acts about Simon
the sorcerer, who offered Peter
money for the Holy Ghost.

Mr. Probert used to have a con-
trol, Lao Tse, but I have reason
to believe does not participate in
his work any more. He came to
me some time ago, and requested
of me, would I pray for his prog-
ress, that he might better work in
God’s vineyard. Much good has
been manifest by our work along
that line in past years.

I would have you investigate for
yourself. We have had 100% ac-
curacy in all prophecies given to
us, and we believe it to be because
we do test them. Ask any medium
if they use the test. I have yet to
find one who charges or accepts,
who do this. We consider it the
MOST important teaching in all
our teachings.

There are many famous mediums
in the world, but I wonder, are
they great and wonderful in the
sight of God. Are they doing God's
work for God, or are they seeking
the praise of men, and reaping
their glory here on the earth?

CHURCH OF HARMONY

Joseph B. Garinger
St. Helena, Calif.
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We actually were unfair in saying
Probert was the greatest medium
in America today, weren’t we?
Let’s say he’s the greatest your ed-
itor has ever seen—which leaves
him quite an ignoramus, doesn’t it?
So, our apologies.

This question of “trying the spjr-
its”’ is one we have very much’ at
heart. MYSTIC is TRYING THE
SPIRITS! By giving them a
sounding board. By letting them
talk! The proof is nmot a matter
of answering  questions correctly
(who knows the correct answer
positively, in order to use it as a
positive check?); it is a matter of
performance! Let them perform;
watch, and decide for yourself if
they are proving themselves! And
likewise, what we say mnext is not
in criticsm of you, but I John 4:2
doesn’t constitute proof of any-
thing, least of all that the spirit
is “of God”. What spirit is NOT
“of God”’? Is there ANYTHING
not ‘of God”? If you are speak-
ing of the Creator, obviousy noth-
ing. Even Satan is “of God.” There-
fore, asking a spirit if he is a be-
liever in Jesus Christ’s appearance
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on earth in the flesh, merely
means he is a believer in Jesus
Christ’s appearance on earth in
the jlesh. It DOES NOT PROVE
that he isn’t the rankest kind of
liar in anything else he says; nor
of course does it prove that he 1s.
Actually, what the spirit says is its

own proof.. What we are interest-
ed in is this: IS HE A SPIRIT!

MYSTIC

What he says, is no more valuable
than what WE say. For we also
are spirits, or so we would like to
FIND 0OUT! Investigating the
truth is mot acceptance; it i8 in-
vestigating—and nothing else.

Your work is PROOF. You do
these things, including healing, and
without pay. It PROVES some-
thing to us. It proves there 1is
something in Man that isn’t in a
dog. It proves there is something
unseen.

We don’t know about Mr. Pro-
bert's financial aims—but we do
know that Mr. Probert refuses to
accept any money for his contri-
bution to MYSTIC! There you
have a fact. Is it proof? Appar-
ently only 50% proof, because Hr.
Probert apparently does not be-
lieve in the requirement of 1 John,
4:2. And judging from his recent
tour, giving demonstrations of his
abilities, and allowing many people
to listen to his controls and -decide
for themselves, Mr. Probert is not
selling his gifts—because he is a
very poor salesman, if he is! He
succeeds remarkably in losing mon-
ey!

But, Mr. Garinger, we ARE in-
terested in Dr. Gerish, and we’d de-
light in anything you and he could
contribute to MYSTIC. But really,
could you ask us to believe you
have Samuel the Prophet, or F.D.R.
just because the wvoice speaking
says “I believe in the flesh appear-
ance on earth of Jesus Christ?”

Certainly F.D.R. could prove it
more positively! Perhaps you have
that proof, in which case, for
pity’s sake, let MYSTIC broadcast
it to the world!l And mind you,
MYSTIC doesn’t say Yada is Yada,
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and believes what he says. But
MYSTIC does observe that Mark
Probert gives us SOMETHING we
onght to understand better — and
we expect to do just that!—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

Today I picked up a copy of
MYSTIC MAGAZINE. Insofar as
you are sincerely trying to investi-
gate certain phenomena which have
received little attention you have
my full support. However, I think
that your readers have a right to

demand that you do so in a man-

iqsueo l

ner which makes clear that you
are investigating and not merely
accepting.

Let us consider The Inner
Circle,” since I gather that you
have used such material before.
Here we have the case of a medi-
um—described as the ‘“‘mast amaz-
ing"” in America—allegedly giving
communications from three con-
trols.

The first is a Professor Alfred
Luntz. Luntz gives information
that he was an Episcopal clergy-
man, but carefully avoids all men-
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tion of dates and places. In other
words, it is impossible to check
up on him.

The second 1is Ramon Natalli,
who claims to have been a contem-
ary of Galileo, and speaks of the
fact that the latter was ‘“greatly
persecuted, made to suffer terrible
degradations.” Let us look at the
facts. Galileo got into trouble when
he tried to use the Bible to prove
his astronomical views. He was
committed to the care of a minor
nobleman, a friend, for a while
and then to his son, and ordered to
say the Seven Penitential Psalms
daily. If this constitutes persecu-
tion, terrible degradations, then
Natalli uses the Djugashivili tech-
nique and communication with him
is impossible.

The third is Yada, who tells us
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that during the reign of Monte-
zuma a nomadic race belonging to
the Aztec race left Mexico.” They
left their home in South America,
established a civilization now bur-
ied under the sands at the south
of the Grand Canyon. Now, first
of all the Aztecs were a tribe, not
a race. Secondly, it is obvious
that they did not leave both Mexi-
co and South America. Third, the
Aztecs seem to have emanated from
around Puebla and northern Oax-
aca; there is no reason to mention
South America in connection with
them. Fourth, the Aztec Empire
fell about 1520. To say nomads
from there roamed around a while,
then founded a civilization on the
Colorado, then disappeared and
their cities were buried under the
sands, all without leaving any his-
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torical record among the Spanish
settlers or oral traditions among
the Indians is manifestly impos-

MYSTIC

sible.

Fortunately we have devgloped
certain intellectual tools for con-
sidering material of this kind. We
may use the logical approach in
looking for coherence and consis-
tency. Such statements as the one
that the Aztees left Mexico and
South America obviously fail this
test. Second, we may use the
positivist approach and ask how
this can be verified. In the whole
article only those statements given
can be submitted to verification.

Of the three speakers, we find one
of them must be marked “insuffi-
cient” and the two others ‘“erron-
eous. “We may be pragmatic, and
ask what can be done with this
material. The answer is ‘nothing
at all.” So far as contributing to
our knowledge, you might just as
well have printed blank pages. We
may ask the semantic question,
“What does it mean?” I think
it means two things: Superfici-
ally we might say that it proves the
controls don’t know what they are
talking about and it is useless to
waste our time on them. On a deep-
er level I think it means that the
medium is talking while his con-
sciousness is more or less disasso-
ciated. That means the controls
are simply his subconscious. I sug-
gest you test this. Before publi-
cation of this letter, casually as-
certain whether the medium’s ideas
about Galileo and the Aztees con-
cur with those expressed by the
controls. I predict that you will
find the two are identical.

Now let me make this medium a
challenge which I have previously
made Sophia Williams.

I will furnish the names of three
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Americans who lived between 1800
and 1900. No one knows where
they were born or where they died.
Obviously some kind of verifiable
records — birth certificates, death
certificates, grave markers, news-
paper obituaries or what have you
—must be in existence. Now the
point will be for the controls to
contact one or more of these indi-
viduals and ascertain where docu-
mentary evidence may be obtained.
Recovery of such information will
be a definite indication that the
medum has access to supernormal
sources. The test is simple; there is
no trick of any kind in it and I am
ready to make my records of the
three individuals concerned avail-
able to you or your agent so that
there will be no question of their
actual existence.

Sophia Williams would not ac-
cept this challenge; I hope Mark
Probert has more confidence in his
alleged powers.

P. J. Rasch
567 Erskine Drive
Pacific Palisades, Calif.
You should have been at the seance
in Chicago, where your editor asked
Professor Alfred Luntz whether it
would do any good to check with
the Episcopal Church of Emngland
and determine whether there ever
was a Professer Alfred Luntz, and
when he died and where he is bur-
ted Our answer might prove some-
thing to you: “You will be wasting
your time.”

Now look at it this way: If
Luntz-Yada-Natall:, etc., are at
al “clever” or “foxy” (they object-
ed to the word ‘“‘intelligent”) they
would beat us to the punch 1in
picking an identity whose physical
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(Continued from Page 99)

ter. They couldn’t do something
that had to do with blowing
something up. They couldn’t
even get into the place. They

had tried — after he found the
opening for them. And they had
forgotten to tell him what he was
to do with the stuff when they told
him to buy it!

His laughter degenerated into
giggly, grunting breaths. He did-
n’t bother to wipe his chin any
more. It was too funny, this position
he held, of being necessary to
both sides. God and Satan, and
which was which?

God was black. But look who
called the kettle black! The teach-
er! He should be struck dead by
both sides in this struggle for
the universe, but he even knew
why they couldn’t touch him. He
was mad. Utterly mad.

God had done that. He should
have remembered no mortal could
look upon His face and live. His
reason was destroyed, and it was
God’s fault. God was a black dev-
il without a body. No wonder the
teachers wanted Him. destroyed—

Faster than thought Craig’s

arms lifted, carrying the bag of.

explosives. For a split second he
looked directly into the eyes of the
superbeing across the abyss, into
a mass consciousness that had
grown from one selfish spirit that
had incarnated through thousands

GOD IS IN THE MOUNTAIN

of lives, gathering ome new soul
into its complex with each incar-
nation, until finally it became su-
preme upon the Earth—for a time.

He looked into those eyes know-
ing what he was to do, and with-
in him he felt the forces of the
archangels of Heaven holding his
shattered mind steady for this one
supreme act.

Then he saw the brown bag sail
outward, and he was conscious of
having thrown it. He saw fear
flash across the awesome face. He
saw that Face begin to change
shape, to flow in an effort to
avoid the explosion.

He was flung backward by the
force of the blast. Even as he
stumbled to the floor he felt a
frigid wave from outer space sweep
past him.

On some level of consciousness
he was aware of thousands of
etheric ships hovering over the dis-
sociated parts of that terrible face,
gathering them into subatomic
nets, separating each soul and iso-
lating it.

A hundred generations of man
of seven thousand years in the
past was finally freed from bond-
age to a self that had never been
God, never been more than that
of a human, and never could have
been more, however long it hid.

He became aware of cool soft
hands caressing his forehead. He

(Continued on Page 124)



THE SEANCE CIRCLE

existence could be proved, and thus,
\when. we went seeking, would be
convinced. Or, if it is Mark Pro-
bert fooling us, perhaps he would
have been smart enough to pick
controls he can substantiate in real
lifee. WHAT DIFFERENCE DOES
IT MAKE IF IT IS PROFESSOR
LUNTZ or mnot? What does it
PROVE if he is? And since, as
he himself tells us, we would be
“wasting our time”, what proof is
there? Certainly nmot in a musty
church vrecord, or a grave. The
proof WE want is in what Profes-
sor Luntz says, and what VALUE
there is in it! Omne person present
wished to know if there was going
to be an earthquake in Chicago
which would destroy the city. Pro-
fessor Luntz refused to tell him.

“So that you can die in your au-
temobile as you flee from the
earthquake?” he asked. And how
truee HOW CAN PROFESSOR
LUNTZ KNOW WHETHER YOU
SHOULD FLEE OR REMAIN,
even if he knew there was going
to be an earthquake? Would you
want that responsibility? This
isn’t a place to mention Karma, as
it 18 entirely wmisleading, but just
as an example, what about Karma?
Some of us butt into others affairs
entirely too much, and it is a fact
that consulting the spirits has not
made any of us _rich, or healthy, or
given us power.

About Natalli., WHY are you
believing what he says? Or dis-
believing it? He says Galileo was
greatly persecuted. You say (and
history) that he had to say a few
prayers daily in penitence for his
astronomical views. All you should
want to know 1s this: IS RAMON
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NATALLI really MARK PRO-
BERT? 1Is EITHER ONE a fake?
By golly, Mr. Rasch, you’ve got to
decide that for yourself, by LIS-
TENING TO THEM BOTH.

Another spectator asked Luntz
if he was really what he claimed
to be, why did he speak with a
Cockney accent. Luntz asked if he
really “dropped his aitches”, (which
of course he didn’t). It only proved
the questioner didn’'t know what
a cockney accent was. But EVEN
IF LUNTZ HAD TALKED IN
AN ACCENT not consistent with
what he should talk in, what would
it prove? That he wasn’t LUNTZ?
But then WHO 1is he! The answer
to this sort of proof only brings
up a bigger mystery. It DOESN’T
prove he is PROBERT. Only one
thing can you say: Natalli is er-
roneous. But then, so are you. Es-
pecially in assuming that Yada was
talking about a race or tribe ex-
isting in 1520. In my question, I
was referring to a race or tribe
OVER 10,000 years old! I admit
I didn’t make myself clear, but ap-
parently Yada wunderstood suffi-
ciently so that he realized I wasn’t
asking about the “recent Aztecs”.

Yes, I know the true Aztec of Mex-
ico, of 1520, is exactly as our re-
searches find him to be. So let’s
not accuse Yada of an error. Re-
searchers also tell us the Aztecs
stem from a much older race, about
which NOTHING is known. Your
editor wanted to PROVE Yada in
his question, as he has informa-
tion from another source he wanted
to check. If Yada confirmed it,
there would be proof. Unfortun-
ately Yada just didn’t know.

Your challenge 1is interesting
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But your editor has dealt with such
challenges for many years, and
NONE has ever been successfully
met. We still hope one will. May-
be Mark Probert can do it. But
if he doesn’t, it isn’t a proof of
anything except that neither Mark
or his controls know the answer.
Even if he did give you the infor-
mation you seek, it wouldn’t prove
Yada to us! It proves mothing, be-
cause it COULD be Mark Probert,
using a mental power we still don’t
suspect or understand, which 1is
capable of obtaining that informa-
tion. Dr. Rhine is our ace re-
searcher today into such possibili-
ties. More power to him.

But miore on Mark in the follow-
ing letter.—Rap,

Dear Ray:

Last Friday, I met Mark and
Irene Probert and found they were
very lovely people. But Saturday,
is the evening that I won't forget.

I was a member of a very small
group that attended one of Mark’s
meetings. I spoke to Yada, I lis-
tened to the very sweet voice of
Sister Therese Vanderberg. She
gave a talk on love that I wish I
could hear over again. Unfortun-
ately, the tape that took down the
talk had been used quite a bit and
wasn’t much good. I 'asked ques-
tions of Professor Luntz. And
to answer one of them, he used an
incident that happened to my hus-
band when he was very young, and
that no one knew but he and I. It
is an experience that no one could
possibly put down on paper and
bring alive. On Monday night I
heard the tape recording of the
entire Inner Circle as published in
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August MYSTIC, and I think that
you made a mistake. I am sure
that Prof. Luntz, said, Coming
into the astral world you do not
find yourself, ete. I am sure that
you left off the not which changes
the entire sentence. Both my hus-
band and I agree that we attended
the meeting thinking that we went
open-minded, but really didn’t; we
just did not believe. Now it is an
entirely different story and we
both intend to be at every meeting
that is held within a 250 mile ra-
dius of Chicago.

Karlotta R. Carmelle
6558 S. Cottage Grove
Chicago, 37, Illinois

Here seems to be just such a
test as is suggested in the previous
letter. Luntz referved to an inci-
dent that he (or Mark) couldn’t
have known (unless it is true that
Mark can read minds—which is as
astounding as the question of
whether or mot a spirit is talking
through him). What does it prove?
Only that something strange is go-
ing on. Let’s not go overboard on
what it i8! But let’s DO place it
before the world, and talk about
it, investigate it, dig out more and
more of these strange things — 8o
that we CAN decide, if deciding is
possible. At least, we WON'T
HAVE these things thrust into the
background, denied access to them,
and worse, derided and laughed at
for attempting to see for ourselves!

Yes, Karlotta, we did leave out
the “not”. And it 1is one of the
strange things we've noted so often
tn our researches. WHY does it
80 often happen that the FEW
$ypographical errors change and
oompletely reverse the sense of
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what we MEANT to say?—Rap.

Dear Mr. Palmer:

I bought the August issue- of
“Mystic” merely out of idle curi-
osity to see what sort of tripe
would be printed in a magazine
which announced on its cover that
Venusians walked our streets. I
took the book home, and laid on my
desk a magazine which I thought
would be merely another adventure
in the lower regions of science fic-
tion. Latex; that evening, however,
after reading the first few pages
with the preconceived prejudice
that what I was reading was harm-
less, I came to the conclusion that
either you or I are greatly mis-
taken about certain semantic, phil-
osophical, and religious questions.
I laid the book down and said to
myself, “Now look here Goldman,
you are supposed to be a profes-
sional philosopher, why not read
the book with a completely open
mind, no prejudice or rationajsza-
tion, then draw logical and rea-
sonably thought out conclusions.
After all there may be something
in it. They scoffed at Kant and
Spinoza too.”

Well, sir, that’s exactly what I
decided to do. I read your maga-
zine from cover to cover with a
mind as completely open as I was
able, and I discovered the follow-
ing: (Please take no personal of-
fense).

You are too quick to print arti-
cles without substantiating facts.
(Aristotile’s rules of logical
Thought.) Your authors do not
define their terms (Ibid). You too
are guilty of this logical flaw.
You use the term “Philosophy”
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very loosely. According to accept-
ed definition, Philosophy is an at-
tempt to deal truly with human ex-
perience as a whole. If one wishes
to deal truly, one does not ration-
alize. Every blessed word in your
magazine is a rationalization to
the end of the thesis that there is
such a thing as para-psychologi-
cal and other such supra-normal
phenomena. (I do not say whether
or not I subscribe to these doc-
trines, I merely point out your
lack of open mindedness.) In your
department, “Seance Circle,” you
immediately squelch any criticism
of You, your thesis and doctrines,
and your collegues, by labeling
your criticizers, “Un-open-mind-
ed.” Do you realize, sir, that by
doing this you are being the most
“un-open-minded,” of all. You as
much as say that a “non-believer”
is a moron with just about as much
intelligence to allow him to eke out
his pitifully unenlightened life} as

if he were an automaton. I will
be very happy to name at least
fifty scholars of higher intelli-

gence probably, than you or your
authors, who care not a penny-
whistle for supra-normal doctrines,
and yet live a very happy and
open-minded life of philosophical
and logical thinking.

I notice that you use the term
“metaphysics,” a great deal; as
usual you have failed to define
your terms. I get the impression,
however, that the metaphysics you
speak of and the accepted defin-
ition of metaphysics are not in the
least related. I have always been
taught, and have taught, that meta-
physics was the branch of philoso-
phy dealing with essential princi-
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(Continued from Page 116)

opened his eyes and saw Helen
bending over him. He looked into
her eyes and knew it was 'the real
Helen.

“Are you all right?” she asked.
“Where are we? How did we get
here?”

“You were asleep,” he said, tak-
ing her hand and holding .it. “I
put you under hypnosis so you
could lead me here.”

“Oh yes,” she said. “I think I

remember. Shall we go? Now
why did I say that?” She smiled.
“Yes,” Craig said. He strug-

gled to his feet. He looked across
the abyss. The Face was gone.
The. etheric ships were gone. He
thought of those billions of souls
that had believed they were one
with God, and who would now
have to start all over again, un-
learning and relearning. Perhaps
that was the path upward, to err
and to search, to grow in under-
standing, unafraid in the knowl-
edge that wisdom comes from in-
ner enlightenment, growing judg-
ment,

“Yes,” he repeated. “I think it’s
time to go Helen.”

She hesitated, her eyes clouding.
“We helped God, didn’t we?” she
said.

Craig looked across the abyss a
last time. “Yes,” he said,/“I really

think we did.”
% Kk k

GOD IS IN THE MOUNTAIN

THE plane lifted from the too
short field, leaped upward al-
most into a stall, caught, and be-
gan to gain altltude. Ashford was
to the left. Craig Barnes, his fea-
tures showing the effects of four
days of fever, glanced down and
then turned the ship so that it
would pass over the motel. Three
figures were standing on the lawn
in front of the motel office wav-
ing white handkerchiefs in fare-
well. Sonia and Carl tried to wave
back, and gave up. Craig dipped
the plane, zooming up again be-
fore straightening out on a course
that would carry them along the
southern edge of the park. Rai-
nier seemed bigger from the air
than from the ground. The sky
was cloudless, as it had been ever
since that last night, almost a week
ago.

“Now,” Carl Vance said. “At
last we can get the lowdown on
what happened. We know you
didn’t want to talk too much with
the doctor around and the nurses
always butting in. What really
happened, Craig?”

“I thought I explained it,”
Craig said. “Helen was suffering
from a common type of delusion.
It was due to a fixation about
mountains. I put her under hyp-
nosis and suggested she go to the
source of her fixation. She did. It
cured her.”

(Concluded on Page 127)

-
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ples, or abstract principles. You
give the impression to the layman
that metaphysics is a mystic art
known only to such enlightened
men as Haym pipik d’shmo the
great seer of po-dunk (an ancient
civilization of the Appalachians
which died out X n years ago).

Lastly, sir, and without facetious-
ness, I do truly believe that many
of your authors and correspondents
are neurotic people to whom occult
and related subjects are merely an
escape mechanism.

I do hope that you will forgive
my typing and syntax, but I am
used to writing in German. I would
sincerely appreciate .an answer. I
am enclosing a self addressed en-
velope for that purpose if you find
it impossible to publish this letter.

M. Bart Goldman

1729 68th Ave.

Philadelphia 26, Pa.

SPHD, FAPS. BFAD Ph.

(Doktor Semantische Philogoie,

Fellow American Philological

1 Society, Bruder des Akademei
Deutschen Philosopheren.)

P.S. Where do all the characters
in your book, from other planets,
other civilizations, other nations,
and millenia ago, learn English?

Tryng to answer your letter is
like entering a maze. Omne must
forget sequence, form, and coher-
ence, merely to take one item at
a time, and let it go at that. So,
let’s do it that way, and allow our
own argument to suffer thereby,
if so it does.

First, we would have mo articles
to print, such as we purpose to
print, if we first had substanti-
ating facts. In most cases, there
are mo facts, and obtaining them
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would be the highest kind of im-
possibility, and even believing they
could be obtained the highest kind
of optimism. But printing a thing
sometimes brings 1its own proof,
or at least disproof. A man tells
you a lie. You do mot know it is
a lie. You repeat it. Somebody
who knows it is a lie, calls you a
liar. And proves you are a liar.

If it is a malicious lie, you are also
proved to be a malicious gossip.
But MYSTIC only prints lies (when
it so happens that it does) as in-
nocent publication of untruths. And
it HOPES they will be proved lies,
if they ARE. Thus, your first ac-
cusation 1s invalid, as we ARE
quick to print articles without sub-
stantiating proof. But we’'d be even
quicker to print them WITH sub-
stantiating proof, if we had it. Our
sister magazine, FATE tries
HARD to print only articles with
substantiating proof. In MYSTIC
we print what obviously FATE
cannot considering its intent.

Second, we do mot define terms.
Frankly, it is much too difficult.

We are in a bewildering maze of
terminology which 1is contradictory
and even senseless in our everyday
life. Actually, we do mot rush to
the dictionary to quote the defini-
tion of every term we use. To us
it smacks of the fox who will not
eat anything for fear of poison, so
he starves to death. We try to
speak as we understand. Certain-
ly philosophy is a loose term. It
depends on what dictionary you use.
I could even use a dictionary you
never heard of which says it 1is
“to have your fill of sophism’.
Playing words with games 15 @
very interesting  pastime and



GOD IS IN THE MOUNTAIN

(Conciuded from Page 124)

“And those murders and sui-
cides?” Carl said. “Uh uh. And
that explosion—although I would
still swear that a bolt of light-
ning bigger than any I ever saw
before in my life shot down and
blasted that cliff moments after
we saw you and Helen come away
from it.”  _

“The explosive I bought in Chi-
cago, before we started out,” Craig
said. “No use taking it back with
us. Foolish to just throw it away.
So I put it against the cliff and
set it off.”

“Uh uh again,” Carlsaid. “We’re
your friends We’'ve stuck together
through thick and thin. You know
I can keep a secret. So give.”

“I give up,” Craig sighed.
“Here’s the real dope. You see,
Helen is in love with a hermit that
lives up there. The hermit is a
poet and practicing yoga for two
hours every morning. He has a
great deal of psychic ability, and
that led to his basic trouble. Hel-
en, of course, believes in him be-
cause she’s in love with him. And
he believes he’s God.”

“Can’t you see Craig doesn’t
want to talk about it?” Sonia said,
half angry at Carl.

“Why not?” he said. “Oh, I
get it. How could I be so stupid!”

“Of course!” Sonia  said,
winking at Craig. “It was obvious
to me the moment Craig took off
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after Helen. It’s just too bad that
she had to love another.”

“That explosion though,” Carl
said, not quite satisfied. “I would
swear it came from a bolt of light-
ning blasting the cliff. : Even the
state patrol men thought so. It
was darned nice of them to take
us along on that chase after Helen.
What a system the forest rangers
have, too. They kept our state
patrol car informed every minute
of the way up how far ahead of
us the two cars were.”

“Why don’t you shut up!” Craig
snapped suddenly.

“Are you mad at me?” Carl
asked, amazement in his “voice and
expression. “Well—I'll be . ”

Sonia laid her hand sympatheti-
cally on Craig’s arm and glared at
Carl.

“Well!” Carl said. “Well!”
With great dignity and stiffness
he added, “Very well. I will shut
up.n

The stately majestic peak of Mt.
Rainier slowly rotated from the
north to the west. As the plane
under Craig’s guidance continued
on toward Chicago, the mountain
seemed to follow, never growing
smaller. Snows that had lain on
its upper slopes for ten thousand
years gleamed in crystaline beauty
from the refracted light of the
sun. The plane’s motor settled into
a steady drone

THE END
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sometimes 1is hardly more than

childish.

Just what is human experience as a
whole? These fifty scholars you can
name who are quite happy without
any supra-normal doctrines (par-
don us for frowning at the world
doctrine); are they enjoying hu-
man experience as a whole? They
may be quite happy, but it is be-
cause they are ignorant of the
possible whole. Third, you say we
rationalize. Is anything in Crea-
tion, as we understand it, anything
but rationalization? Can you, as a
philosopher, say you know ANY-
THING for a fact? You even
rationalized when you said, “Now
look here Goldman .. etc.” You
deliberately sat down and tried
to “find an answer” for us and
answers began to come. Answers
out of all the ‘“past experience”,
including the dictionary, and you
finally concluded we were nuts. Ra-
tionalization, wmy dear friend.

What else is it? Is a dictionary a

fact, or a rationalization of the
myriad of sounds uttered by the
mouth and tongue and throat

which we call a “language”?

Fourth, how can we advocate or
oppose  without being “closed-
minded”? Let's not make our minds
a complete vacuum merely to be
able to say that they are not
closed! Certainly we are mot as
open minded as we'd like to think
we are. But we are trying to cre-
ate a crevice in our thick skull
through which a little light may
penetrate, and thus result in some-
thing more open. Today there is
hardly _anybody pointing toward
the end of the thesis that there is
such a thing as para-psychological
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aind other such supra-normal phen-
omena; and there are millions
pointing with all their might, and
even with effect, toward the non-
existence of such things. They roar
loudly with derision and laughter.
It’s about time some of wus little
bunny-rabbits began to rationalize
a little. At lease, it takes a ra-
tional mind to rationalize. To do
otherwise is to be irrational. And
the wrrational minds are making a
gibbering madhouse of the world.

Fifth we can only construe your
next statement to wmean that to
answer a reader’s letter 1is to
“squelch” him, if we do mot agree
with him. The very fact that we
print the criticism he wmakes, re-
quires that a balance be kept, by
making a reply to that criticism.
That the reply is made in wisdom
we cannot and do not claim. And
Yyou are quite wrong in saying we
make use of the term ‘“‘non-be-
liever” in the sense that you use it.
Quite the contrary, we PLEAD
with our readers not to BELIEVE
anything! Least of all an wun-
founded theory!

That there are people who ‘“do
not give a pennywhistle” for any-
thing, no matter what it is, amazes
us, as it certainly indicates a closed
mind. Is there anything in the
whole cosmos which does mot de-
serve a “pennywhistle’”’ of consid-
eration? Are you saying that
ANYTHING so great a being (?)
as the Creator created, isn’t im-
portant enough to merit the con-
sideration of ome of the creations
(disregarding whether or mnot we
are the “least” or the “greatest’” of
his creations)?

Metaphysics means things un-
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known to us, or at least, undefined.
When they are defined, they are
stmply physics. .

Lastly, it is truly amazing in
what walks of life we find the neu-
rotic. But my own experience has
been that there is less of the neu-
rotic in the questioning mind, no
matter how wunorthodox the ques-
tions, thdn there is in the “real-
ist’”’ who faces the ‘“facts of life”
securely plunked down in his me-
chanical civilization. There 1s
nothing meurotic about a dollar bill,
but it makes me meurotic to have
to handle 1it!

As for where our characters learn
English, possibly from the editor.
But frankly, WHY is it impossible
that English is the basic language
from which all languages stem?
Would you, a .philosopher, indulge
n semanticism and play games with
words? It would get you mowhere.
The real reason for a language is
to exchange ideas. Therefore let
our other civilizations, planet-men,
etc., exchange ideas the best they
can. Perhaps the real truth would
astound us all. The basic language
of Mars might even be GERMAN!
Would be a funny joke on us,
wouldn’t it! But mighty good evi-
dence of a sense of humor, if we
didn’t refuse to comsider the pos-
stbility—even if reason rejected it
almost instantly.—Rap.

ADDRESS YOUR LETTERS TO:
SEANCE CIRCLE
¢/o Ray Palmer

AMHERST, WISCONSIN
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yourself with psychological testing BY MAIL. It's quick and
confidential and costs only $25.00 — 1/6th of what
similar in-person testing costs. But send no money — write
for complete details sent FREE.

PSYCHOLOGIC TESTING INSTITUTE
201 N. Wells, Dept. 200, Chicago 6, lllinois
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g—continved from back cover

Wow.! What a Deal for SCENCE-FICTION Fans!

- ANY 3

WITH -
MEMBERSHIP.
e ~

0]
" ONLY

THE BEST FROM FANTASY & SCIENCE
FICTION 15 rocket-fast storics se-
lected from Fantasy and Science
Fiction Magazine. The woman who
became her own daughter . . . gam-
bling on a strange planet — See
description on back cover.

OMNIBUS OF SCIENCE-FICTION — 43
top stories by outstanding authors

. stories of Wonders
of Karth and Man ..
of startling inventions
...of visitors from
Outer Space... Ad-
venture in Dimension
... Worlds of Tomor-
row. 562 pages.

THE ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
ANTHOLOGY — A story of the
Thing that becomes whatever it

WHICH 3 °510%uanT

Mission |
of Gravity

meets. Plus many other
best tales skimmed from
a dozen years of As- =2
tounding Science-Fiction Maga-
zine by its editor, John W. Camp-
bell, Jr.

=
Z

MISSION OF GRAVITY,
by Hal Clement — Charles
L.ackland MUST explore
the planet Mesklin. But
the force of gravity
there is so powerful the
planet is squeezed al-
most flat —and a fall
of even a few inches can crush a
human body to powder!

THE CAVES OF STEEL, =

by Isoac Asimov — Robots gr;f‘

are the most hated T\
\\
Ry

creatures on earth.
Then a noted robot
scientist is murdered.
Detective Baley has to
track down the Kkiller.
And — he’s given a robot
partner!

L 2S o - )

as a

OF THESE GREAT NEW
SCIENCE-FICTION BOOKS

JUST MAIL
COUPON BELOW! *

A MIRROR FOR OBSERV-
ERS, by Edgor Pangborn —
Angelo Pontevecchio
can destroy the larth
—or he can save it.
Butit’s not up to him to
decide what to do! T'wo
Martians, posing as
earthmen, have him in their power
—and THEY decide!

-
=

WILD TALENT, by Wilson
Tucker — Paul Breen
was a one-man secret
weapon! From his hide-
out he could read the
minds of enemy agents
anywhere on earth! Then
he got a brain wave that
he was about to be killed . .. not
by a foreign enemy but by HIS
OWN GOVERNMENT!

BORN LEADER, by J. T.
Mcintosh— The strange
story of the last rocket
ship to leave doomed
¥arth — and the would-
bedictator who couldn't
find the people he was
trying to conquer!

1202

Astounding Anthology
Mirror for Observers

| el iR D T

SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB, Dept. MM-12, Garden City, New York
Please rush me the 3 books checkcd velow, as my gift books and first selection. Bill me only $1 for
all three (plus small shipping charge), and enroll me as a member of the Science-Fiction Book Club.
IEvery month send me the Club’s free bulletin, *“ Things to Come,” so that [ may decide whether or not
I wish to rcceive the coming monthly selection described therein. For each book I accept, I will pay
only $1 plus small shipping charge. I do not have to take a book every month (only four during each
year | am a member) — and [ may resign at any time after accepting four selections.
SPECIAL NO RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, I may return all books in 7 days, pay nothing and
this membership will be cancelled!
Best from Fantasy & Science Fiction
[] Mission of Gravity

Selection price i n Canada $1.10 plns shipping. Address Science-Fiction Club, 105 Bond St., Toronto 2.
(Olier good only in U. S. and Canada).

- - S e S e S S S R S S e S e e e e e e el

[] Born Leader
[J Omnibus

veee...State.

[ Caves of Steel
] wild Talent
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A Power

FROM BEANS

7OU'RLE a high school physics teacher. You've just stum-
bled on a way to get atomic power from ordinary beans.
@®ue bean can run a washing inachine for five years! It's
fantastic — SO fantastic yow can't get anyone to believe youl
Read this and 15 other exciting stories in TH IS BEST FROM
FANTASY AND SCIENCLE-FICTION (3rd Series) — just
ONL of the great books in this sensational 3-for-$1 offerl

of these new masterpiecesof

SCIENCE
FICTION

Gorots for Onty

Welcome to the
World of Tomorrow!

MAGINE— ANY THREE — even though they cost
of these rocket-swift, jet-  $2.50, $2.75 and up in pub-
propelled SCIENCE- lishers’ original editions!
FICTION books — vours You need only take four
for only $1.00! Fach one is books a year.
crammed with science
thrills of the future...

¥

SEND NO MONEY— ‘ . ol
packed with theimagination Just Mail Cougon ; {”"‘ SIDE
that will make tomorrow’s

beadlines. A $7.50 to $10.70 e KNOW that you will 4
value — yours for only $1.00 enjov membership in this
on this amazing offer! unusual new book club. To
PROVE it, we are making
Now —The Cream of New this amazing offer to new
Science-Fiction Books — members! Your choice of
For Only $1 Each! l_AN\ 3ofthese newScicn:%:
* “lctlon masterpleces —

The SCIENCE-FICTION ONLY $1 FOR ALL
BOOK CLUB selects each TIHRLEE. But this liberal

L —SEE
it a’(ﬁ,{s OTHER

month the best new Science-
Fiction book. And the Club
brings you these brand-new,
full-length, full-size books

FOR ONLY §1 IEACHSCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLU
(plus small shipping charge) Dent. MM-12, Garden City, N.

offer may have to be with-
drawn at any time. So mail
coupon (on other side of
thispage) RIGHT NOW to:

8.
Y.
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