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SUDDENLY...
I Knew the Answer



I have never understood why 
some people feel that to know 
nature is to offend God. Among 
the reactions X encounter I still 
come across those persons who 
would tear the telescope from Gal
ileo’s eyes or wrest the dissecting 
knife from the hand of Vesalius. 
Such persons may be no less sin
cere in their search for enlighten
ment, but they seek for some mir
acle outside of nature; they for
get that nature itself is the great
est miracle. In learning to know 
nature, we learn to know some
thing of God. And scientific re
search, if undertaken in this 
spirit, is a form of worship.

— Robert A. Wilson, M.D.
Author of Feminine Forever

rpHJfi iJNCKJSAausu openness
1 of our society toward psychic 
matters is illustrated by the work 
of Sr. M. Justa Smith, a Francis
can nun who is chairman of the 
Natural Sciences Department of 
Rosary Hill College of Buffalo, 
N. Y. Sister Justa has a doctorate 
in biochemistry and master’s de
grees in both mathematics and 
physical chemistry. And she is 
doing important research in the
P That a Franciscan nun, a sci-

original research on healing 
shows how the winds of change 
are blowing. Sister Justa studies 
the powers of healers and theo
rizes on how these powers oper
ate. Specifically, she asks wheth
er the laying on of hands has 
curative value and if so, why?
Recently she told Dick Burke 

of the Buffalo Evening News

00
"HEALING" EXPERIMENTSONE OF Sister Justa's experi
ments is funded by the Hu

man Dimensions Institute where 
she is also director of research. 
It deals with the effects of heal-
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tag hands on enzymes.
Enzymes are produced by the 

body and bring about chemical 
changes or speed up bodily ac
tivity without themselves being 
destroyed in the process. They 
were selected for the experi
ments because their activity can 
be measured at the molecular 
level by a spectrophotometer 
which records information on 
moving graph paper. Theoreti
cally, then, these measurements 
are more objective than if they 
were made by human observa
tion — and anyway enzyme ac
tivity is not apparent to the 
naked eye.

Sister Justa’s principal healer 
is Oskar Estebany, a retired 
Hungarian colonel now living in 
Canada. The enzyme she used 
was trypsin which is produced by 
the pancreas and aids in digest
ing food.

Estebany held a closed flask of 
trypsin in his hands for 75 min
utes. Another similar flask was 
subjected to damaging ultraviolet 
rays and then handed to him; a 
third was subjected to an intense 
magnetic field (this is known to 
increase enzyme activity) and a 
fourth control flask was not tam
pered with but maintained at the 
same temperature as Estebany’s

Sister Justa’s graph showed 
that the flask of trypsin Estebany 
held performed both “qualitative-
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Alter graduation in 1967 Linda 
taught English at Annapolis 
Junior High School. By July 1968 
the severe headaches which oc
casionally had plagued her col
lege years were becoming more 
frequent and more severe. Final
ly, she became violently ill and 
was rushed to the hospital where 
her affliction was diagnosed as a 
brain tumor. By then it was too 
late; at the age of 22 Linda died.
Although dazed with grief Lin

da’s parents consented to the
cal Eye Bank of Maryland. 
Within hours the cornea from 
one was transplanted to the left 
eye of George “Woody” John
son, a 22-year-old college student 
from Charleston, S.C., who suf-

nearly blind in that eye.
After the successful transplant 

Woody became curious about the
bis vision, especially when he 
learned from hospital records 
that the donor had been exactly 
his own age. While the identity 
of donors is confidential informa
tion, the eye bank’s director, 
Ted Griffith, was impressed by 
Woody’s sincere desire to thank 
the donor’s family. He put Woody 
in touch with the Buritsches and 
in October 1968 Woody went to 
Riviera Beach to visit them.
Both Woody and his hosts were
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high heels on a pair of Mother’s 
shoes the girls often played with. 
But the unexplained noises oc
curred when all four family
tion; the girls were outside when 
the front inside window shat
tered while the outer thermal 
glass remained intact.
Things got wilder after the 

window shattered. All of Mrs. 
Reardon’s china leapt from the 
kitchen cupboard to the floor. The

DEVELOP YOUR ESP 
THE FUN WAY 

with our exciting new gome
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•te. silo .JLV o* , your ,«n-.

over with a crash when the fam
ily was all together in the living 
room. Then two living room 
chairs fell over and the sofa be
gan to shake—in plain view of 
the family. A mirror crashed to 
the floor and other furniture 
toppled while the terrified family 
screamed for help.Father Dale Melczek of St. 
Christine Church was called and 
he blessed the house but decided 
the distraught family should 
move out. They did so, vowing 
not to return until the mystery
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THE PALACE OF A MEDIAN KING
away his wealth. The Assyrians, 
sound economists that they were, 
would have put first things first 
and looted goods before women. 
An open corridor on each side of 
a central dividing wall gave ac
cess to these rooms (Fig. 5).
One wall is so well preserved 

that we found a door actually in
tact up to and above its lintel 
(Fig. 6). The door is very small; 
an ordinary size person practi
cally must double up to pass 
through. But one still can see in 
the smoothed, rounded mud brick 
that the garments of those who 
passed through the door rubbed 
against the frame and wore it
Some evidence suggests these 

magazines were not really store
rooms in the usual sense. They 
may have held grain. Wheat and 
barley would have been the most 
important cash crops in the 
khan’s territory (aside from ani
mals such as horses, sheep and 
goats). The grain may have been 
poured into these bin-like rooms 
through a hole in the roof, then 
shoveled out through the small 
doors as needed. Certainly this 
theory would explain the im
practical size of the doors. By 
rough estimate, if these rooms 
really were used as silos, alto
gether they would have held 
about 36,000 bushels of grain. 
This figure only confirms what 
the grandeur of the columned

audience hall already suggests: 
our Median khan was a very
controlled a large territory.
Would that he had left behind 

a little more of that wealth for 
us to find. Instead, it looks as if 
he sent his servants back to the 
abandoned building to sweep it 
out just once more before mov
ing on to wherever he and his 
household went. In short, the 
building is very clean and we 
have found little evidence of the 
portable goods which once gave 
comfort and color to life in the 
palace. All we have is a couple 
of bronze fibulae (safety pins for 
holding a loose cloak at the 
shoulder), a stone bowl, frag
ments of a carved bone comb to 
be worn in a bun at the back of 
the head (Spanish dancer-style),
fragments of an iron spear, bone 
spatulas and of course a great 
deal of broken pottery (Fig. 7).
The sherds from the finer pot

tery vessels give us some idea 
of how elegant life may hsve 
been at Godin in the Seventh 
Century B.C. Some of the vessels 
were almost eggshell-thin, show
ing the potter’s mastery of his 
clays. Others allow us to recon
struct some very graceful shapes: 
bowls with fine turned rims 
which almost certainly are copies 
of finer vessels in stone and 
metal, tall fruit stands on pedes-
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tala and elegant two-handled 
drinking goblets. Our khan set a line table.

I ALREADY have remarked on 
the mystery, probably in

soluble, of the peaceful abandon
ment of this fortified palace, for 
Period II at Godin represents the 
final occupation of the mound 
after some 6000 years. Often the 
archaeological record itself pro
vides some reasonable ex
planation: earthquake, military 
destruction, the collapse of the 
local water supply, a marked de
cline in tbe fertility of the sur
rounding countryside, and so 
forth. Yet in this instance none 
of these circumstances fits the 
facts. One possible explanation 
is suggested by what we know of 
late Assyrian and early Median 
history.
The Medes always had been a 

politically fragmented people, di
vided into warring tribal groups, 
unable to band together for united 
action in a common cause or 
against a common foe. Had they 
been able to act together they 
probably would have been more 
of a threat to Assyria earlier in 
their history. As it was, these 
newcomers from the east were a 
very real danger to the Assyrians 
throughout the Eighth and 
Seventh Centuries B.C. After 
about 650 B.C., so our written 
sources tell us, the Medes, allied

with other western Iranian peo
ples, seem to have accelerated 
the pressure on Assyria. Why?
Herodotus, the Greek Father of 

History, writing many years af
ter the event, reports that some
time in the Seventh Century a 
king arose in Media who recog
nized the inherent weaknesses of 
the diffuse political structure in 
his land. And more important, he 
was able to do something about 
it. Noted for his ability to dis
pense true justice, Deioces, whom 
we might call a Median Solomon, 
gathered the tribes together and 
welded them into a unified king
dom. This unity, combined with 
military reform in armament 
and tactics, was continued under 
Deioces' heirs and enabled the 
Medes to challenge the Assyrians 
for political and military su
premacy in the Near East.
Great empires like that of As

syria die slowly, however. It was 
a long struggle from the birth of 
Median unity in the Seventh 
Century to the final conquest of 
Nineveh, the Assyrian capital, in 
612 B.C. With that conquest the 
Medes suddenly emerged from 
the obscurity of tbeir mountains 
onto the plateau of international 
power. They divided the Assyrian 
Empire with their allies, the 
Babylonians, and entered into a 
four-cornered balance of Near 
Eastern power witb Egypt, Lydia 
and Babylonia. As a symbol of
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reached the conclusion that the 
future lay in the city, not on his country estate.
It is all conjecture of course, 

but possibly our last khan of 
Godin decided to close his coun
try home and move to Hamadan 
simply because the political and 
military situation had altered in 
such a way as to make the 
capital the best place to be.
T7TNALLY abandoned, the pal- 
i  ace of Godin in what we call 
Period II slowly decayed and 
eroded in the snow and rains. 
Circumstances, however we may 
read them at this historical dis
tance, certainly had changed 
radically, for Godin Tepe never 
was occupied again. Wherever 
the center of population may 
have been in this valley for the 
next few centuries, for the first 
time in 6000 years it was not at 
Godin. In time all visible trace 
of our khans and their palace, 
like the deposits left at the site 
by their predecessors of earlier 
milennia, was covered over.

Eventually the inhabitants of 
the comparatively modem vil
lage located about a half mile 
away from the site turned the 
southern flank of the ancient 
mound into their cemetery. Still 
more recently the modem gov
ernment sliced a dirt road for 
auto traffic along the base of the 
mound and an enterprising local 
restaurateur built a small tea
house beside that road over the 
remains of his ancestors. It was 
there my companion from the 
Archaeological Service of Iran 
and I stopped to refresh our
selves with scalding tea and 
cool watermelon after collecting 
sherds in the autumn of 1961.
Excavations since have shown 

us something of what was then 
unknown because it still lay un
der the ground. Now the mys
teries of Godin are less a ques
tion of what is there and more 
a question of how to read and 
understand what we have found.
Here is the fortified palace of 

a Median khan. But how to con
jure up the khan?

*8
A BAD CHECK



to the











Ancient

Yield
P r ic e le s s  Treasure

^® r®  «nd  remarkably preserved artifacts will
p r o v i d e  n ew  in fo rm a tion  abou t life in China 2,000 years ago.

By David Techier

archaeo logists already are com
parin g with that of King Tut- 
Ankh-Amen in Egypt. All three 
da te to the Former or Western 
H an Dynasty, rulers of China 
from  202 B.C. to Six A.D.

In the summer of 1968 soldiers 
from  the People’s Liberation 
A rm y w ere searching for caves 
in  Ling-shan Hill, west of the 
town of Manch’eng and south-
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Tt>l a  c lc o v z  t  o n  
a r c h  a e o l o g i c a l  n e w s  t h a t  

p r e v a i l e d  d u r i n g  C h i n a ’ s  r e c e n t  
“ C u l t u r a l  R e v o l u t i o n ”  C o m -
m u n j s t  C h i n a  h a s  p u b l i s h e d  s e v 
e r a l  l a v i s h l y - i l l u s t r a t e d  v o l u m e s  
d e s c r i b i n g  a r c h a e o l o g i c a l  p r o g 
r e s s  d u r i n g  t H e  l a s t  s e v e r a l  
y e a r s .  M o s t  s t r i k i n g  o f  a l l  t h e  
r e c e n t  f i n d s  a r e  t h r e e  2 , 0 0 0 - y e a r -  
o l d  t o m b s  w h o s e
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terials include bronze, gold, sil- court lady holding a lamp. Hi 
ver, iron, jade, glass, lacquer right arm leads the smoke froi 
ware, ceramics and textiles, the lamp into her hollow body ti 
Some of the lacquered objects avoid polluting the air. 
give the date on which they were Of all the tomb treasures the 
made and the names of the arti- most spectacular are the jade 
sans. An impressive bronze in- suits that covered the bodies. 
cense burner from the prince’s Rectangular pieces of polished 
tomb is richly inlaid with gold to jade are held together by gold 
depict hunting scenes. A gilded wires passed through holes in the 
bronze sculpture from the prin- comers to make these suits. The 
c e s s ’s  tomb is in the shape of a prince’s suit consists of 2690 jade 
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“Fog’s getting thicker,” his 
companion remarked.
“Is that an intersection up 

ahead? Can you make it out?” 
asked the first voice.
The man on the right leaned 

forward to peer through the 
windshield but his answer never 
came. The car had started to 
slow down but then suddenly 
skidded, smashing hard into the 
back of a car ahead. As the driv
er struggled with the steering 
wheel the car veered wildly, 
tires screeching, and with a 
great rending noise crashed 
against a pole.
The left front door flew open

and almost simultaneously the 
seat behind the wheel was va
cant. Then frightening sounds 
filled the air. The second man, 
his head flung back, screamed

“My legs, my legs. I  can’t 
move my legs. I’m stuck. Oh, 
God! Help me,” he cried loudly, 
thrashing from side to side in a 
vain eflort to free himself.
Janet now found herself stand

ing outside the car, still a specta
tor. Slowly she moved forward 
until she stood over the inert 
figure of the driver. He lay on 
the snow-covered ground a little 
distance from the car, his arms
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outstretched and one leg twisted 
incongruously behind his body. 
Inexplicably in the pitch-dark 
night the scene seemed illumi
nated as if by a spotlight. Janet 
could see everything clearly — 
the look ol horror in the man’s 
unseeing eyes, his mouth agape 
aa if in the middle of a cry.
Then Janet screamed — again 

and again, as only a child can. 
It was cousin Joey she was 
staring at and she knew he was 
dead!
When Janet’s mother rushed 

into the room she found the child 
sitting up in bed, eyes tightly 
shut, still screaming. Janet 
leaned against ber mother, sob
bing uncontrollably.

"Mommy, Mommy, Joey’s 
hurt I think he’s dead.”

"No, no, darling. You were 
having a nightmare,” her moth
er soothed. “Joey was perfectly 
all right when he left here a little 
while ago. You were dreaming.”
“No, I wasn’t,” Janet insisted. 

“I saw it. I was there in the car 
with him. There was another 
man there too and he was 
screaming about his legs and 
Joey was on the ground and he 
wasn’t moving.”

With her mother watching over 
her Janet finally went back to 
sleep, to toss nervously until 
morning. She had been up about 
an hour that New Year’s Day 
when the telephone rang. Joey's 
sister Peggy, in a state of hyste
ria, was calling. It was hard to 
make out what she was saying 
but finally Janet’s mother put 
the pieces together.
Joey had been killed about 

midnight in an automobile acci
dent on his way home to Yon
kers. Peggy’s description of the 
accident matched Janet’s dream 
in every detail. The fatal acci
dent had occurred near an inter
section. On the slippery road Jo
ey’s car had skidded into the car 
in front, veered off the road and 
crashed into a pole. Joey had 
been thrown from the car and in 
the fall his neck had been bro
ken. Larry Moss, the man with 
him, had been found in the car, 
his legs pinned in the wreckage.
The accident had happened in 

real life exactly as Janet Falk 
had seen it in her dream. Was it 
actually a dream? Or in some 
mysterious way was Janet at the 
scene of the accident as it was 
happening?
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TRUE MYSTIC EXPERIENCES
tell from my expression that I 
was upset and in response to her 
inquiry I related my dream with 
tears rolling down my cheeks.
Around noon my grandparents 

arrived at our home in Fowler, 
Ohio, and we ate a hearty meal. 
I went out to the kitchen to serve 
the cake and Grandfather came 
to keep me company. I cut us 
both a piece and we sat alone in 
the kitchen eating and talking. 
He told me that when school 
ended he would take me on a trip 
to Mexico so I could try out my 
Spanish. As we sat there In

Toni Gnbfinlt
thought of how much I loved him 
and prayed that my dream 
would not come true.
Around 6:00 P.M. they decided 

to return to their home in War
ren, Ohio. I dreaded seeing them 
go for I had an aching feeling 
that I never would see my grand
father again.

When they got home Grand
mother phoned us to tell us they 
had arrived safely. I began to 
think how foolish I had been to 
be upset by my dream. But 
about 11:00 o’clock that same 
night Grandmother called again. 
This time it was a reality: 
Grandfather had died. — Fowler, 
Ohio.

A DOLLAR SAVED
IN JANUARY111936 Twas living 

in a three-room rented house 
on the west edge of Delco, N.C., 
with my wife Rhoda and two 
small youngsters to support. It 
was the middle of the great De
pression and things were so bad 
that a neighbor who had six chil
dren was working for 40 cents a 
day. We were trying to survive 
on a few articles I sold to news
papers but they brought in too 
little to squeeze by on. I had 
gone so far as to put out a line of 
steel traps in Big Branch Swamp 
that stretched out behind the 
house, hoping to catch some 
game to eke out our provisions.
One particularly cold morning 

most of my traps lay underwater 
due to heavy rains but I deter
mined to check those on higher 
ground even though this meant a 
three-mile walk. Rhoda had a 
fire going in the backyard to boil 
water for washing the clothes. As 
I was about to leave she told me,





TRUE MYSTIC EXPERIENCES
dragging them from safety when 
the whine of a shell drew our at
tention back to the foxhole. The 
shell made a direct hit on their 
former shelter and both would 
have died instantly had they re
mained there. Then, as suddenly 
as I had teleported to Italy, I 
found myself back in California.
In November 1945 Ellsworth 

returned from service and the

following month I traveled to his 
home in Cabool, Mo. After we 
had exchanged greetings Ells
worth’s first question to me was: 
“Uncle, what battalion did you
Italy?” I replied that I had not 
served in Italy at all. “But, Un
cle, you were there,” he insisted. 
“You pulled me and my buddy 
from a foxhole while we were in 
Sicily. If you hadn’t we both 
would have been killed. I turned 
around to tbank you but you al-

To this day I have been unable 
to convince Ellsworth that I nev
er served with the army in Italy. 
— Tennessee Ridge, Tenn.

DOUBLE MIRACLE By Ron P.iq. os told to Gory J. PotenonON APRIL 12, 1972, Ben Piea, 
Jim Aron and I left Homer, 

Alaska, an a 40-foot boat called 
Patriot to do some fishing in the 
Gulf of Alaska. None of us was 
familiar with the vessel and its 
owner, “Junior” Cross, was not 
aboard. This was its first voyage 
after it had been in a fire and 
repaired. We had passed Katch- 
emak Bay and entered the Gulf 
when the hydraulic steering sys
tem failed.
We turned off the engines to 

make repairs and while we were 
doing so the water cooling system 
somehow clogged. A hose burst 
and water flooded the engine 
room knocking out both engines 
J™ Porting the batteries so that 

electrical system failed. We 
ad no power for rudder control 

or for the radio to call for help.
e could do nothing but drift.

. 7\the next day, April 13, we had drifted 40 miles from the 
“as‘-We let our anchor line out lull length in tbe hope of snag- 

bottom. Soon the anchor did 
oftch and checked our drift out 
_. ®ea~but now a gale-force 

u buffeted the boat, straining
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The young constable took out 

pencil and notebook and made a 
rough but detailed sketch to aid 
him in making his report.
The smaller of the two circles, 

both drawn in thick white chalk, 
was about six feet in diameter. 
Lettered outside its circumference 
were the words aer, hre, earth 
and wateb sited to the north, 
south, east and west respectively. 
Within this circle was one of 
smaller diameter and in the space 
between the two were written the 
words gabriee and teiracrammer- 
ton. Within the inner circle, its 
points touching the circumfer
ence, was a six-pointed star 
formed by two overlapping tri
angles, their apexes pointing due
The larger circle was far more 

elaborate Inside the outer cir
cumference were three more cir
cles each equidistant from the 
other. In the spaces between 
them these words were printed in 
block letters: jehova, emanuel,
TETRAGHAMATOM, JEBJA, XNASBONA, 
ERIGON, MESSIA, ARPHETOM, JE5SE-
MON, AGIA and eloxniadonay. Each 
word was separated from its 
neighbor by a vertical line
Neither the priest nor the verg

er could offer any suggestion as 
to who might have been responsi
ble for the drawings or for what 
purpose the ceremony might have 
been held. As far as they knew 
nothing like this ever had hap

pened in the area and they could 
make nothing of it. The constable 
found no signs of any attempt to 
enter the nearby church or to 
break into any of the graves — 
which would have led to a sus
picion of black magic.
When the officer eventually left, 

his sketch finished and with notes 
on the small amount of informa
tion the priest and the verger 
were able to supply, he went 
straight to a nearby town to con
sult the curator of the museum 
there. The curator had more than 
average knowledge of witchcraft 
and the black arts and had many 
reference books on these subjects. 
After studying the sketch, read
ing the officer’s notes and carry- 
ing out a little research, he gave 
his opinion.
He believed the two chalked 

circles and their written contents 
had their origins in white magic 
or druidism. Therefore, he as
sured the officer, there was noth
ing particularly ominous about 
them, no matter how disturbing 
and undesirable they might ap
pear to the custodians of the buri- al ground.
However, in the police officer’s 

mind, other considerations might 
be more ominous, more threaten
ing to society than any magic 
mumbo jumbo, black or white 
All too often magic circles and 
witches’ covens — regarded right- 
'y »r wrongly by police authors-
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enough force to result In such 
damage. He was positive that the 
tripod itself was not faulty — and 
there was only a slight breeze, 
not of sufficient strength to un
balance the camera or topple the 
heavy tripod.
Jim realized that if the pictures 

were to be taken while he had 
still a reasonable amount of nat
ural light he didn’t have time to 
contemplate the damage to the 
camera. In his van he had his
loaded with enough Sim to meet 
his immediate requirements. He 
quickly packed tbe wreckage of 
the ill-fated camera into its case 
and carried it and the tripod 
back to the van on the roadway. 
Minutes later he retraced his 
steps to the memorial carrying 
his own camera at the ready.
Finding a suitable position 

from which to take the shots he 
raised the viewBnder to his eye 
and started to focus the lens. 
When he had the chalked lines of 
the magical symbols showing 
sharp and clear in his viewfinder 
he prepared to trigger the shut
ter. Suddenly for no apparent 
reason the lines began to swim in 
and out of focus.
Jim shook his head and blinked, 

thinking that some disturbance in 
his vision might be responsible. 
These measures had no effect and 
the swimming motion continued. 
Leaving his camera focused as it

had been he pressed the shutter, 
taking a chance that the results 
would be passable. To his aston
ishment he couldn't trip tbe shut-
He advanced the film and tried 

again but the shutter would not 
respond. Its mechanism was jam
med — although it had been work
ing perfectly when he had used it 
a few days earlier.
On arriving at the war me

morial Jim Fraser had given no 
consideration whatever to the 
supernormal aspect of the sym
bols. Not that he didn’t believe 
that supernormal powers existed 
and could be put to use by those 
who had the necessary knowledge
lieved these chalk-drawn circles 
had been prepared by amateurish 
dabblers as a prank. Now he had 
second thoughts. Could there be 
more to the symbols than he had 
imagined? Had some ritual per
formed there raised a powerful 
unseen force which remained at 
the scene alter the celebrants dis
banded? Plagued by such terrify
ing possibilities he left tbe ceme
tery with all the speed he could
Back at the police station Fra

ser’s colleagues noticed his anx
ious state. He was pale and shak
en. not at all his usual relaxed 
self. By the following morning, 
however, he had recovered suf
ficiently to return to the cemetery



THE CAMERA-SHY PENTACLE
with another camera in an at
tempt to obtain the photographs 
as he had been assigned to do. 
The scene had not been disturbed 
and this time he had no difficulty 
in operating the camera. The 
photographs turned out as well as 
he could have hoped.

TO EXPLAIN this incident con
clusively is impossible but the 

facts certainly suggest that at the 
time Jim Fraser was making his 
first and second attempts to pho
tograph the circles some kind of 
supernormal influence had suffl-
tions by direct physical interfer-
Jim himself has no explanation. 

He can say only that he was not
olent atmosphere in the ceme
tery when he arrived to take the 
photographs. Nor was he aware 
of any apprehension or fear with
in himself until the second cam
era failed to operate. Then, he 
admits, he was frightened and

wanted only to get away as fast
No one has come up with a logi

cal explanation of the crash of the
amiiwd t̂s^remains. Except for 
the undamaged lens it’s a write
off. It looks as if it had received a 
heavy blow on the top right-hand 
front comer of the frame and it 
is damaged beyond economical 
repair. The manufacturers have 
stated they could supply a new 
camera (using the salvaged lens) 
for about £700.
When Jim took his own 35mm 

semiautomatic camera for repair 
the shutter was found to be jam
med between l/250th and l/500th 
of a second — but no reason for 
the jam could be found.
Is it possible to put this series 

of events down to a one-in-a-mil- 
lion combination of coincidences? 
Or had those unknown celebrants 
who secretly prepared and used 
the chalked circles achieved their 
purpose — whatever that might 
have been?
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A RISKY PRACTICE?
although I must admit I cannot 
bear raw eggs and I did eat 
small amounts of meat. I had 
been on this diet for two weeks 
when one afternoon in August 
1965 I experienced an unexpected 
OOBE. I bad arrived home feel
ing tired and I stretched out on 
my bed and turned cn the radio. 
I was dozing on and off when 
unexpectedly I had the peculiar 
sensation of being awake but 
feeling as if my body were fall
ing. Without quite realizing what 
was happening I turned onto my 
other side and noticed that my 
body was rigid. I felt as if it was 
pulsating and falling. Now real
izing an OOBE might be taking 
place I managed to flip onto my 
back. I concentrated on the feel
ing of falling and the next instant 
found myself staring at my own 
body. I turned around and my 
“double” swayed and fell to one 
side. I found myself moving to
wards the door. For an instant I 
blacked out and then found my
self back in my body, awake but 
with my pulse very slow. (I usu
ally have a very fast heart
beat.)
A few weeks later the same 

experience recurred although 
this time tbe OOBE was oddly
esting. Again I had decided on 
an afternoon nap and shortly 
thereafter I felt those same pul
sating sensations. This time I

suddenly found myself crouched 
on my knees beside the bed. I 
realized an OOBE had taken 
place and my one wish was to leave my bedroom. Immediately 
I was erect and moving towards 
the door. Everything looked hazy 
as it had in my other experience. 
The entire left side of my face 
felt crushed and my vision was 
obstructed. I moved toward my 
closed door, passed through it 
and went into the living room. 
Then abruptly I found myself 
awake on the bed. I feel the 
significant fact here was that I 
was sleeping on my left side with 
my face cushioned on my arm 
which was exerting some degree 
of pressure on the left side of my 
face and also obstructing my 
sight!
To this day I don’t really know 

exactly how these OOBEs were 
achieved since I had been ex
perimenting with every method I 
came upon. However, at the time 
of these experiences I had 
ceased conscious experimenting 
so the OOBEs may have been 
due to self-suggestion, the di
etary regulations or all factors 
combined. Feeling that I had 
demonstrated to my own satis
faction that a projection can be 
induced I stopped experimenting 
altogether. I did not realize that 
my experiments somehow had 
affected me psychically and that 
from 1965 to 1968 I was to under-



go several hundred partial pro
jections and a few full OOBEs. 
But more important I was able to 
devise a unique system all my 
own for inducing OOBEs.

SEVERAL MONTHS after my 
second OOBE, described 

above, I was lying in bed one 
evening half-awake when I be
came faintly aware of a mild 
rushing sound in the distance. 
This background sound grew un
til I heard it as an overpowering 
roaring in my ears. I tried to 
move and found myself catalep
tic. I exerted all my energy and 
managed to move my hand, 
which stopped the experience. 
This is a technique suggested by 
Sylvan Muldoon for breaking out 
of the cataleptic state that may 
precede or conclude an OOBE. A 
week later this experience was 
repeated during the night and 
this time, during my cataleptic 
state, I saw several white faces 
beside me. This is the only truly 
frightening experience I have 
had in the several years I have 
been investigating the psychic 
field. As soon as I could I stopped 
the experience and turned on a 
light which I left on for the rest 
of the night.I was aware of the technique 
mentioned by Fox and others of 
using the dream state as a meth
od of projecting. If, during the 
dream, one becomes aware that

he is dreaming —this is often 
termed a "lucid dream” — then 
allegedly he can will himself to 
awaken and find himself project
ed. On several occasions I had 
lucid dreams but was not able to 
awaken into a projected state. It 
is interesting that my sponta
neous projections occurred not in 
the dream state but before sleep 
set in — during a borderline 
state between waking and sleep
ing. Many persons pass through 
this borderline or bypnogoglc 
state before falling asleep and in 
this state they "dream" although 
actually they are awake. This 
hypnogogic state, akin to day
dreaming, is full of mental pic
tures and many psi experiences 
seem to occur during it Muldoon suggested this state of conscious
ness might be used to induce 
projection but he did not elabo-

aware that my hypnogogic state 
was very rich in images but 
these images were so fleeting 
that most of my conscious efforts 
to study them led to my awaking 
with a start. After further prac
tice I was able to extend the 
imagery for a few seconds before 
either waking or falling asleep 
and I then discovered the associ
ation between these hypnogogic 
images and my incipient projec
tions. During one of my most 
vivid experiences I was lying in







Old Jake
Won’t Leave the Moors ...
... and two young men embarked on a New Year'e Eve 

caper have reason to be grateful.

ON A COLD December day in 
1912 my friend Barney Hib

bard and I were sitting in a cafe 
in Manchester, England, my na
tive city, talking about*plans for 
New Year’s Eve. We were young 
and adventurous and liked doing 
unusual things so after some dis
cussion we decided to skip the 
conventional parties and hike 
across the moors to Hayfield,
summer. Little did we know what 
a winter hike held in store for us.
The morning of December 31 

found us on the train heading 20 
miles east of Manchester to Glos- 
sop, our starting point. We ar
rived at noon and still had to 
hike seven miles to reach the 
Snake Inn on the edge of the

was quite late when we arrived 
at the inn and asked for dinner. 
The landlord led us to the dinmg
hearth soon warmed our numb 
hands and feet. After a delicious

meal of roast beef and Yorkshire 
pudding we lingered before the 
fire drinking coffee, reluctant to 
go out again into the bitter cold. 
By this time it was dark and the 
storm had worsened — and it was 
seven miles across the moors to 
Hayfield.
I suggested to Barney that we 

remain at the inn for the night 
but he protested. “We started out 
to cross the moors. Let’s do it.” 

“Okay,” I replied, “let’s go.” 
We left the warmth of the inn 

and crossed the road leading to 
the moors. After plodding along 
for about half an hour we realized 
the snow was obliterating the 
path. We had been over the trail 
many times in better weather 
and we knew the general direc
tion to follow but in this blizzard 
we easily could lose ouf bearings. 
The moors stretched for miles in 
every direction and there were 
few landmarks to go by.
moors at night we carried a 
folded newspaper so that if we 
lost our way we could light a fire
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FATE
to attract attention — if a wander
ing shepherd were nearhy. Ac
cordingly we began to hum a 
paper, sheet by sheet. Aiter what 
seemed ages but probably was 
only a moment or two we heard 
an eerie call coming from near 
the stone cottage where I be
lieved “Old Jake,” a shepherd, 
had lived. I often had seen him 
near there with this Sock.

"Is everything all right, lads?” 
called the voice.
“Yes,” we called hack, “but we 

would like directions to Hay- 
field.”“Look for the trees, lads; look 
for the trees.”

“What trees do you mean, sir?”
“The oaks, lads, the oaks, the 

o-a-k-s,” came the hollow voice.
Now we rememhered the line of 

oaks along the path to the stone 
bridge at the entrance to Hay- 
field. We shouted our thanks and 
started on our way. A moment 
later Barney asked, “I say, BUI, 
was that Old Jake?”

“It couldn’t have been,” I re
plied. “He died more than a year

“Well, it sure sounded like him. 
I wonder if he has come back to
We turned to look for some sign 

of life but even in its snow- 
dimmed outline the dark cottage 
looked cold and desolate, ap
parently empty. We remembered 
the oaks were in line with the

shepherd's cottage and tried to 
make our way to the first one. 
As the wind whipped the snow 
around us we had to link arms to 
stay together. We wound our 
scarves across our faces, leaving 
only our eyes bare to the sting
ing, biting wind.
Finally we reached the first oak 

tree and stumbled on, searching 
for the second. As the snow fell 
faster and the wind became more
each other, let alone locating the 
oaks. But when we wandered off

Shivering more than ever at
which seemed to be leading us 
we finally reached the second 
tree. We paused for a moment, 
relieved to know we were going 
in the right direction. We moved 
on very slowly. If we let go of 
each other or made a false step 
the moor and the storm could 
swallow us both.
Suddenly we heard bells — bells 

from the church in Hayfield ring
ing in the New Year. We listened 
to that welcome sound for a few 
minutes then started toward the 
village, knowing that the bells 
would ring on through the night
felt we safely could follow their 
pealing into Hayfield.
We had gone only a few steps



OLD JAKE WON’T LEAVE THE MOORS
when the voice called us back: 
“The oaks, lads, the oaks.” We 
stopped in our tracks.
“Is he trying to tell us some

thing, Bill?” Barney asked.
"Remember the creek that 

runs through here? I’ll bet the 
ice is thin and Old Jake is warn
ing us to stick dose to the trees 
until we reach the stone bridge 
on the main road.”
Reluctantly we turned back to 

the row of trees and continued to
Whenever we wandered from the 
path the eerie voice would call
About three o’clock in the morn

ing we crossed the stone bridge 
and arrived at the Blue Boar Inn 
in Hayfleld. We aroused the land
lord and asked for shelter until 
the early morning train back to 
Manchester. When we apologized 
for waking him, explaining that 
we had hiked across the moors 
from the Snake Inn, he replied, 
“In all this storm? You must be 
insane."

“Well, the storm was a bit 
rough,” I admitted, “but the

83
voice of a shepherd guided us in 
the right direction.”

“You mean Old Jake?” asked 
the innkeeper. “I’ve heard he 
haunts those moors but never had 
any proof of it”

“He didn’t say who he was but 
I guess it was Old Jake. He was 
the only one who dwelt on those
The innkeeper prepared hot 

toddies for us and we lingered be
fore his fireplace until it was
arrived at the small station 
the stationmaster was equally 
amazed that we had made it 
across the moors on such a 
stormy night. He laughed when 
we told him of the strange voice.
“So Old Jake won’t leave the 

moors, eh? Well, you’re mighty 
lucky young men. I doubt if you 
could have made it alone.”
Our return to Manchester was 

uneventful but Barney and I had 
had enough excitement to last 
awhile. We agreed that more 
conventional pastimes on New 
Year’s Eve might not be so bad 
after alL
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aerial explosion — the victim, 
Dellschau hints, of murder. An
other, a “high educated me
chanic” identified as Gustav 
Freyer, was called to account by 
the club for withholding new in
formation. Apparently this was 
no ordinary social group.
The “Aero Club” was a branch 

of a larger secret society whose 
initials Dellschau gives as 
“NYMZA.” He says little about 
this society except to observe 
that in 1858 it was headed by a 
George Newell in Sonora. Other
wise he alludes to orders from 
unnamed superiors who were 
overseeing the club’s activities. 
These were not governmental 
authorities, for Dellschau writes 
that an official who somehow 
learned of their work once ap
proached club members and 
tried to persuade them to sell 
their inventions for use as wea
pons of war. The unnamed 
superiors instructed the club to 
refuse the offer.
The club had a number of in- 

craft at its disposal, including 
among others August Schoetler’s 
Aero Dora, Robert Nixon’s Aero 
Rondo and George Newell’s Aero
schau’s drawings it is hard to be
lieve that anything resembling 
these machines ever could have 
flown. Navarro remarks, “The 
heavy body of tbe machines 
seems to be radically out of pro

portion to the gasbag or balloon 
which is supposed to lift the con
traption. Considering the large 
amount of gas (usually hydrogen 
or helium) that is required to lift 
one of today’s dirigibles or even 
a small blimp, it is inconceivable 
that the small quantity of gas 
used in Dellschau’s airship 
would be sufficient to lift it.”
But this wasn’t ordinary gas. 

According to Dellschau it was a 
substance called “NB” which 
had the capacity to “negate 
weight.” Incredible as it may 
seem he is talking about anti- 
gravity.
Dellschau’s notes have a curi

ously pessimistic tone. One 
strange paragraph reads, “We 
are all together in our graves. 
We get together in my house. We 
eat and drink and are joyful. We 
do mental work, but everybody 
is forlorn, as they feel they are 
fighting a losing battle. But little 
likelihood is there that fate shall 
bring forth the right man.”
Dellschau wrote of the human 

race — and even the planet 
Barth — as if he stood apart 
from it. One peculiar paragraph 
of his oddly archaic German 
reads: “Your Christian love
reaches for the Wanderplace, 
and wanders away from Earth. 
Planets there are enough where 
Christian love shall be as we 
say so nicely in the Book Selag.” 
A drawing elsewhere shows the









where I do not know myself. It is 
also true that the man who was 
in here a short time ago is one of 
the inventors. He told me the trip 
to this country was involuntary 
upon the part of the men in the 
airship. In other words the ma
chine came itself and they 
couldn’t stop it. (I was told) that 
they were flying, as usual, 
around Contra Costa County hills 
and rose to a height of about 
1,000 feet. Suddenly the airship 
struck a current of air and re
fused to answer to its steering 
gear. It was borne rapidly south
ward against all efforts to 
change its course until suddenly 
the current of air seemed to less
en and the machine once more 
became manageable. The men 
aboard at once descended and 
flew about looking for a hiding 
place, which they at length
Jennings said he was sure that 

individuals in nearby Watertown 
and Selma must have observed 
the craft as it limped through the 
county in search of a “hiding 
place.” Sure enough, the day be-

fore his encounter with the aero
naut, the San Francisco Call had 
published a letter from five 
Watertown men who said they 
had seen an enormous airship 
nearly collide with a cornice on 
the city’s post office building the 
evening of November 20. The 
craft had an “intensely bril
liant” light and the witnesses 
could see human forms aboard.
The evening of December 5 

Selma citizens were treated to 
the unnerving spectacle of a low- 
flying brilliantly-illuminated ob
ject sailing rapidly toward the 
southeast.
“The character of the witnes-

that they saw just what they de
scribed,” the Selma Irrigator edi
torialized.
After the first week of Decem

ber the airships seemed to bave 
disappeared, the “inventors” 
were heard from no more and 
everything returned to normal 
— but not for long. The in
credible part was yet to come.
(This is Part I of a three-part

v *
FROM POPCORN TO GINSENGA POOR POPCORN vendor of Chonan, South Korea, claimed that a mountain god came to him in a dream in October 1869 and directed him to a strange mountain slope several miles away. There he discovered 10 herbaceous plants which turned out to be genuine wild ginseng. Expert* have valued his find — which is treasured as an elixir of life — at $2,146.00.



Grandmother Gave Me
A PRECIOUS 
INHERITANCE
A s fr igh ten in g e s th e gh o stly  m an ifestation s w ere, 

th e k n ow led ge th ey  b rough t m e has b e en  m o re  valua ble than g o ld .
By Phyllis

TN 1951 when I was 16 years old 
1 my family moved from Hood 
Kiver, Ore., to Hermistan, Ore., 
where my father W. O. Ireland 
had a construction job on Me- 
Nary Dam. In 1953 I was grad
uated from high school and a 
year later married my husband 
Marvin. When Marvin went over
seas to fight in the Korean War 
I moved back to be with my 
parents and grandmother.
My grandmother Lucy Ireland 

had lived with my family since I 
was three years old. A sweeter 
person you never could hope to 
know. She was very close to us 
all but especially to me. Grand
mother slept in a twin bed next 
to mine. Often she couldn’t sleep 
at night and then she would 
awaken me by running her hands 
down my leg and softly call to 
me using her pet name for me, 
“Phyllissie, Phyllissie, I can’t 
sleep. Please wake up and talk

grumpily, and we would talk for 
a while. Then she would go back 
to her bed or maybe even slip 
into bed beside me.
For some reason we never 

could understand Grandmother 
had a superstitious fear of the 
date of her birthday, August 13, 
and always would celebrate on 
the 12th instead. We tried to plan 
some special activity to make 
August 13 happy for her but we 
rarely took her mind off her 
fears. Some years her anxiety 
over the date made her physical
ly ill.The doctors warned us that 
Grandmother had a very weak 
heart and expressed surprise she 
had lived so long with her con
dition. But the condition finally 
overtook her in late July 1955, 
when she was 83. Dr. Johnson 
immediately placed her in Good 
Shepherd Hospital in Hermiston 
and kept her in an oxygen tent 
and under sedation. Her lungs 
kept filling with fluid despite





On the



— pork, Grandmother’s favorite. 
Mother herself had put it into the 
refrigerator before she had left 
for the hospital. Beside the plat
ter was a dish and silverware 
that obviously had been used. In 
the sink sat a glass half full of 
water. Now they believed my
On August 15,1955, Grandmoth

er was buried in Idlewild Ceme
tery in Hood River, Ore. We all 
remarked how close it was to 
August 13, the birth date she 
dreaded so much.
But her burial did not settle 

things. Grandmother would awak
en me at night running her hands 
down my legs as she had done 
so often when unable to sleep. 
Half-asleep, I would talk with her 
until I remembered that she was 
dead. Then I would run from 
my room in terror. Finally I had 
to move from my parents’ house

We never learned why Grand
mother returned so insistently. 
Perhaps she wanted something. 
Before her death she assured us
rangements for her own funeral. 
But there was only a small 
amount in her savings account 
and the undertaker knew of no 
payment. Did she perhaps have 
money hidden somewhere she 
wanted to lead me to? We 
searched in all the spots where 
she used to hide money but never
As frightening as Grandmoth

er’s visits were at the time, they 
brought me one precious gift: a 
certainty that there is life after 
death. This was to be my great
est source of strength some 15 
years later when my beloved 
seven-year-old daughter Michele 
died m a tragic accident. Grand- 
mother gave me the courage to 
accept and know that irdeath.



BRITISH VICAR
Exorcizes

THE FORCES of EVIL

W ith  church a p pro va l a 51-yaar-old A n glican  clergym an  has sp en t 
20 yea rs f igh tin g  hauntings an d  a lla g ed  p ossess ion s.
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ago—a well-known London solic
itor, a man whose name is often 
in the newspapers lor he handles 
very big criminal cases. I have 
promised not to reveal his identi
ty so I shall call him John Gor
don. He had as a client Max 
Wilson, a dangerous and violent 
criminal On his first meeting 
with Wilson in July 1970 Gordon 
said he had felt most peculiar 
and when be got home he actual
ly fainted. For the next two 
weeks he couldn’t concentrate 
and he found himself short-tem
pered with his family and staff, 
His work began to get behind 
and on two occasions he suffered 
fainting spells. Naturally Gordon 
went to doctors but they could 
find nothing wrong.
“He knew something serious 

must be happening when he felt 
that he himself wanted to act 
violently. Realizing that his 
problem was not physical • he 
went to his local Church of Eng
land where be was referred to 
me. I suspected that somehow 
the criminal had projected an 
evil force into the solicitor and I 
performed an exorcism. Gordon 
was not at all religious but he 
admits that something strange 
happened during the ritual. I 
agree, for 1 sensed that an evil 
spirit was driven from Gordon’s 
body during the prayer. Now 
John Gordon is back to normal.”
More and more the Reverend

Neil-Smith finds his time is taken 
up by men and women who have 
gotten involved in witchcraft or 
suffer from black magic spells. 
“The only time in my life I was 
really frightened,” he says,
dealing with a young woman, 
Daisy Morris, who admitted that 
she was the chief of a black 
witchcraft coven outside of Lon
don. Her husband Edward had 
discovered this and warned her 
that unless sbe gave up her 'non
sense’ as he termed it he would 
divorce her.
“I put my hands over her head 

as is my custom and I was start
ing the prayer when I suddenly 
felt a powerful force hurtle 
through my body. My heart beat 
wildly and I had palpitations in 
my chest. I realized that this 
woman had not wanted to sur
render her black witchcraft pow
ers and she was resisting me. I 
was told that one of the acts she 
performed as a black witch was 
to wed satan and clearly the de- 
monic powers in her were fight
ing hard to prevent ber return to 
the path of truth. She fainted at 
my feet but got up a few seconds 
later and wandered across the 
church as if in trance. Suddenly 
she fainted again. This time it 
took quite a long time to get her 
to come around. When she re
turned to consciousness she fell 
on her knees in prayer. To the
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Neil-Smith’s work deals with 
ghosts which Inhabit houses. The 
Bishop of Exeter distinguishes 
different kinds of hauntings: 
"There is demonic interfer
ence—usually at desecrated sites 
such as ruined sanctuaries. Then 
there are the souls of the depart
ed, which are ghosts proper and 
most often spirits of those who 
have died recently. Also there 
are poltergeists and levitation, 
which remain a mystery but 
could be some form of mischie
vous spirits. Lastly, places of 
sin, such as the sites of ancient 
fertility rites, are often haunted.”
In October 1971 the Beverend 

Neil-Smith was called in on a 
haunting on the Isle of Wight, 
"The Dickson family had con
verted an old house into a hotel,” 
he explains, “and hoped to do 
well with the summer tourists. 
But although visitors came they 
refused to stay more than one 
night. None would give a reason 
until one day a terrified couple 
told Mr. Dickson that his bouse 
was haunted.
"The local vicar went to the 

house and said prayers but the 
disturbance continued. You must 
understand that it is not saying 
the prayer which is important, 
for then it would be just a lot of 
magical words which get rid of 
the evil. You have to have this 
gift which I have been given. 
When his efforts were of no avail

FATE
the vicar sent for me.
"I walked around the house 

and then went down into the cel
lar. There I saw tbe ghostly out
line of a monk. I sometimes can 
see ghosts when those around me 
cannot. The monk told me that 
he had lived there but bad mis
behaved and used to seduce girls 
in the basement of the monas
tery. This was long ago and I 
knew he was seeking deliverance 
and that was why be had bother
ed the guests in the house.
disappeared. Afterwards we 
made inquiries and found that 
the house indeed had been part 
of a monastery. The Dicksons 
never were bothered again.
“In May 1969 I investigated 

another haunting. Three inde
pendent and reliable witnesses 
had written statements sworn 
before lawyers that each had 
seen the ghost of an old woman 
in a certain house on Earl’s 
Court Road in Kensington. I went 
along and walked through the 
house and found that in fact of 
the eight rooms there, at least 
five were haunted by this ghost. I 
felt this acutely in the last room, 
which formerly bad been a bed
room.
“We had a talk although in 

this instance I could not see the 
ghost. When I say we talked, you 
must understand that this was 
not aloud but rather a communi-
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cation between us. She was in- 
deed an old lady who had died 
under mysterious circumstances, 
although I could not grasp exact
ly how she had died. I explained 
to her that she-could not stay 
there forever. I said a prayer for 
her and she thanked me and dis
appeared. Afterwards I found 
that the three sworn statements 
all referred to the five rooms I 
had sensed were haunted, which 
confirmed my impressions. There 
has been no further trouble in

“But I must say there is no 
need to be frightened of ghosts. 
They are only lost souls trying to 
find a way to wherever they are 
going. Usually they are the souls 
or spirits of men or women who 
have met violent deaths and 
don’t know that they are dead. 
Often I have had to exorcize 
whole families which are trou
bled by spirits, usually in houses 
where there has been a violent or 
sudden death.
“I don’t think people appreci

ate how hard and exhausting is 
this work of exorcizing spirits. 
But I have been blessed with this 
gift of exorcizing and I feel I 
must continue. I am armed with 
my belief in God and I know that

I personally will not be harmed 
as long as I have faith.”
/COMMENTING ON the growth 
' * of interest in occultism the 
Bishop of Exeter says, “I have 
been most disturbed by the num
ber of requests we have been 
receiving for exorcisms. There 
are a lot of troublesome nonhu
man forces around and the prob
lem is growing because of the 
increasing numbers of persons 
who dabble in witchcraft, magic 
and the occult.
“The whole thing has grown 

enormously since the last war 
and I believe this is so because 
tbe present generation is seeking 
something which is not rational. 
The young people don’t seem to 
believe in God, so in a world 
where everything has been care
fully rationalized they are turn
ing more and more to the magic 
groups, white or black, end to 
the cults and practices of the 
Eastern world. In doing this they 
open the door to all kinds of 
spirit influences. Most of these 
can be countered only by prayer.
"If I have any advice for peo

ple who encounter spirits or 
ghosts it is this: Pray—the Lord 
will deal with them.”

I
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C l im b  t h e  H ig h e s t  M o u n t a in
by

Mark and Elizabeth Prophet 
Book One of 

THE EVERLASTING GOSPEL 
The Teachings 

of the Great White Brotherhood 
for the incoming Golden Age



YOU MAY HAVE LIVED 
ON  EARTH BEFORE!

pg@ ips§ § £gs

a ^ S jf f s a yafggji^rsiisS:




