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of Lobengula
IN AFRICA, near e tributary of 
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By deduction, guesswork end 
Intuition my fether nerrowed the 
area down to some 30 square 
miles end In 1920 organized e 
smell expedition to explore It. 
He recruited locel Matabele as 
porters and diggers but after 
two weeks spent traversing the 
aree they demanded to know 
what he wes looking for. He 
felt obliged to tell them; That 
night they all melted awey Into 
the bush leaving him elone with 
equipment and stores he had to 
ebendon.

Two years later my fether set 
out egeln ...
(Continued on page 68)
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QUOTE OF THE MONTH
Start here. Our home is Epsilon 
Bootis ivhich is a double star. We 
live on the sixth planet of seven. 
Check that — the sixth of seven 
counting outwards from the sun, 
which is the larger of the two.

Our sixth planet has one moon. 
Our fourth planet has three. Our 
first and third planets each have

Our probe is in the orbit of 
your moon. This updates the po
sition of Arcturus known in our 
maps.

—Translated by 
Duncan Lunan

SUPPOSE YOU were an alien 
race seeking contact with 

other aliens in tar-distant star 
systems. Disregarding motiva
tions, how would you go about 
it?

According to both science fic
tion writers and astronomers on 
this earth you would attempt it 
by radio and if you were ultra- 
sophisticated you would send 
out a probe to orbit the planet 
of those aliens and broadcast 
automatic radio signals which 
you would hope could be deci
phered below.

Now Duncan Lunan, a Scottish

astronomer and graduate of the 
University of Glasgow, has pub
lished a research paper in the 
journal of the prestigious British 
Interplanetary Society contain
ing evidence that an alien so
ciety already has done just this, 
except that the probe is orbit
ing our moon instead of Earth 
itself. He has translated the 
message the probe is broadcast
ing into the words above, our 
Quote of the Month. And a num
ber of United States and British 
astronomers are listening re
spectfully to Lunan’s theories.

00
THE BEGINNING

THE STORY goes back to a 
series of unexplained radio 

echoes heard in 1927, 1928 and 
1934. Liman says other echoes 
were picked up by Norwegian, 
Dutch and French radio re
searchers in the 1920’s who found
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EXPANSION A
Using proven techniques of 
"reality - awakening,” practical 
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yond reincarnation, beyond alpha 
waves. Unlocks your NATURAL 
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abilities. Send for free informa-

told Malcolm Balfour in a Brit
ish interview for National En
quirer, “the dots made up a map 
of an easily-recognized constella
tion — Constellation of Bodtis, in 
the northern sky. The curious 
pattern of delayed echoes was 
actually a pattern of star posi
tions.’’

Lunan made similar graphs of 
other delayed echoes research
ers have picked up and drew up 
six star maps. All of the refer
ence lines, he says, point to a 
star called Epsilon Bodtis in the 
Constellation of Bodtis. He there
fore deduces this is the area 
where the moon probe originated.

00
IN THE MIND OF THE BEHOLDER
LUNAN IS 27 years old and 

president of the Scottish As
sociation for Technology and 
Research in Astronautics. The 
British Interplanetary Society, 
which published his paper and 
which will do further research 
on the subject, is greatly re
spected by astronomers, as is 
Lunan’s own work.

Terence Nonweiler, a professor 
of aerodynamics at the Univer
sity of Glasgow, is impressed by 
Lunan’s star maps and says he 
finds it difficult to call them the 
results of “coincidence.” Leonard 
Carter, executive secretary of the 
British Interplanetary Society, 
said his organization is going to
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You probably aren’t ... at most things.
But if  you’ve stopped to read this, it could mean 
there’s a problem in your life that’s not been 
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I WAS CURIOUS 

A Crystal Ball Gazer 
by Damyan Delmonlco. $3.95 
" . ..  short, no-nonsense be
ginner’s manual of scrying or 
crystal-gazing . . . treated with 
logic, care and no hocus- 
pocus." Montreal Gazette

A PRIMER OF JOY: 
Principles of Occult 

Power and Healing In Action 
by Dr. Nevart Najarian $3.95 
“Guidelines for thought and 
action with detailed sections 
on food and diet to reach the 
physical purity necessary for 
spiritual purity. For the be
ginning student of occultism."

POWER OVER FATE by Agnes Karasek. $2.95 
“Superbly clear explanations 
of clairvoyance, ESP, tele
pathy and other parapsycho- 
logical phenomena. Surprising 
Prophecies."

Please send me the following: 
0 I Was Curious. $3.95 
0 A Primer of Joy. $3.95
0 Power Over Fate. $2.95
1 am enclosing $..... + 50i
for handling and shipping.

Address .........................
DORRANCE & COMPANY 
1617 J.F.K. Blvd., Suite 324 

Philadelphia, Pa. 19103

— but presumably could speedily 
be proved if the BIF is able to 
“trigger” Mr. Lunan’s hypotheti
cal probe. Nevertheless, it’s well 
to remember that even the con
cept of “triggering” an elec
tronic device has existed on 
Earth for only a couple of dec
ades. But as we see it, this is 
more anthropomorphizing — see
ing God in man’s image.

00
DISTANCE AND TIME

LET’S CONSIDER the claim in 
terms of time and space. 

Epsilon Bootis is 103 million 
light-years from Earth. Einstein 
tells us that nothing can travel 
faster than light but perhaps the 
residents of the sixth planet cir
cling that distant star have by
passed Einstein. If they haven’t, 
a round trip between that planet 
and Earth would take 206 mil
lion years. A robot probe relay
ing electronic signals to the 
Epsilon Bootis home office would 
be 103 million years older by the 
time that message arrived. So 
would Earth.

It seems then, when that probe 
started out from Epsilon Bootis 
there were no men on Earth — 
the species had not evolved. And 
in fact mammalian life itself 
was in the earliest stages of 
evolving from reptiles.

The first wireless message on 
Earth was sent by Marconi in
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FATE
gaining the knowledge accumu
lated by a race that could send 
out a probe to our moon 103 mil
lion years ago.

Exposure to such knowledge, 
even though it may be 103 mil
lion years old, actually is being 
considered a possibility by some 
British scientific enthusiasts who 
have examined Lunan’s research. 
Anthony Lawton, technical man
ager of the computer division of 
E.M.I., a huge British computer 
firm, has called Lunan’s findings 
“staggering” a n d  says the 
chances of different echo delays 
forming star maps by accident 
are 100,000 to one.

“The alien probe near Earth 
would be a highly sophisticated 
computer. Once we firmly estab
lished its existence, we must in
terrogate it. When it realizes it 
is in touch with an intelligence, 
it could be ready to give Up the 
enormous store of information 
which it must have,” he says.

All this, of course, assumes 
there is a probe at all.

C O
THE RELIGIOUS VIEWNOW THAT scientists seriously 

are considering alien visita
tions from space it is not sur
prising that religionists are too. 
The views of Erich von Daniken 
in Gods from Outer Space are 
being widely disseminated.

A NSA engineer recently wrote
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through the wopds near Coal Hol
low Road after an unidentified 
woman said she had seen the 
monster. None was found but one 
man was shot in the leg when his 
pistol acciden 
Skeptical polic 
cemed with ] 
injuries than with findi: 
puted 10-foot beast and e 
ly the excitement wort

Last August 
boys reported seeing a 12-foot 
monster roaming the Wind River 
Indian Reservation near Lander, 
Wyo. Reservation police chief 
Bill King, although he doubted 
the existence of the creature 
known locally as “Bigfoot,” ad
mired the boys’ courage in 
speaking up. He had heard of 
other sightings of the creature 
but witnesses generally remain
ed silent for fear of ridicule. Best 
evidence for the reality of the 
mysterious “Bigfoot” was two 
prints found on the George 
Abeyta ranch nine miles north of 
Lander. These measured 16 to 18 
inches in length, reported the 
Cosper (Wyo.) Star-Tribune.

In Septembe

County i:
On September 20, 1972, Ruby 
Eastman of Howard, Ind., said 
she had spotted the monster at 
the edge of a woods near her

inclined to believe the “mon-
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ster” actually was a bear.

In Eugene, Ore., the North 
American Wildlife Research Or
ganization announced that a 
computer study will be made of 
600 sightings of "Bigfoot” re
ported over the last 14 years. 
Ronald Olsen, director of the 
project, hopes the computer will 
reveal consistent patterns of be
havior and habitat which may 
help prove the existence of the 
creature.

00
AND NOW . . .  A WEREWOLFTHE FOLKS in Defiance,

Ohio, have a monster of dis
tinction: he wears blue jeans.

The creature seems to appear 
only in the wee hours of the 
morning and favors the vicinity 
of the Norfolk & Western Rail
way tracks. Thomas Jones and 
Ted David, railroad crewmen, 
reported they had seen the 
monster on two separate nights 
in July 1972 when the moon was 
full. They said it “had huge 
hairy feet and fangs . . .” and 
when other witnesses also re
ported the “fangs” local citizens 
dubbed the creature a “were
wolf.” On one occasion it carried 
a two-by-four and struck a train 
crewman on the shoulder before 
retreating into nearby woods. 
Police officials suspect that the

GENUINE EGYPTIAN

S CARAB S
Brought from Egypt by noted 

Actor, Adventurer, Flier 
JACK RIGNEY

Ancient Egyptians carried or wore a Scarab for health,
lieve that the powers remain if the Scarab is genuine.
fully hand carved. No two ate alike. Each is shipped with a history of the Scarab, for *4.50, three for *12.00 postpaid.

JACK RIGNEY, R.O. Box 17099-A 
San Diego, Calif. 92117
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werewolf is a prankster in cos-

That theory draws some sup
port from the denouement of a 
monster scare in Vineland, N.J., 
in July 1972. Local teen-agers 
had reported seeing an “eight- 
foot, hairy, green, slimy, square
headed monster." Some of them 
said it made “horrible noises” as 
it bolted for cover. At the height 
of the scare 40 to 100 persons 
with flashlights searched the 
area known locally as' Pasquale’s 
Sandwich, where the “monster” 
had been seen. Police Sgt. Daniel 
J. Prospero investigated the area 
and found a footprint which be
longed to a recluse who lived in a 
nearby barn. Prospero con
cluded the youths in fact had 
seen the hermit who is described 
as six feet, five inches tall, 
shaggy-haired and bearded.

00
NEVER A HO-HUM

FROM THE never-solved mys
teries of bloodthirsty mon

sters we turn to the never-solved 
mysteries of phantom rock- 
throwers. In the fall of 1972 rocks 
fell — or were thrown — on Glen- 
gary Street in Dearborn Heights, 
Mich. On Tuesday night, October 
3, and the following Wednesday 
morning, “an unknown person, 
believed to be armed with a 
powerful slingshot or catapult, 
pelted homes, people and even

31





THE SECRET
. . .  SO POWERFUL THAT IT IS FILLING READERS 
EVERYWHERE WITH NEW SPIRITUAL ENTHUSIASM 
AND JOY.
Ray Stanford, one of America's best 
documented psychics, has used his 
extraordinary E.S.P. abilities to 
obtain this insight into the hitherto 
unpublished secret FATIMA MES
SAGE.

• Important prophecies even 
more timely than today’s news.

• Nonsectarian, ecumenical, uni
fying.

• Speaks to the questions of to
day’s youth and adults, alike.

• Explains who the "Lady of 
Light" really is, and our spiri
tual relationship to her.

• Explains: The timing of a great miracle to come. What 
the future holds— internationally and individually. What 
roles Israel and Egypt play in our spiritual evolution and 
destiny. The realignment of nations in a coming crisis.

CHANGE YOUR LIFE AND THE WORLD AROUND YOU. SEND 
TODAY FOR THIS REMARKABLE BOOK.

To: A.U.M.,* P. 0. Box 5310, Austin, Texas 78763 F2
Please rush postpaid________^copies of Fatima Prophecy at$6.95 each (Texas residents add 5% tax). My check or money order is enclosed. If dissatisfied for any reason, 1 may return the book in good condition within two weeks for a complete refund.

City/State Zln
‘ Association for the Understanding of Man. a nonprofit corporation.
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the nature of the world in which 
we live.

00
ROBERTO CLEMENTE'S 

PREMONITIONSMEMBERS OF the family of 
Roberto Clemente had vi

sions of the famous Puerto Rican 
baseball player’s death before it 
happened, accordin g to Will 
Grimsley of the Associated Press. 
The all-star outfielder of the 
Pittsburgh Pirates was killed in 
the crash last December of a 
mercy plane carrying relief sup
plies to victims of the earthquake 
in Managua, Nicaragua.

Vera Christiana Clemente, wid
ow of the dead ballplayer, told 
Grimsley about these premoni
tions a month after the accident.

Roberto, Jr., seven, told his 
maternal grandmother, “Daddy 
is leaving for Nicaragua but he 
is not coming back.”

In another part of San Juan, 
P. R., Roberto’s own father said, 
"1 had this terrible dream. I 
saw the plane crash and Roberto 
go down with it.”

Afterwards, Roberto, Jr., went 
to his mother and told her, “Ma
ma, I told Grandma we shouldn’t 
have let him go. I knew he 
would be killed.”

00
ANTICIPATED CRASHHa r o l d  M ich a e ls ,  admin

istrator of Alameda Hospital,
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I SEE BY THE PAPERS
more than six feet, six inches 
tall, who speak a language in
comprehensible to the anthro
pologist who describes them.

Claudio Villas Boas, a Brazil
ian expert, radioed from the 
Mato Grosso jungle of eastern 
Brazil that he and his team 
watched a ceremony that lasted 
11 hours in which the more than 
50 Indians taking part seemed to 
signify they wanted peace.

For the ceremony the natives 
painted their bodies black, sang, 
danced and exchanged gifts. 
Boas had made brief contact with 
the tribe two weeks before after 
searching for them for more than 
a year. But at that time they 
burned their village and re
treated deeper into the jungle.

He reports the Indians seem 
healthy, happy, lively and intel
ligent. They hunt with bows and 
arrows but seem not to know how 
to swim nor to have dugout 
canoes though they live near the 
Peixto de Afevedo River.

—Curtis Fuller.
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CAROS

The original I Ching has been 
long iamed as an oracle, as a means 
of exploring the unconscious and 
obtaining self-knowledge. Here is a 
new visual introduction to the an
cient Chinese technique.

A deck of 64 hexagram cards de
scribes the classical 1 Ching pat
terns of change and transformation. 
Eight key cards with diagrams and 
simplified instructions make the 
deck easy to use.

I Ching Cards are great entertain
ment—but persons with more seri
ous interests use them to probe the 
hidden powers of the mind and to 
obtain guidance in making impor
tant decisions.

order your I chin* Cards bow!
Only S5.»5

VENTURE BOOKSHOP 
Highland Perk, IL 60015
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PART ONE
IKung's trance-dancing is a re
ligious ceremony which promotes 
social cohesion and communal 
sharing — it is also "medicine."

particular classification. “The 
experience or object tends to be 
seen as a whole . . . detached 
from relations, from possible 
usefulness, from expedience and 
from purpose . . . many dichot
omies, polarities and conflicts 
are fused, transcended or re
solved.”

Maslow also wrote, “Cognition 
during the peak experience is 
much more passive and recep
tive than active. The emotional 
reaction in the peak experience 
has a special flavor of wonder, of 
awe, of reverence, of humility 
and surrender before something 
great. Perception can be rela
tively ego-transcending, self-for-

Transcendental religious expe
riences have been documented. 
William James in The Varieties 
of Religious Experience reports 
on both conversion experiences 
and mystical experiences. R. M. 
Bucke in his book Cosmic Con
sciousness describes this concept 
as primarily a consciousness of 
the cosmos, of the life and order 
of the universe.

There are the yogic state of
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more a participating in eternity. 
This difference in emphasis 
would lead one to place satori on 
a higher level. But Dr. Katz’s 
focus is on transcendent experi
ences in general rather than on 
the differences between them. 
Huston Smith expresses this ap
proach by writing: “Transcen
dence should be defined neither 
quantitatively as ‘more of the 
same’ nor qualitatively as ‘bet
ter than anything previously ex

perienced’ but in terms of the 
kind of value it designates. The 
effect of its appearance is to 
counter predicaments that are 
ingrained in the human situation

Dr. Katz has adopted this ap
proach because he wants to con
sider issues in education which 
depend on the fact of transcen
dence, not on its degree or level. 
Education can transform a 
transcendent experience into an 
experience of growth. Certainly 
different experiences of tran
scendence have different implica
tions for growth. Experiences of 
satori may produce spiritual 
revolutions leading to the birth 
of a new man, while peak expe-
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TRANCE-CURING AMONG THE BUSHMEN
and socializing. Knowing this 
you can appreciate more what 
the drama of the trance-dance 
and trance-curing means in their 
lives.

Dr. Katz thinks the key to the 
notion of synergistic* conscious
ness which he has tried to devel
op as it operates in the !Kung 
society rests heavily on the 
premium they place on sharing. 
There are technical reasons for 
this, of course. If you have a 
basically nomadic life, even if 
you’re nomadic only part of the 
time, it’s a real pain to carry 
around a heavy pot. But it’s 
more than just the inconvenience 
of packing a heavy thing on your 
back. When game is brought in, 
a big chunk of meat to eat, it’s 
immediately shared according to 
certain patterns. This engenders 
a very supportive feeling, de-em
phasizing competition. One of the 
reasons for this .is quite clear. 
The group Dr. Katz was with 
numbered about 150 people liv
ing in fairly close quarters, with 
no private space and no closing 
doors. So it makes a good deal of 
sense to encourage mutual sup
port and lack of competition. He 
expresses the feeling this was 
not forced sharing or forced co

operation but simply the way 
they function.

Because their existence is less 
overlaid with “civilization” than 
our own certain aspects of their 
education for transcendence be
come readily apparent. Approxi
mately half the older adult 
males and one-third the adult 
women become trancers. The 
fact that large numbers of per
sons can experience transcen
dence in a way which is harmo
nious with their personal and 
th eir cu ltu r e’s grow th is 
somewhat unique and certainly 
significant. Although the !Kung 
in one sense are remote from 
contemporary civilization, this is 
not so important in their educa
tion for transcendence. That pro
cess of education seems more 
related to fundamental human 
characteristics than to any par
ticular cultural setting.

They have a very different ap
proach toward altering their 
state of consciousness than we 
have in our culture, according to 
Dr. Katz. Their approach is not 
one of “turning on” but rather of 
doing a job. Trance-curing is for 
the purpose of sustaining, en
hancing and maintaining society 
and of course for the purpose of 
curing. And the way it’s organ
ized — Dr. Katz said he uses this 
word deliberately — there is no 
contradiction between being a 
hunter and a trancer. In other
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words, you don’t become a less 
effective hunter by becoming a 
frequent trancer.

Trance-dancing may occur 
once or even twice a week and 
usually lasts from dusk to dawn. 
The entire village attends, in
cluding children and old persons. 
The women gather around the 
fire, which is the only light, sing
ing trance songs and rhythmical
ly clapping their hands. The men 
dance around the women in a 
circle and gradually some of 
them work themselves into a 
trance state.

A typical dance might start 
very informally. A group of peo
ple may be sitting around and 
toward the end of the afternoon 
someone might ask if there’s any 
interest in a dance for tonight. 
There may be no particular rea
son for a dance; nobody may be 
sick. But if there’s enough inter
est someone may say they can 
have the dance at his village — 
it does take some effort; among 
other things they’ve got to build 
a fire. Then word spreads that 
there’s going to be a dance and 
people may come from several 
villages in the area.

Before it gets dark, around six 
or seven o’clock, the women will 
begin to gather around the fire 
which has been lighted. At first 
the young people, 10- to 16-year- 
olds most of whom never have 
tranced, start dancing around

the fire to the singing and clap
ping of five or six women. For an 
hour or so these young people 
will dance, trying to learn the 
steps. This is necessary because 
before you can trance you’ve got 
to be able to dance without being 
too self-conscious.

After about an hour the more 
experienced trancers, men from 
30 to 60 years old some of whom 
have been trancing for 30 years, 
begin to dance, leaving their po
sitions on the sidelines. When 
they enter the dance circle ev
erything changes. These people 
are dancing in order to trance. 
And for the next couple of hours 
some serious business goes on, 
serious not because it’s somber 
but because things are happen
ing.

Dr. Katz discovered one strik
ing thing. He checked his watch 
every once in a while just to see 
how long the sequences were and 
found that invariably around 
midnight things reached a peak. 
By this he means that two or 
three people would be in trance 
at the same time.

In another couple of hours, 
perhaps at two or three in the 
morning, there would be a lull in 
the trancing and again some of 
the young people might come 
back while some of the old- 
timers took a little nap. As long 
as people are dancing, even 
without trancing, the mood is
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sustained. Now the women must 
decide if they want to continue 
another four or five hours to 
dawn. It’s very exhausting. They 
start at dusk and go straight 
through, possibly catching a five- 
minute nap in the circle which is 
completely locked together, 
arms and feet overlapped. It’s 
supportive but still exhausting.

If the women decide they want 
to go on till dawn, another peak 
will be reached when some of the 
more experienced trancers now 
reenter the circle. One fellow in 
particular preferred to trance 
just as the sun rose. He was a 
very dramatic person and about 
an hour before dawn he would 
enter the dance circle. Since he 
had not danced much during the 
earlier part of the evening he 
still had all his energy and liter
ally would be the only one now 
dancing. He would start to sweat 
and as the sun rose he would 
enter trance.

Then of course the issue arises: 
will the dance go on through the 
next day? It rarely does.

The next day is very calm. 
The people are relaxed and 
quiet. You know the feeling you 
can get if you have expended a 
tremendous amount of energy 
during a deeply emotional or re
ligious or mystical experience? 
The IKung’s day-after has many 
of these qualities.

A great deal of what happens

in trance-curing is a question of 
body contact and what happens 
to one’s own body, whether it’s 
the heat or the sweat. At the first 
dance Dr. Katz attended he 
found it difficult to stay awake 
and even harder not to dance. 
By the time of his second dance 
he said he realized there was 
only one way to both stay awake 
and learn what was happening. 
This was to dance. For him 
dancing was a real breakthrough 
in terms of understanding. Also, 
the people he was living with 
were able to relate to him a little 
more naturally; he became less 
of an outsider.

The first time he went to a 
trance-dance he said he went as 
if going to church. He sat quiet
ly, not wishing to disturb any
body. But he observed that no
body else had this attitude. Their 
behavior wasn’t so much irreli
gious as it was just plain ordi
nary. P eople were talking, 
laughing, dancing, doing every
thing they do every day — plus 
trancing. It became clear the 
!Kung make no distinction or is
sue between what’s sacred and 
what’s “profane.” It is all-of-a- 
piece, a social community event 
with everybody there. Not only is 
it important to be where the 
“medicine” is if you’re sick but 
it’s a great place to visit. And 
you can’t help but be affected by 
the dance. Dr. Katz says that in
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your own way you have to and 
want to participate in the danc
ing and trancing. The peaks and 
moments of intensity are very 
contagious and one of the rea
sons the trance-dance reaches 
such intensity is because of this 
contagion factor. In a sense, ev
erybody gets on the same wave
length. The few who enter trance 
take the rest along carrying 
them to another realm. It’s not 
an ego trip — the satisfactions 
are much simpler. After a dance 
the !Kung feel “good;” they feel 
relaxed and warm. So there’s a 
good after-effect of contentment 
as well as the important attain
ment of a “whole” identity.

Illness is often a reason for 
organizing a dance, but not al
ways. Dr. Katz saw cases where 
people were terribly sick and 
there was no dance. If someone 
is very sick and has been worked 
on in previous trances, a trancer 
may say, "Listen, if the guy 
hasn’t been cured yet he’s got 
something that I don’t want to 
work on too closely.” Because 
the act of curing is a laying on of 
hands and the closer you get to 
the person who has this sickness 
the more likely you will be to 
become sick. It doesn’t always 
go from you to me and then out!

There are other reasons for 
dancing. One of them is a big 
kill. You have no idea how much 
meat there is on a large ante

lope! And the only way to use it 
up before half of it goes bad in 
the desert where the heat reach
es 120 and 130 degrees is to bring 
everybody together to share it. 
And dancing is one of the best 
ways to bring people together.

The fire is extremely impor
tant. The dancers move around 
and toward the heat and the fire, 
trying to make their medicine 
more powerful. Sometimes they 
put their heads in the coals, or 
pick up live coals and rub them 
in their hands and over their 
bodies, all of which is calculated 
to make them — literally — hot
ter.

No drugs are used. They have 
drugs; there’s very good pot and 
other herbs but they are not used 
in connection with the dance. 
They have no reason to need 
them because of the situation it
self. The night is completely 
dark except for the low flickering 
fire. The dancing is done in a 
tight circle. Everybody is sing
ing, stomping and dancing. The 
15 or 20 men all are in frequent 
physical contact with each other, 
the dancers holding and helping 
each other as they dance around 
the fire, and the whole circle is a 
moving, hard-breathing whole. 
The women too are in close phys
ical contact, singing.

Their singing, from a musical 
point of view, has approximately 
eight beats to the second, which
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might at times set off a certain 
kind of brain activity connected 
with a special state of conscious
ness having certain meditative 
and relaxing qualities. But also, 
the singing is improvisational, so 
even though you’ve been danc
ing for 20 years and know the 
basic pattern, little surprises al
ways come. All of these things, 
Dr. Katz thinks, could result in a 
very evocative stimulating sit
uation.

Another important source of 
stimulation is the way the people 
dance. They stomp hard on the 
sand and this does two things. 
First of all, the whole body vi
brates so a kinesthetic rhythm is 
felt. It’s hard to believe but Dr. 
Katz said it seemed to him the 
very ground picked up the beat.

Then there’s a tremendous 
amount of hyperventilation. Peo
ple are dancing hard, breathing 
hard, sweating and of course this 
hyperventilation is another fac
tor tending to produce trance.

Finally, the good trancers fo
cus their eyes straight ahead 
perhaps at the back of the per
son in front of them or at a point 
a few inches ahead of their feet. 
That’s all they look at. And this 
also is a way of inducing an 
altered state of consciousness.

One night about 15 men were 
dancing and Dr. Katz knew that 
10 of them were pros who could 
enter trance almost at will. He

wondered what would happen 
when the peak came and all 10 of 
them tranced at once. But that is 
not what happened. Because 
there is a trance management. 
People go into trance at inter
vals. If there’s a young dancer 
having a bad time, floundering, 
falling, staggering into the fire, 
more experienced trancers will 
not go into trance. Their first 
concern is to get this person un
der control. When they have him 
cooled off (sometimes even giv
ing him water to drink or splash
ing some on his face) or stretch
ed out where he is not going to 
harm himself, then they will go 
into trance.

Dr. Katz saw one young iKung 
who was new to trance with a 
look of tremendous fear on his 
face as he danced. The singing 
and clapping, the dance in gen
eral, was at high intensity. 
Trance was threatening to over
whelm him. But instead of tak
ing him away from the dance, 
two persons went to him, one 
holding him from the front, the 
other from behind, and physical
ly they brought him back to the 
dance. The three of them then 
continued dancing in close phys
ical contact as the singing 
reached new levels of intensity 
and excitement. In a sense they 
brought him back to what he 
most feared but they were now 
physically with him. He became
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able to go through his fear and 
into trance. The approach to 
each potential trancer depends 
on his history with trance and 
present readiness for trance.

Trance with the !Kung is not 
either on or off. Dr. Katz remem
bers seeing one of his closest 
!Kung friends in deep trance one 
moment and the next moment 
seeing him on the sidelines ask
ing someone for a smoke. He 
reasoned that either he was ask
ing for a smoke while in trance 
or he hadn’t been in trance at all. 
But then it came to him that the 
trance state has many levels, and 
certainly at a dance a dancer ex
periences more than one — which 
is not to suggest that this makes 
trancing a superficial phenome-

The IKung link the onset of 
trance to “medicine” which they 
believe resides in the pit of the 
stomach. As the trancer contin
ues his energetic dance, becomes 
warm and sweats profusely, this 
“medicine” heats up and be
comes a vapor which rises up the 
spine to a point approximately at 
the base of the skull. At this time 
the trance state results.

This “medicine” is a form of 
energy. It is held in awe and 
considered to be very powerful 
and mysterious. It is this same 
energy that the trancer “puts 
into” somebody in attempting to 
cure him. So once heated up, 
“medicine” can both induce 
trance and combat illness.

The trance itself is a very in
tense state. Emotions are arous
ed to an extraordinary level 
whether they be fear or exhilara
tion.

Everybody reports that the 
trance is accompanied by a tre
mendous pain which must be 
discarded. One trancer recalling 
his first experience said, “Medi
cine got into my stomach. It was 
hot and painful, like fire. I was 
surprised and I cried.” Another 
trancer told Dr. Katz, “When I 
pick up medicine it explodes and 
throws me up in the air and I 
enter heaven and then fall 
down.” When Katz asked, “Then 
why do you trance?” they re
plied they didn’t enjoy it but 
they had to. Some of them de
scribed it as beyond physical 
pain.
(To be concluded next month.)

%
ANOTHER EXAGGERATED DEATH REPORT

A WORLD WAR I veteran of Bearwood, England, Thomas Lan- 
dreth, aged 71, was astonished to read in a magazine article 

about his “heroic death” during the battle of St. Quentin in 1917. 
He wrote to the editors of Worcestershire Magazine and asked that he be resurrected.



O rn a te  Black F orest sle igh - ty p e  ch a ir  d a t e s  t o  a b ou t  1550. 

A desire to own the antique chair obsessed young Jody— but 
she soon was just as eager to be rid of it.

HAUNTED By Marilyn Estea-Smith

CHAIRS Go Cheap...
MANY STORIES are told of 

haunted houses and other 
locales that seem to be occupied 
by earthbound spirits. Accounts 
of objects that harbor malevolent 
forces are far more unusual but 
15-year-old Jody Randall of Long 
Beach, Calif., had some frighten
ing experiences after she ac
quired an antique chair.

Jody is a precocious youngster, 
quite uninvolved in the usual 
teen-ager’s activities. Antique 
furniture and dolls are her main 
preoccupation and she spends 
much of her free time visiting 
antique shows and shops. She 
has an outstanding doll collec
tion and in fact I first heard of 
the haunted chair when I inter-
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viewed her for a Teen magazine 
story on her dolls.

Jody and her parents, Jim and 
Louise Randall, share a duplex 
with her grandparents, Ernest 
and Edna Thurber. When I in
terviewed Jody she told me that 
in the summer of 1970 she had 
sold a particularly valuable an
tique French doll to a local an
tique dealer, Marge Lord. In 
Marge’s shop Jody saw a heavily- 
carved rocking chair of the 
Black Forest sleigh type (which 
dates to about 1550) and she 
immediately wanted it. When 
she first sat in the chair she felt 
unseen arms grasp her tightly 
around the waist. This was un
settling but it did not discourage 
her. She still wanted the chair.

Marge told her she didn’t 
want to sell it but would con
sider an offer of $1,250. This was 
far more than Jody could pay— 
but owning the chair became 
almost an obsession; she thought 
about it day and night.

Then abruptly the situation 
changed. Marge Lord called in 
late August to say she would 
reduce the price to $800 and 
Jody could pay this in install
ments if she wanted to. Jody 
was ecstatic.

In early September 1970 Jody 
paid for the chair and her par
ents placed it in their living 
room with similar carved furni
ture. Right from the start the

family began to have strange 
experiences which seemed con
nected with the chair.

The first thing they noticed 
was that no matter how many 
lights were on in the living room 
it looked murky, dim and 
spooky. One afternoon late in 
September as Jody lay reading 
on the floor next to the chair, 
she suddenly sensed a heavy 
blackness, like a veil, encom
passing her, pinning her to the 
floor. She was helpless, unable 
to move or speak. After what 
seemed an interminable length 
of time the veil lifted just as 
abruptly. Jody now felt so nor
mal that she was sure she had 
imagined the whole thing. She 
said nothing to her parents about 
her experience.

A week or so later the same 
thing happened again — except 
this time as the veil descended 
she saw “hellish-looking yellow 
eyes” appear in the wall over her 
head. She thought, “God help 
me. I’d rather die than be pos
sessed by this evil.” Immediate
ly the eyes disappeared but it 
was some time before the heavy 
blackness dissipated. This ex
perience left her exhausted and 
she fell into a deep sleep. When 
she awoke she felt her normal 
self.

Now Jody began to feel threat
ened when she was in the house. 
Only when she got away could
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she escape her feeling of fore
boding. The family’s Yorkshire 
terrier, Girl Dog, seemed to 
share Jody’s dread and refused 
to enter the living room. When 
the family went away Girl Dog 
would go next door to Jody’s 
grandparents’ house and scratch 
to be let in.

One October afternoon when 
she and her mother were in the 
living room Jody saw two bats 
fly through the room although 
her mother saw nothing. The 
next day Mrs. Randall, Mrs. 
Thurber and two visitors saw an 
eerie light in the same room. 
The whole family sometimes 
heard unaccountable tapping in 
the walls and banging on the 
front door when no one was

Soon after seeing the eerie 
light Mrs. Randall entered the 
living room one evening to find 
the chair rocking. The wooden 
chair is very heavy; when I sat 
in it myself I found it difficult 
to rock. It could not possibly be 
set in motion by vibrations from 
passing traffic.

In late October Jody was in 
the kitchen helping to prepare 
dinner when she heard loud scuf
fling sounds as of two men fight
ing. She ran into the living room 
to find the chair rocking violent
ly. She heard blood-chilling 
laughter and an unseen voice 
saying, “Soon she will be in my

power.” After this Jody fre
quently awoke at night to hear 
the sound of hoarse breathing 
in her bedroom.

Jody’s father Jim scoffed at 
all these happenings and called 
the whole thing nonsense. But 
as Jody became increasingly 
upset, in November 1970 he of
fered to buy the chair, hoping 
the transfer of ownership would 
relieve her. He paid her $10 and 
she solemnly gave him a receipt. 
After the purchase he moved the 
chair out to the garage. Jokingly 
he spoke to the chair, telling it 
to behave or he would bum it.

A few days later Jim was at 
work gluing formica to a wall. 
For no detectable reason the can 
of formica glue ignited and ex
ploded, covering Jim’s legs with 
burning glue. The burns were so 
severe Jim was hospitalized for 
months and had to undergo a 
series of painful skin grafts.

After Jim went to the hospital 
the distraught family sought the 
help of a psychic friend, Nadine. 
From childhood Nadine has had 
clairvoyant and precognitive vi
sions which frequently have en
abled her to help her friends. 
After she meditated near the 
chair she said she could see a 
monk standing near it and an
other man seated in it. The man 
sitting in the chair seemed to be 
a ruler who had condemned 
thousands of people to death. He
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seemed to be slightly oriental 
in appearance but Nadine sensed 
his locale as northern Europe. 
She never before had been in
volved in anything so menacing 
and was puzzled and upset by 
her impressions.

Even after it was moved to the 
garage the chair was the focus 
of unexplained happenings. One 
afternoon when Louise went to 
the garage to leave food for the 
cat she found the chair rocking. 
She ran from the garage in terror.
A few days later Jody’s grand

mother went to the garage to feed 
the cat. Feeling uneasy, she took 
Girl Dog along. They just had 
reentered the house when there 
was a loud crash outside the door. 
A heavy extension ladder that 
had been leaning against the 
house had fallen over. The wind 
that day was too light to have 
caused this.

A few days later Bob Anderson, 
a young friend of Jody, sat in 
the chair and laughingly declared 
he felt no “vibrations.” That 
night he was in a fiery auto crash 
and barely escaped with his life. 
Since then he has been in a sec
ond serious auto accident.

The family now decided that 
the chair must be sold as soon 
as possible. A local antique deal
er, Mark Burnham, visited the 
house to see the chair and then 
attempted to sell it. After several 
weeks’ effort he was unsuccess

ful. About this time the family 
heard of Anton LaVey, founder 
of San Francisco’s Church of 
Satan. In January 1971 they 
wrote him, describing the chair 
and their experiences. He re
sponded enthusiastically and of
fered $500 for it. He said that if 
one understands this type of phe
nomenon one can live peacefully 
with the furniture.

Jody was relieved — and so 
glad to get rid of the chair that 
she was not concerned over los
ing $300 on the transaction. Her 
father moved the chair to a 
rented garage until LaVey sent 
for it. It was still there when I 
interviewed Jody for the doll ar
ticle in February 1971.

After hearing Jody’s tale of the 
troublesome events associated 
with the chair I tried to trace its 
history. Marge Lord, who had 
sold it to Jody, said she had 
bought the chair for herself be
cause of its unusual appearance. 
Marge is a big woman and the 
chair was comfortable for her. 
Shortly after Jody first saw it, 
however, Marge entered the room 
to find the chair rocking. This 
upset her so that she offered Jody 
the reduced price.

I asked Marge to call Mrs. Con
ger, the woman from whom she 
had bought the chair. Mrs. Con
ger became agitated and refused 
to talk about the chair. Thus I 
was unable to trace its history.
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I suggested to the family that 

we call in another psychic to 
learn more about the chair. 
Robert B., a local man, agreed 
to do a psychometric analysis of 
the chair. Jody and her mother 
and I accompanied Robert to the 
garage where it was stored. We 
chatted for a while, then Robert 
sat in the chair and relaxed for 
a few moments.

Suddenly his head fell back and 
in a voice quite unlike his own he 
spoke: “Because of a sordid, hor
rible childhood, totally lacking in 
love, the spirit in this chair was 
exceedingly bitter, with the right 
frontal lobe of the brain almost 
deliberately sealed off to forget 
his early life. He had a serious 
physical disability below his waist 
which kept him in continual dis
comfort.

“He sat in the chair a great 
deal, maintaining control of those 
about him with whips, swords 
and the like. I see him as a Mon
gol but out of place; he appears 
to be in northern Europe. The 
people around him are very bit
ter against him. T1 e pain he suf
fers gives him a foul temper.

“The man is the father of 
many children, most of whom do 
not know their parentage. Indeed, 
he has sired many of his own 
grandchildren.

“The man’s soul still is strug
gling to be released. Recently 
something has occurred to make

53
this release possible but it can
not be revealed at this time. 
Eventually the forces of light will 
win. Peace.”

Robert slowly came out of his 
trance, quite unaware of what he 
had said. I was intrigued by the 
similarity between his impres
sions and those given earlier by 
Nadine.

In my research into the his
torical period when the chair was 
made I was struck by how aptly 
Robert’s and Nadine’s impres
sions fitted the Russian czar Ivan 
the Terrible, a Mongol ruling a 
northern European people, who 
had a miserable childhood and 
became a tyrannical ruler much 
despised by his subjects. He even 
appears to have been physically 
deformed. I have no proof that 
the chair has any link to this 
despotic monarch but certainly 
the man described by the two 
psychics must have been very 
much like him.

It was unfortunate that I was 
unable to trace the history of 
the chair to determine if previous 
owners had experienced anything 
unusual. Mrs. Conger’s reaction 
to being asked suggests that her 
associations with the chair were 
unpleasant. Even Mark Bum- 
ham, who tried to sell the chair 
for the Randalls, complained that 
he seemed jinxed after sitting in 
it once. Over a three-month pe
riod he was unable to make a
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single sale and soon thereafter 
left town abruptly leaving no for
warding address — certainly un
usual for a dealer who had been 
in the antique business for 20

In June 1971 Anton LaVey sent 
the $500 dollars and arranged to 
have the chair shipped to Los 
Angeles. When I asked if he has 
experienced anything unusual in 
connection with the chair he 
simply stated, “The chair now 
contentedly rests inside a mir

rored chamber in my country 
home in northern California. 
Other than for its strange beauty 
as an artifact, the chair is sel
dom used.”

Perhaps the “release” pre
dicted by Robert has occurred 
and the evil spirit that haunted 
the chair has departed. But Jody 
Randall has been left with last
ing memories of the bewildering 
experiences that befell her and 
her household while the chair was 
there.

1
CLYDE IN DUPLICATESOME MEMBERS of St. Luke’s 

Lutheran Church in Bloom
ington, Minn, justifiably might 
have been confused around 
Christmas 1972 by receiving two 
identical cards both signed “Clyde 
E. Allen, Jr.” As it happens two 
men with that name are in the 
congregation but they were un
aware they had chosen identical 
greeting cards until a mutual 
friend told them.
The two men are unrelated; 

one is a native of Minneapolis. 
Minn, and the other is from 
Boston, Mass. Each moved with 
his family to Bloomington about

five years ago. They never had 
met until a few months ago when 
they, both checked in rented cars 
at the airport in Los Angeles, 
Calif, at the same time and 
found they were taking the same 
flight back to Minneapolis.
Besides being members of St 

Luke’s both Clydes live about a 
half mile from each other. One 
Allen lives at 10736 James Circle, 
the other at 10750 Penn Avenue. 
Both hold positions in computer 
programing. One is 37, the other 
38. Each has two children. Both 
men are councilmen, one at 
church, the other for the city.
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VISIONS OF MOTHER'S DEATHI By D ew ey  S ch ley  C arro ll 
N 1948 I was working in Winter 

Haven, Fla., for “Nick” Nich
ols, a fine boss but a confirmed 
skeptic about everything psychic. 
On the evening of March 8 I just 
had arrived back at my apart
ment when I had a strange vision. 
I saw my mother Mollie Vemetta 
Carroll in a coffin inside a hearse 
heading for the cemetery. Along 
the way we came to a crossroad 
which showed a sign reading, 
“Three Miles to Resthaven.” I 
immediately realized that in 
three days Mother, then almost 
.88, would die and that I would 
accompany her coffin to the cem-

The next morning when I re
ported to work I related this vi
sion to Nick and asked if I could 
leave at once for the home of my 
sister Virginia Feathers in Clifty, 
Ark., where Mother was visiting. 
He seemed taken aback by my 
story of the vision but he protest
ed that he could not spare me 
from the office concluding, “You

just had a dream.”
Reluctantly I stayed at work 

that day and at home that eve
ning 1 had a second vision. This 
time I was at my mother’s funer
al. When it came time to ac
company the coffin to the burial 
site there was no room in the 
cars for me to ride along. But 
the undertaker kindly suggested 
that I ride in the hearse next to 
his driver. I agreed and climbed 
into the hearse. The funeral pro
cession began the 18-mile trip to 
the cemetery and the vision 
faded.
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The next morning (March 10) 
I had the same argument with 
Nick. This time he said rather 
cautiously, “Man, you must be 
sick. I think you should see a doc
tor. But I can’t do without you 
today. I have a quota to meet 
and I don’t know where I could 
find another hand.” So again my 
argument was in vain and I 
stayed at the office.

That evening I had a third vi
sion. I saw my mother in a room 
in Virginia’s house. The clock on 
the wall said nine o’clock and 
through the window I could see it 
was night. Then I saw my moth
er’s spirit leave her body and 
walk from the room and vanish 
into a beautiful sunset. Just be
fore the vision faded I saw a 
telegram coming for me.

The next morning I told Nick 
of this third vision and by now 
he was puzzled and a little un
easy. He repeated his insistence 
that I work the day for him and 
I agreed on the condition that he 
accompany me to my apartment 
after work and see the telegram 
that I knew was coming. He 
agreed and that afternoon after 
work we were just arriving at 
my building when the landlady, 
Mrs. Green, came out to meet us. 
She had a telegram in her hand. 
I read it aloud to Nick, who 
turned deathly pale and was too 
startled to comment.

I left immediately for Arkan

sas. Mother’s body was brought 
to my sister Ruby’s home in 
Fayetteville for the funeral. The 
events coincided exactly with my 
visions, including my riding in 
the hearse next to the driver. 
Mother was laid to rest in Clifty 
Graveyard, 18 miles from Fay
etteville, on March 16, 1948, the 
88th anniversary of her birth.— 
Tennessee Ridge, Tenn.

MY ASTRAL TRIP 
By A d e la id e  W e c s e

IN 1952 we were living in the 
small town of Weybum, Sask., 

on the Soo Railway Line, for 
which my husband William 
worked. One day in late spring 
when he was off duty he decided 
to visit his sick brother who lived 
in another small town on the 
line. We arose early so he could 
catch the train.

Knowing I would be alone for 
the day I began my spring house
cleaning. I worked hard all morn
ing and in the afternoon I de
cided to go to the bedroom for a

No sooner had I lain down than 
I felt myself floating to the top of 
the bedroom ceiling. A voice 
from nowhere announced, “You 
are dead!” I looked down and 
plainly saw my body, pale and 
seemingly lifeless, on the bed. I 
became very frightened. My first 
thought was of the shock William 
would have when he returned
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from his trip to find me dead.
I floated from my bedroom 

into the other rooms of the house. 
I seemed bound to my physical 
body by a silver cord which grew 
thinner as I moved farther away. 
That day I was expecting the 
McKinnon Department Store to 
deliver a bookcase I had ordered 
and before long I saw the deliv
ery man arrive carrying a large 
package. I heard him rapping on 
the back door but I could neither 
open the door nor speak.

In small towns in those days we 
never thought of locking doors in 
the daytime. After waiting a few 
moments the delivery man 
opened the door and called, “Is 
anyone home?” I still was unable 
to answer. He pulled the book
case into the kitchen and left it.

Soon after the delivery man left 
I heard my blue Persian cat 
meowing at the back door to get 
in. Again I tried to open the door 
but could not. I don’t know how 
long I floated but it must have 
been more than an hour.

Then slowly I felt myself being 
pulled back to the bedroom. The 
cord got wider and darker in col
or as I drew closer to my body. I 
awoke in a cold sweat. I tried to 
get up but I was so weak I fell 
back onto the pillows again. Af
ter half an hour I managed to get 
up, though still very weak.

A neighbor came to the back 
door to borrow something and she

asked if I were sick as I looked so 
pale. I found the bookcase just as 
I had seen it when out of my 
body. My cat was napping out
side the back door. From these 
details I knew it had not been a 
dream or my imagination but I 
truly had been out of my body. 
— Regina, Sask., Canada.

FATHER'S DEATH FORESEEN
By Lena M a rie Salew ske 

a t  tp ld  t o  J oa n  Ann Parkins
A HALF-century has passed but 

I never can forget the ter
rifying dream I had one night in 
February 1923 when I was a 
young housewife of 23. In my 
dream I saw my father Joseph 
Kroff working at night on some 
machinery. The day foreman ar
rived at the factory and saw the 
sign, “Men At Work.” Thinking 
that the midnight shift had left 
the sign up by mistake, the fore
man took down the sign and 
turned on the switch to the con
veyor where Father and two oth
er men were working. The clock 
showed six minutes to seven. The 
other two repairmen jumped 
bade in time but Father was 
caught in the conveyor and man
gled. A minute later he was dead.

As I made breakfast the next 
morning my dream weighed on 
my mind. I actually could hear 
the screams of the men and the 
sound of the conveyor. Finally I 
no longer could stand it and
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dressed my three-year-old Ber
tha and ran to catch a streetcar 
to go to Father’s house.

I hurried in and found Father 
sitting in his favorite chair read
ing the newspaper. Before he 
even had a chance to say hello 
I blurted out my dream and 
begged him not to go to work 
that night. Once he had calmed 
me down he explained that my 
dream was impossible. “I am a 
repairman at the Ford Rouge 
plant,” he admitted. “We use a 
sign such as you saw in your 
dream but I am the only one au
thorized to put it up or take it 
down. No foreman can turn on 
machinery when the sign is post
ed.”

No sooner had he said these 
words than a mirror in the din
ing room fell to the floor and 
broke into three pieces. I cleaned 
up the broken mirror and repeat
ed to him my concern about the 
dream. But Father only smiled 
and dismissed my fears.

Although he had been doing the 
same work for many years with
out any mishap I could not shake 
off my memory of the nightmare.
I phoned Father the next morn
ing and he told me he was fine 
and that I should forget my 
dream.

Days passed, then weeks — but 
on April 23, 1923, the accident 
happened just as I had dreamed 
it. Father was only 54 years old

when he died in the accident I 
had foreseen two months before. 
— Detroit, Mich.

DEATH POINTS A FINGER
By D o ro th y  Van D o r  L inda

IN THE past many of my 
dreams have come true, espe

cially those involving death. So 
when I had a series of three 
dreams of impending death in the 
summer of 1963 I became quite 
alarmed.

My first dream was set in a 
hospital corridor. I was lying 
alone on a cart, the type used for 
transferring patients from bed 
to operating room. My arms 
were strapped to the steel sides. 
I vividly felt the coldness of the 
dead gray metal. As I lay on my 
back a doctor’s face leaned over 
me. Softly he announced, “I’m 
so sorry. There’s nothing we can 
do. You will die.” I struggled 
against tne straps and pleaded 
for my life. My struggling and 
screaming woke me up still in 
the grip of the nightmare.

Although similarly concerned 
with death my second dream a 
few nights later was much dif
ferent. On a lone highway which 
seemed to stretch into eternity a 
camper lay on its side, my body 
crushed between the rough as
phalt of the road and the smooth 
metal of the vehicle. My soul 
wandered freely among the many 
friends who suddenly appeared,



TRUE MYSTIC EXPERIENCES

some crying and some staring in 
shocked silence in the moonlight. 
I tried to touch them and call 
out to them that I was still alive 
but I got no reaction. My own 
frustrated cries woke me from 
this second nightmare.

A few nights later I had my 
third dream about death. It be
gan on a football field, of all 
places. I was surrounded by nu
merous people but all appeared 
to be strangers except for one 
young man whom I knew only as 
Lowell. He was a checker at 
Thriftimart Market where I did 
all my grocery shopping. On the 
50-yard line of the field stood 
check-out counters similar to 
those in a supermarket. A gun 
was fired and we raced toward 
the check-outs pushing shopping 
carts. Then a second gun explod
ed and everyone vanished except 
Lowell and me.

As I looked around in confusion 
at the barren field a shadow fell 
over the field and the sky dark
ened. Lowell and I both looked 
upward. A black cloud moved 
across the sky and hovered 
above us. Before our eyes it 
formed the shape of a hand. 
From the cloud a voice called to 
me, “Dorothy, you have fought 
death long enough. I cannot wait. 
You must die—now!”

The hand floated closer, form
ing a fist with a finger pointing 
downwards toward me. The fin

ger was just inches from me 
when Lowell threw himself be
tween the hand and me.

I awoke from this third night
mare with my heart beating 
wildly. The chilling fright of it 
remained through the morning as 
I hurried through my household 
chores. It was Friday, my shop
ping day, and I was eager to get 
to the supermarket. I debated 
whether or not to mention my 
dream to Lowell.

Finally I drove up to Thrifti
mart and entered. All the famil
iar faces were there — except 
Lowell. I asked the manager 
where he was that day and he 
sadly informed me that Lowell 
had died the night before. — 
Pomona, Calif.

APPORTED EARRING
By Irma B. Hall

IN JUNE 1948 I separated from 
my husband Hal and moved

Irma B. Hall
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with my six-year-old Linda to 
San Bernardino, Calif., where I 
bought a small house on Sixth 
Street. One Sunday afternoon 
that August, Hal came to visit 
Linda. After we had talked for a 
while in the living room I took 
him outdoors to show him our 
large yard and garden. No soon
er had we returned to the house 
when I discovered I had lost an 
earring. I was heartsick as those 
gold earrings were my favorites. 
We searched through the creases 
in the furniture, shook my clothes 
and even retraced our steps 
through the yard — although find
ing anything in the tail grass 
was hopeless.

After Hal left I changed clothes 
for a dinner party that evening 
and I thoroughly searched every 
article of clothing as I removed 
it. But there was no sign of the 
earring. Linda and I left for the 
party, a big chicken dinner in

celebration of the birthdays of 
the hostess Minnie Simmon and 
her son Howard, which came only 
five days apart.

I had never been to their home 
before. My Aunt Daisy Clinton 
was an old friend of Minnie and 
I had met the family a couple 
of times at the local Spiritualist 
church we both attended.

After dinner we sat in her large 
living room visiting. After a while 
I excused myself to leave the 
room for a few moments. Just as 
I reached the door Minnie asked, 
“What is that shining in your 
chair?” I glanced back at the up
right chair in which I had been 
sitting — and there on its flat up
holstered seat was my missing 
earring! I can think of no earthly 
way the earring could have got
ten there normally and I can only 
agree with Minnie that her spirit 
friends must have apported it — 
Arroyo Grande, Calif.

M
KRESKIN CHECKS HIS ESP 

By Paul SteinerPOPULAR CAMPUS entertain
er and mentalist. The Amaz

ing Kreskin, receives his pay in 
a rather unconventional manner. 
“When I appear at colleges,” he 
explains, "I tell the audience in 
advance that I have asked that 
the check be hidden and that if 
I fail to find it, I will donate my 
entire fee to the school’s schol
arship fund. Once I found it in 
the chandelier over the center of

the auditorium. Another time it 
was in the brim of a policeman's 
hat. The most unusual was in 
the stuffing of a turkey. The 
school was nice enough to issue 
a dry check In its place.” 

Kreskin, who holds an A B. 
degree in psychology from Seton 
Hall University in South Orange, 
N.J., insists there are no gim
micks and he has no confidantes 
on the campuses.



f t i i A k i p A

the ISOO'a
PART THREE: Technology of that 

time does not explain 
these airships. Were extraterrestrial intelligences involved? 

By Jerome Clark and Loren Coleman

AN ENTIRELY different kind 
of story of an airship and its 

occupants was published in the 
St. Louis Post-Dispatch for April 
19, 1897, in the form of a letter 
from W. H. Hopkins, a St. Louis 
resident whose job as general 
traveling agent for the Hartford 
Steam Boiler Inspection and In
surance Company had taken him 
to Missouri that week. The inci
dent he describes had occurred, 
he said, on April 16:

“ . . . I was wandering through 
hills east of Springfield, Mo., and 
coming to the brow of a hill over
looking a small clearing in the 
valley a short distance below me 
I saw a sight that rooted me to
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the spot . . .  I could not believe 
my eyes at first . . . There in the 
clearing rested a vessel similar in 
outline to the airship shown in 
the Post-Dispatch a few days ago 
and said to have been taken in 
Illinois . . .

“Near the vessel was the most 
beautiful being I ever beheld. 
She was under medium size but 
of the most exquisite form and 
features such as would put to 
shame the forms as sculptured 
by the ancient Greeks. She was 
dressed in nature’s garb and her 
golden hair, wavy and glossy, 
hung to her waist, unconfined ex
cept by a band of glistening jew
els that bound it back from her
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forehead . . . She was plucking 
the little flowers that were just 
blossoming . . . with exclama
tions of delight in a language I 
could not understand. Her voice 
was like low, silvery bells and 
her laughter rang out like their 
chimes. In one hand she carried 
a fan of curious design that she 
fanned herself vigorously with, 
though to me the air was not 
warm and I wore an overcoat.

“In the shade of the vessel lay 
a man of noble proportions and 
majestic countenance. His hair 
of dark auburn fell to his shoul
ders in wavy masses and his full 
beard . . . reached to his breast. 
He also was fanning himself . . . 
as if the heat oppressed him.

“After gazing for a while 
I moved forward and the woman, 
hearing the rustle of leaves, 
looked around. A moment she 
stood looking at me with wonder 
and astonishment in her beauti
ful blue eyes, then with a shriek 
of fear she rushed to the man 
who sprang to his feet, threw his 
arm around her and glared at 
me in a threatening manner.

“I stopped and taking my 
handkerchief from my pocket 
waved it in the air. A few min
utes we stood. I then spoke some 
words of apology for intruding 
but he seemed not to understand 
and replied in a threatening 
tone and words which I could 
not make out. I tried by signs to

make him understand and Anally 
he left her . . . and came toward 
me. I extended my hand. He 
looked at it a moment, astonish
ment in his dark-brown eyes, 
and Anally he extended his own 
and touched mine. I took his 
and carried it to my lips. I tried 
by signs to make them under
stand I meant no harm. Finally 
his face lighted up with pleasure 
and he turned and spoke to the 
woman. She came hesitatingly 
forward, her form undulating 
with exquisite grace. I took her 
hand and kissed it fervently. The 
color rose to her cheeks and she 
drew it hastily away.

“I asked them by signs where 
they came from but it was diffi
cult to make them understand. 
Finally they seemed to do so and 
smiling, they gazed upwards for 
a moment, as if looking for some 
particular point, and then point
ed upwards, pronouncing a word 
which to my imagination sound
ed like Mars.

“I pointed to the ship and ex
pressed my wonder in my coun
tenance. He took me by the hand 
and led me toward it. In the side 
was a small door. I looked in. 
There was a luxurious couch 
covered with robes of the most 
beautiful stuff and texture such 
as I had never seen before. From 
the ceiling was suspended a curi
ous ball from which extended a 
strip of metal which he struck to
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make it vibrate. Instantly the 
ball was illuminated with a soft 
white light which lit up the whole 
interior . . . most beautifully dec
orated . . . .

“At the stem was another 
large ball of metal, supported in 
a strong framework, and con
nected to the shaft of the propel
ler at the stem was a similar 
mechanism attached to each 
propeller and smaller balls at
tached to a point of metal that 
extended from each side of the 
vessel and from the prow. And 
connected to each ball was a thin 
strip of metal similar to the one 
attached to the lamp. He struck 
each one and when they vibrated 
the balls commenced to revolve 
with intense rapidity and did not 
cease till he stopped them with a 
kind of brake. As they revolved 
intense lights, stronger than any 
arc light I ever saw, shone out 
from the points at the sides and 
at the prow, but they were differ
ent colors. The one at the prow 
was an intense white light. On 
one side was green and on the 
other red.

“The two had been examining 
me with the greatest curiosity in 
the meantime. They felt of my 
clothing, looked at my gray hair 
with surprise and examined my 
watch with the greatest wonder. 
Signs are poor medium to 
exchange ideas and therefore we 
could express but little.

“I pointed to the balls attached 
to the propellers. He gave each 
of the strips of metal a rap, those 
attached to the propellers under 
the vessel first. The balls began 
to revolve rapidly and I felt the 
vessel begin to rise . . .  I sprang 
out and none too soon, for the 
vessel rose as lightly as a bird 
and shot away like an arrow . . . 
The two stood laughing and wav
ing their hands to me, she a 
vision of loveliness and he of 
manly vigor.”
Incredible? Certainly. A skep

tical Post-Dispatch reporter took 
the letter to Hopkins’ employer, 
C. C. Gardner. After reading it 
carefully Gardner said, “That is 
Mr. Hopkins’ handwriting and he 
is now in that territory. He was 
also at Springfield on the day

Asked if he believed Hopkins’ 
story Gardner nodded vigorous
ly. “Indeed I do,” he said. 
“Strange as it seems I am com
pelled to believe it. Mr. Hopkins 
is not a romancer. He never 
courts notoriety. What he writes 
he has seen and he believes it is 
his duty to make the facts public. 
He does not drink a drop. He has 
been connected with this com
pany for a long time and is most 
reliable. What he writes you can 
publish as being absolutely true.”

Other employees in the firm 
spoke just as highly of Hopkins.

The reporter also searched out
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Hopkins’ wife and two daugh
ters.

“It’s the truth if he wrote it,” 
Mrs. Hopkins affirmed, “and I 
believe every word. Mr. Hopkins 
is a member of the Maple Ave
nue M. E. Church and has many 
friends ... He undoubtedly wish
es to acquaint his friends with 
the marvel he has seen and so 
uses the Post-Dispatch as the 
medium of communication.

“Mr. Hopkins left home a week 
ago,” she continued. “Before he 
left he ridiculed the idea of an 
airship having been seen. But 
now I suppose he is convinced it 
is not a myth.”

The other-worldly overtones of 
this incident hardly can be de
nied and it was not the only 
bizarre occurrence of the period. 
On the morning of April 15 a 
large airship moved northward 
slowly over Linn Grove, Iowa, 
and five men followed it about 
four miles into the country where 
it landed. But when the pursuers 
got within 700 yards of the vessel 
it spread out four monstrous 
wings and flew away. As it rose 
its occupants tossed out two 
boulders “of unknown composi
tion.”

The witnesses said the entities 
within the craft had the longest 
beards they had ever seen and a 
news account of the incident 
mentions “two queer-looking 
persons . . . who made desperate

efforts to conceal themselves.” 
The next day at Mount Vernon, 

HI., the city’s mayor focused his 
telescope on an “airship.” What 
he saw was something that re
sembled, according to the Sag
inaw Courier-Herald, “the body 
of a huge man swimming through 
the air with an electric light at 
his back.” It goes without saying 
that no theory which assumes 
terrestrial inventors were com
pletely responsible for airship 
manifestations is going to ac
count for a sighting like this one.

From the Houston Daily Post 
for April 28, 1897, comes the 
weirdest case of all:

“Merkel, Tex., April 26 — Some 
parties returning from church 
last night noticed a heavy object 
dragging along with a rope at
tached. They followed it until in 
crossing the railroad, it caught 
on a rail. Looking up they saw 
what they supposed was the air
ship. It was not near enough to 
get an idea of the dimensions. 
A light could be seen protruding 
from several windows; one 
bright light in front like the 
headlight of a locomotive. After 
some 10 minutes a man was seen 
descending the rope; he came 
near enough to be plainly seen. 
He wore a light-blue sailor suit, 
was small in size. He stopped 
when he discovered parties at 
the anchor and cut the ropes 
below him and sailed off in a
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northeast direction. The anchor 
is now on exhibition at the black
smith shop of Elliott and Miller 
and is attracting the attention of 
hundreds of people."

An ancient obscure Irish 
manuscript, Speculum Regali, 
records an incident that sup
posedly occurred in the year 956 
A.D.:

“There happened in the 
borough of Cloera, one Sunday 
while people were at mass, a 
marvel. In this town there is a 
church to the memory of St. Kin- 
arus. It befell that a metal an
chor was dropped from the sky, 
with a rope attached to it, and 
one of the sharp flukes caught 
in the wooden arch above the 
church door. The people rushed 
out of the church and saw in the 
sky a ship with men on board, 
floating at the end of the anchor 
cable, and they saw a man leap 
overboard and pull himself 
down the cable to the anchor as if 
to unhook it. He appeared as if 
he were swimming in water. The 
folk rushed up and tried to seize 
him; but the bishop forbade the 
people to hold the man for fear it 
might kill him. The man was 
freed and hurried up the cable to 
the ship, where the crew cut the 
rope and the ship rose and sailed 
away out of sight. But the anchor 
is in the church as a testimony to 
this singular occurrence.”

And about 1200 A.D. an anchor

plummeted out of the sky trail
ing a rope and got caught in a 
mound of stones near a church in 
Bristol, England. As a mob of 
churchgoers congregated at the 
scene, a “sailor” came skitter
ing down the rope to free it. 
According to Gervase of Til
bury’s Otia Imperialia the crowd 
seized the intruder and “he 
suffocated by the mist of our 
moist atmosphere and expired.” 
His unseen comrades cut the 
rope and left.

We do not pretend to under
stand why an incident of this 
nature should continually recur 
but its occurrence in the midst of 
the 1897 airship flap should prove 
conclusively that we are dealing 
with phenomena whose implica
tions boggle the mind.

Something astonishing, even 
incomprehensible, was taking 
place in 19th-Century America. 
Whatever conclusions we draw 
from it are bound to be 
unbelievable and little more than 
informed guesses, for the gaps in 
the story are often greater than 
the substance.

THROUGHOUT history innu
merable groups, societies and 

cults have organized — sometimes 
secretly, sometimes not — around 
an idea that in one way or an
other they were in contact with 
“higher beings" who taught them 
and oversaw their lives. Almost
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every religion assumes its adher
ents were and are guided in this 
manner — so do cults of magi
cians, spiritualists, flying saucer 
contactees and many others. Some 
gifted scientists and inventors 
have believed privately that non
human entities helped them in 
their work.

In the 19th Century we believe 
man had neither the knowledge 
nor the means to build and fly 
heavier-than-air machines. We 
are equally sure that somebody 
was doing just that and accord
ing to most eyewitness reports, 
the pilots of the ships appeared 
to be ordinary mortals. Even if 
we reject Dellschau’s accounts as 
senile raving we still must con
front the “impossible” fact of 
the existence of airships and hu
man occupants.

Taking Dellschau seriously for 
the moment we might postulate 
that in both Germany and the 
United States, specifically in 
California and New York, a secret 
cult of brilliant scientists, tech
nicians and inventors established 
contact with nonhuman agencies 
which told them how to construct 
aerial vessels but ordered them 
to keep the work under wraps. It 
is safe to assume the German 
and American branches were in 
communication and about 1848 
some of the Germans im
migrated to pool their efforts 
with those of the Americans.

Perhaps 1848 was the crucial 
year. Perhaps the eastern 
branch of the society had de
cided to market the airship — 
with or without the approval of 
their “superiors.” An advertise
ment appeared on the east coast 
proclaiming that “R. Porter & 
Company” soon would have ships 
for air travel. For some unknown 
reason nothing came of the plan 
but by the 1850’s many of the 
Germans had set up shop near 
Sonora, Calif., with the Ameri
cans and they were to spend the 
next several years conducting 
some incredible experiments.

Dissension and dissatisfaction 
no doubt developed as the group 
came to realize they might never 
be allowed to give their “aeros” 
to the world. They may have 
hoped that someone — Dellschau 
calls him “the right man” — 
would arrive to defy the “superi
ors” and make the airship public 
property. (Not all that public, of 
course. The group stood to collect 
a fortune for their enterprise.)

While airships were seen over 
America from time to time in the 
years before 1896, widespread 
sustained flights seem to have 
become necessary in that year, 
for whatever reason. To main
tain secrecy in a period when 
airships for the first time would 
be observed widely the society 
agreed to plant a series of con
flicting and therefore misleading
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claims. The ploy worked, of

The “superiors,” the nonhuman 
entities, had their own ships but 
they took care not to be seen 
while their human agents cap
tured the headlines. Conceivably 
the human beings were little 
more than pawns in some cosmic 
game. The weirdest incidents — 
those putting airships in a para
normal framework — well may 
have been the important ones, 
while the more mundane sight
ings were designed only to dis
tract attention while the nonhu
mans set about doing whatever 
they intended to accomplish.

If Dellschau was lying, then we 
must revise our theory only to 
exclude the German and Sonora, 
Calif., headquarters. The exis

tence of a secret society in con
tact with nonhumans still can be 
inferred from other evidence.

To pursue our initial hypoth
esis to its conclusion, let us 
suppose that Dellschau retired to 
Houston late in the 19th Cen
tury, as in fact he did, depressed 
and discouraged because it look
ed as if the whole amazing busi
ness would remain a secret for
ever. Still intimidated by the 
“superiors” and afraid to speak 
directly, nonetheless he deter
mined to leave the world a series 
of clues in the hope that someday 
a “Wonder Weaver” would find 
them and sew the entire dazzling 
fabric together.

Too much to swallow, you 
say? But can you think of a bet
ter explanation?

★
REFUGE FOR A MONSTER? 

By Lucius FarishA GROUP of Newport, Ark., 
residents is concerned about 

the welfare of their local “White 
River Monster.” a mysterious 
aquatic creature which reported
ly has been seen in nearby White 
River for many years. Following 
a rash of monster sightings in 
1971, the citizens submitted a 
proposal to Newport’s Board of 
Directors. The resolution would 
declare a stretch of White River 
from New Newport to Batesville, 
Ark., as the “White River Mon
ster Sanctuary and Refuge."

The board also was asked to 
designate a song about the mon

ster, written by noted folk singer 
Jimmy Driftwood, the “White 
River Monster Anthem.”
If these proposals are adopted 

the Arkansas Game and Fish 
Commission will be asked to give 
official sanction to the monster 
refuge.
In an editorial dealing with the 

proposals the Northwest Arkan
sas Times of Fayetteville, Ark, 
stated that the project “appears 
to be well conceived and de
serves sympathetic attention.” As 
the Times noted, “There aren’t 
that many authentic monsters 
left in (Arkansas) waters.”



IN A particular spot in Africa, 
near a tributary of the Zam

bezi, lies a hoard of gold, dia
monds and ivory which in 1893 
was valued at three million 
pounds sterling. It was the in
surance policy amassed by Lo- 
bengula, chief of the Matabele 
people, and it still is available to 
their descendants, for it never 
has been unearthed. A number 
of historians of Rhodesian affairs 
have scorned or doubted the

ral disturbances such as epi
demics, droughts and plagues. 
Lobengula was one of the few 
Africans willing to learn from 
the whites and to assist them, 
provided he did not lose sover
eignty over his own tribal lands 
and was treated with sufficient 
respect.

The chieftain, a tall imposing 
gentleman, naked except for a 
roll of blue cloth around his 
waist, was described by Sir Syd-

The TREASURE o f
LOBENGULA

Somewhere in Africa a king's hoard lies buried — protected by a curse 
that brings disaster to all who seek to retrieve it.

existence of this treasure but of 
course the evidence for it would 
not be a matter of public record.

Lobengula was the last king of 
the Matabele, an offshoot of the 
Zulu nation, and one of the most 
accommodating to the intrusion 
of the white strangers. Better 
than any other great African 
despot he understood that the 
white intruder not only had more 
powerful forces at his command 
but he was better established as 
an individual to cope with natu-

By David Lytton

ney Shippard, Commissioner of 
the Bechuanaland Protectorate, 
who said: “Lobengula walks
quite erect with his head thrown 
back and his broad chest ex
panded, and as he marches 
along at a slow pace with his 
long staff in his right hand while 
all the men around shout his 
praises, he looks the part to per
fection.”

He was a tyrant in the tradi
tion of his father and of the tribal 
customs that had selectively
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150 had their throats cut since a 
king’s wife could not cohabit 
with a commoner.

Lobengula understood mining; 
he understood what was happen
ing farther south at Kimberley 
and on the Witwatersrand and 
sent his young men to work in 
the mines. They brought back to 
him specimens of what they 
were digging and these he care
fully stored away. Also, conces
sion hunters bargained for his 
favors and paid him in ready 
cash for signed documents grant
ing exclusive prospecting rights 
in particular areas. Also, like his 
father, he was engaged in the 
ivory trade and knew its value. 
He dealt with the white man on 
almost equal economic terms 
and realized quite soon that the 
white man was rapacious and 
that he could not win against 
him. His correspondence with Sir 
Leander Starr Jameson, the 
Scottish physician, statesman 
and associate of Cecil Rhodes, 
with Rhodes himself and with 
delegates of Sir Henry Loch, High 
Commissioner in South Africa 
from 1889 to 1895, bear witness to 
this. Lobengula took all he could 
knowing that eventually he 
would have to get out.

Rhodes was an impatient 
man dragged down by an aneu
rism of the aorta that made him 
look blue and puffy. He knew it 
would kill him before his ambi

tion to paint the map of Africa a 
British red from the Cape to 
Cairo could be accomplished. He 
had overplayed his hand in open
ing what is now Rhodesia and 
had made extravagant promises 
of loot and land to the Pioneer 
Corps who were to claim it for 
the Chartered Company he had 
floated under the most noble aus
pices.

Lobengula could not contain 
his young braves who resented 
any limitation to their raiding. 
The Matabele war of 1893 follow
ed and before the British could 
bring him to personal submission 
Lobengula left his capital, Bula
wayo, with a train of ox wagons. 
He had been as conciliatory to 
the pressures of the white man 
surrounding him as anyone 
could be but the white establish
ment was in the control of that 
peculiar fomenter of trouble, Dr. 
Jameson. Finally, when the king 
wrote from his heart, “What 
great wrong have I done? Tell 
me,” Jameson did not answer. 
Lobengula trekked away with his 
wagons and a few of his wives, 
his witch doctor and counselors 
and a few of his tribesmen to find 
a new land — as his grandfather 
had done when escaping from 
the great Shaka the Zulu. It was 
a mark of his tribe to return 
northwards.

He was harried by patrols sent 
out by Jameson, who had two
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objectives in mind: to recover 
the treasure in order to back up 
the Chartered Company’s exche
quer and to bring the rest of the 
Matabele to heel by securing the 
king’s surrender. Lobengula not 
only evaded them but sent mes
sengers with a bag containing 
£100 in gold sovereigns to re
quest peace and a meeting. The 
messenger was murdered, the 
bag stolen. Two troopers later 
were court-martialed but by 
then Lobengula was dead.

He died of fever in 1894 and 
was elaborately buried with his 
treasure as was customary. The 
witch doctor selected the site, 
sent half a troop forward to ex
cavate it and inter the body and 
treasure, sent in the other half to 
slaughter the excavators and 
bury them around the site to 
guard the king’s spirit, placed a 
mighty curse on the disturbers 
of the grave in perpetuity, 
brought back the remaining 
tribesmen to an appointed place 
where they were slaughtered by 
the rest of the tribe, so that only 
the witch doctor knew the pre
cise place of burial.

Rhodes’ agents made deter
mined attempts to find this site 
and the witch doctor was harried 
for the rest of his life— as was 
his son Sibanda. Then greater 
issues arose to occupy Southern 
Africa — the Boer War, the 
Union, the rebellion against

joining Britain in the First World 
War.

But in 1914 South Africa agreed 
to neutralize German South West 
Africa and General Jan Smuts 
and Louis Botha took it over in a 
matter of months, the first Allied 
victory. In this campaign my 
father, Maj. J. G. W. Leipoldt, 
was Intelligence Officer for Gen
eral Smuts and while sifting 
through the German official files 
came across a slim folder con
taining a sketched map, survey 
reckonings, a list of payments 
for transport and some papers in 
code. After some calculation it 
was clear the maps referred to 
territory not under German oc
cupation. But the code eluded 
him and he set the folder aside 
until he could get a further clue. 
Shortly afterwards he accom
panied Smuts on the East Afri
can campaign and it was here, 
while interrogating two Africans 
recruited by the Germans, that 
he learned they had accom
panied a party of Germans 
“from far away” into Rhodesia 
before the war. What had they 
gone to Rhodesia for? To look for 
a place. What place? A king’s 
place. They knew no more than 
that.

On his next leave my father 
went to Rhodesia and there 
heard the Lobengula story from 
the Matabele remnants, heard 
how he had died and the in-
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genious plans for the burial of 
his body and his treasure against 
the day when the white man 
should go and the Matabele re
gain their land and status.

The witch doctor had died 
some four years after Loben- 
gula’s death and his son made 
his way south to the Cape. But in 
a country of bounty hunters he 
was seldom far ahead of those 
who were anxious to get his se
cret. He actually was imprisoned 
for a time but adopted the ruse 
of being insane and a missionary 
intervened to get him released. 
He settled down in the early 
1900’s at another mission station 
where he learned to read and 
write.

After the 1914-18 war my father 
returned to his occupation as 
Government Land Surveyor 
taking the German file with him. 
Eventually he cracked the code 
and as he had come to suspect, 
the papers referred to an at
tempt to discover the Lobengula 
treasure. With Teutonic thor
oughness the papers set out all 
the known facts derived from in
terrogations, with descriptions 
and names of the witch' doctor 
and his son and their last known 
whereabouts. By fateful coin
cidence the mission at which the 
son had sought shelter was the 
one where my father has been 
brought up. In 1920 my father 
finally traced him and he seem

ed prepared to tell my father 
what he knew. But the years and 
the drink he had taken to console 
his plight had fuddled his mind; 
he could not be precise as to the 
exact location. What he did re
member vividly was the system 
of markers devised around the 
site to pinpoint the place.

By deduction, guesswork and 
intuition my father narrowed the 
area down to some 30 square 
miles and at the end of 1920 or
ganized a small expedition to ex
plore it. He recruited local Mata
bele as porters and diggers but 
after a fortnight spent traversing 
the area they became suspicious 
and demanded to know what he 
was looking for. He felt obliged 
to tell them. That night they all 
melted away into the bush leav
ing him alone with equipment 
and stores which had to be aban
doned.

Two years later my father set 
out again, this time engaging his 
porters in South West Africa, 
making a long and circuitous sa
fari across Africa. He himself 
traveled in an old Model T Ford. 
He was now much clearer about 
the likely location. One small 
drawback was that his calcula
tions placed it across the border 
in Portuguese territory and he 
could not obtain a prospecting 
license from the Portuguese 
authorities. However, it was wild 
uninhabited country and he took
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a chance of getting across and 
working unobserved.

He later described the first in
dication he had that he had found 
the place—an unnatural silence in 
the bush. There was no birdsong, 
no movement, no indication of 
animal life.

“It was about midday,” he 
wrote. “We all came to a halt. 
The porters put down their loads 
and were plainly afraid. Some 
stood holding hands. It was un
natural and eerie. I went ahead 
alone and to my intense excite
ment saw the markers exactly as 
Sibanda had described them to 
me. Where their lines coordinat
ed I prodded into the soil and 
sure enough struck solid rock.”

With him was one other white 
man, a hunter called Bezuiden- 
hout whose gun supplied meat 
for the expedition. “Bezuiden- 
hout knew nothing of Lobengula 
and wholly accepted my story of 
diamond prospecting, but from 
his deep bush instinct he declar
ed the place accursed and that 
night said to me, ‘Something 
very strange has taken place 
here. It is not a good place.’ And 
that night for the first time the 
porters did not sing round their 
fires but sat huddled together in 
silence. When I slept I dreamt of 
swarms of flies which in native 
mythology is an indication of 
death.”

The next day they started dig

ging but the work came to a halt 
when they unearthed two of the 
skeletons with broken legs set to 
guard the king’s spirit. The men 
would not go on; they wanted to 
go home. When they were per- 
suaded that home was over 1,000 
miles away and they could not 
make it without maps and guid
ance, they returned to work but 
that evening Bezuidenhout, a 
careful and accomplished hun
ter, was killed half a mile from 
the camp by a lion. The porters 
now jabbered that the place had 
a curse on it and nothing would 
hold them there. “I had come to 
feel it myself and felt I was tam
pering with something beyond 
my powers of comprehension but 
nevertheless real and evil. I told 
them to pack. We left at dawn.”

However, my father could not 
overcome his obsession with the 
place and three years later went 
back again. On this occasion he 
had brought along a variety of 
charms and amulets and at the 
first sign of fear he arranged 
these with some ceremony around 
the place to assuage his men. 
But again an accident inter
vened. One of the Y-shaped 
trenches inexplicably collapsed, 
burying 10 men.

“How that trench crumbled I 
shall never know but again, the 
night before, I had dreamt of 
swarms of flies. We had got to 
the undoubted burial chamber. I



74 FATE
was sick at heart but nothing 
would keep those poor devils 
there a moment longer. And I 
myself came down with fever 
and we had a terrible journey 
which I only half remember as a 
haunted delirium.”

Nevertheless he made one 
more attempt in 1934. By now his 
purpose was widely known and 
while actually at work on the site 
he was confounded to learn of 
claims made to a share in the 
treasure should it be found. The 
Portuguese demanded 50 percent 
since it was in their territory. 
The DeBeers Mining Company 
required 75 percent on the 
ground that the diamonds and 
nuggets had been stolen from 
their diggings. The London Mis
sion Society put in for 50 percent 
since the treasure rightly be
longed to the Matabele and the 
LMS felt themselves trustees for 
that tribe.

“It was unbelievable and I saw 
years of litigation stretching be
fore me, one more sign of that

damned curse in which I do now 
profoundly believe. There was 
only one decent thing to do, fill 
in the trenches and restore the 
place to what it had been. I was 
tempted also to remove the 
markers but who knows, the 
Matabele might one day come 
into their own and this little 
hoard would start them off very 
well.”

My father destroyed his papers 
and left the place for good. 
Strangely enough the following 
year two men who had discover
ed a copy of the German folder 
in Berlin and had been working 
along the same lines flew out to 
South Africa to mount an expedi
tion. They never set foot in the 
country. Their plane nosedived 
into the sea within sight of the 
land.

As far as I know only one per
son now knows the exact loca
tion but nothing would induce 
him to tempt the effects of the 
curse in which he too “profound
ly believes.”

- ■ ..^BEHAVIOR
By CPREDICATING his remarks 

upon an “if,” the president of 
New York City’s Board of Edu
cation recently made a sugges
tion involving astrology, reports 
Time. At an education forum Isa
iah E. Robinson suggested that 
— if astrology is correct — teach
ers might find it an aid in deal
ing with classroom misbehavior.

1 Ince
Some misbehavior, he suggest

ed, may be due to youngsters 
having birth signs which conflict 
with birth signs of other pupils 
or possibly even of their teachers. 
Perhaps teachers should take the
children misbehave in class. 
There may be cosmic reasons in-



CjERONIMO’S
Curse Upon
"Great wars will come. Great white chiefs will be killed.

No safety, no peace. These things will happen!"

DURING MY student days at 
University Medical School 

in Kansas City, Mo., I helped 
pay for my education by work
ing in the zinc mines near 
Joplin, Mo. After some months 
of experience I became skillful 
enough to be placed in charge 
of the crew at Clear Jack Mine 
near Neck City, Mo. During the 
summer of 1904 while working 
at Clear Jack I noticed a well- 
dressed stranger looking over 
the property and supposed he 
was a zinc buyer. On another

day when I took charge during 
a mining accident this same 
stranger was looking on.

After the problem had been 
attended to the man came over 
to me and said: “I’m Dr. Jesus 
Carrera, a mining engineer 
graduated from the mining 
school in Freiburg, Germany, 
and I admire the way you han
dled that situation. I’m here to 
buy up good mining property 
and I’ve just bought Clear Jack 
Mine. Your general superinten
dent, Billy Carmain, tells me
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that you are a medical student 
and well thought of. He also 
told me you speak fluent Spanish 
and I have a proposition for 
you.”

I was surprised the man ac
tually had investigated me and 
my work before approaching me. 
After a moment Dr. Carrera 
continued, “You have of course 
heard of the Apache Geronimo 
and of his archenemy President 
Diaz of Mexico. Diaz has asked 
me to have someone unknown 
to Geronimo contact him and 
try to find a clue to where 
Geronimo and his savages buried 
the millions in gold they got 
after massacring the Peralta 
party on its way back to Sonora. 
Just a short time ago a pros
pector found a sack of gold near 
the spot where the Peraltas 
were wiped out. I believe you 
are the man to get the informa
tion out of Geronimo, who is 
right now at the St. Louis Fair. 
I will pay you $25.00 a day plus 
expenses. If you succeed, you 
will be my assistant in tracing 
the Lost Dutchman Mine near 
Phoenix, Ariz. Are you inter
ested?”

I certainly was. We shook 
hands to close the deal. Dr. 
Carrera continued, “Remember, 
Geronimo hates all Mexicans as 
the devil does holy water, so 
never say anything good about 
Mexicans. Geronimo is contin

ually chewing on something he 
takes from his medicine bag — 
it is probably peyote or a mush
room he gets from Mexico. We 
know he also chews hemp leaves, 
which are also known as mari
juana. Geronimo claims that 
the use of them brings the spir
its of his ancestors to him and 
that they guided and guarded 
him when his few hundred braves 
whipped over 6,000 American 
army troops. Remember the 
Spanish adage, ‘A closed mouth 
catches no flies,’ and let him do 
a lot of talking.”

Two days later I was on the 
fairgrounds at St. Louis and 
for the first time I saw Geron
imo, whose real name was 
“Goyathlay” (as n e a r l y  as 
Apache can be transcribed into 
English). He was sitting on his 
heels, occasionally dishing out 
a photo of himself or a poorly 
written booklet for as much as 
the traffic would bear. As I 
thought of his fiendish tortures 
of Caucasians, I hated him on 
sight — his slate-like orbs were 
barely visible through slitted 
lids; his face was as wrinkled 
as his native Chiracahua Moun
tains in Arizona. Several Apache 
policemen were there to keep 
him out of trouble. As I watched, 
he took something from his med
icine bag and put it into his 
mouth. His facial expression 
seemed to change into a dia-
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bolical mask. He started mum
bling and one of his Apache 
guards shook his shoulder and 
silenced him.

It was very hot and the spec
tators thinned to a mere trickle. 
Screwing up my courage I ap
proached and called him by his 
real name. I said that I had a 
message from John Clum, who 
had established the Tombstone 
Epitaph where a man could 
read his own obituary notice 
while eating breakfast. John 
Clum at one time had been in 
charge of the San Carlos Apache 
prison compound and had been 
responsible for arresting Geron- 
imo, but he also had done 
favors for the Apache leader and 
Geronimo hated him less than 
he hated most other “white 
devils.” Geronimo glared at me 
as if to assure himself there was 
no cleft-tongue trickery. About 
all I got out of him was an in
vitation to visit him at the 
Apache prison compound at Fort 
Sill in what now is the state of 
Oklahoma but at that time still 
was called Indian Territory. For 
a whole week I visited him 
every day but learned very little.

On my trip back to Joplin I 
had a layover of seven hours in 
Kansas City. In the city library 
there I found a brief biography 
of the Apache chief, which made 
the man much more under
standable. It contained a docu

mented account of the massacre 
of the Apaches — the oldsters, 
women and children, including 
Geronimo’s mother, his wife 
Alope, and his three children — 
all scalped for the bounty Mexico 
paid for Indian scalps.

I found Dr. Carrera at the 
House of Lords Hotel in Joplin 
and made my report. He was 
delighted, for he never had 
heard of another case where 
Geronimo had invited a white 
man to visit him for any pur
pose other than to slash his 
throat and scalp him! As soon 
as we learned that Geronimo 
was back at Fort Sill we hurried 
to Lawton, hired a rig and drove 
to the Apache prison compound. 
The commandant, Lt. Parington, 
objected to our visiting Geron
imo until Dr. Carrera showed 
him a document from the Sec
retary of War. Dr. Carrera whis
pered, “Don’t say anything about 
John Clum unless Geronimo 
mentions his name and say 
damned little then. Let Geron
imo take a swig of this, chew 
his mighty medicine and he will 
talk for he surely loves to boast 
of himself.”

An Apache policeman led us 
to a copse of small trees where 
Geronimo was seated with sev
eral other Indians. He remem
bered me and invited us to sit. 
He permitted me to take a 
photo of the Indian group. Then
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he ordered the other Indians to 
leave. After they were out of 
sight, Carrera handed Geronimo 
a four-ounce bottle of some liq
uid, which the chief drank in 
two swallows. Then he hit his 
medicine bag again. I opened a 
steno notebook and Geronimo 
did not object.

In fact Geronimo already was 
entranced. His eyes were open 
and staring. Then he began mur
muring in the Apache tongue. 
Carrera said, “He is invoking 
his Apache god, Usen. He is 
praying that his grandfather’s 
spirit will come again and tell 
him what to do with us.” I 
glanced around and was grate
ful to see four heavily-armed 
Apache policemen within shoot
ing distance. The chief’s body 
became cataleptic, rigid as a 
board. He scarcely breathed. Dr. 
Carrera said, “He will remain 
this way for a short time and 
then will snap back to normal 
and tell his story in Spanish. 
Chesney, I believe in the future 
that the plants he uses will be 
used a lot in medicine as well 
as for psychic manifestations. 
Indians are much closer to the 
ultimate mysteries than we are. 
Someday I want you to witness 
a ghost dance. The medicine 
man takes peyote and often be
comes very mediumistic and 
makes true predictions and can 
see events happening at great

distances. There is no doubt that 
Geronimo has this faculty too, 
which made it possible for him 
to hold off thousands of our sol
diers. Hush! Geronimo is coming 
back to normal now and will 
give the facts the world should 
know.”

Geronimo opened his eyes and 
said, “The spirit of my grand
father told me you are not 
speaking with split tongue. He 
said to tell white man in 1858 
there was peace between whites 
and Indians. Then Yankee devils 
made plot with Mexicans to kill 
all Apaches and scalp for re
ward. They invited us to come 
to Mexico for fiesta and to trade. 
We go and white devils betray 
us. Kill 300 braves, go to our 
camps and kill all old people, 
women and babies too. Kill my 
mother, wife and three children. 
Rip open belly of my wife to 
get unborn baby for scalp. I 
saw, went loco, kneel down to 
Usen and swear to kill every 
white I find, scalp. Sometimes 
torture as the whites did to 
Apaches.

“We lost all our weapons and 
worked our way back to Arizona 
starving and freezing. Tell me, 
white man, what right did you 
have to come and steal Apache 
land, kill thousands of Apaches? 
Tell me why you are any better. 
White men taught us to scalp, 
mutilate, tell us where we can
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live, far from our mountain 
home where we lived for ages. 
When hunger and cold forced 
Apaches to surrender, Army 
promised we take family with 
us but instead send me and 
many braves to swamps of Flor
ida, where many die. I join 
white man’s church here, try 
to be good American. I old now, 
tired, die soon. Very tired. Come 
again tomorrow.”

Dr. Carrera and I drove back 
to Lawton and returned the next 
morning. The post doctor said 
we must keep our visit short as 
Geronimo was not well. Our 
visit was indeed short. Several 
times Geronimo told us to see 
John Clum and find the truth. 
As we left he handed me a small 
deerskin bag which I later found 
contained a number of small 
gold nuggets. I treasure them 
still after more than 65 years.

Dr. Carrera went directly to 
Mexico City to confer with Pres
ident Diaz. I eventually made 
my way to Los Angeles and 
sought out John Clum, who veri
fied the truth of all Geronimo 
had said. We spoke of medium- 
ship and Clum remarked, “Doc
tor, under the influence of peyote 
and other plants known to the 
Indians like Geronimo and Co
chise, Indians who have been 
wronged by the whites are pos
sessed by the same type of spir
its that in Holy Writ are called

devils. I believe Geronimo is a 
spirit medium but a possessed 
medium. And I fear his proph
ecies will come true in your life-

At that time I had not heard 
any of the prophecies attributed 
to Geronimo. In late 1936, how
ever, I returned to Tucson, Ariz., 
in connection with my studies 
on synthesizing vitamin D with 
sunlight. While I was there 
working on my apparatus I 
talked with many old-timers. 
One of them introduced himself 
as W. D. Caldwell and claimed 
the dubious distinction of having 
been scalped by Geronimo in 
1885 and living to tell about it. 
He nad been left for dead but 
was picked up by soldiers from 
Fort Huachuca and recovered 
in the hospital there. He took 
off his hat and showed me the 
most horrible cicatrix I’ve ever 
seen.

On Christmas Day in 1936 my 
wife and I picked up Caldwell 
and took him to Tombstone for 
dinner at the old Bird Cage 
Theater. We strolled through 
the museum section where there 
are many relics of Geronimo’s 
life. On our trip back to Tucson 
Caldwell pointed out the spot 
where he had been shot and 
scalped. He then asked me if I 
believed in curses.

Without waiting for an answer 
he went on, “Well, Doctor, I do.
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When Geronimo surrendered in 
1886 a large number of Apaches 
were being loaded like animals 
into freight cars to be sent to 
the swamps of Florida. I watched 
Geronimo as he gloomily eyed 
his beloved mountains. A soldier 
had his bayonet pointed right at 
the chief’s abdomen. Geronimo 
raised both hands towards the 
sky as if addressing the Apache 
god Usen and intoned in the 
Apache tongue: ‘I put a curse on 
all Yankee white devils for your 
crimes of robbery, rape and 
murder of nonwhites. Your cities 
will be destroyed. Your young 
people will become evil and hate 
other white devils. In time they

will become slaves of the green 
medicines that Usen gave to 
heal. Black men will become 
strong and revolt. Great wars 
will come to you. Great white 
chiefs will be murdered. No 
safety, no peace. My grand
father’s spirit and Usen no lie. 
These things will happen.’ ”

I still have today the notes I 
made in 1936 as Caldwell related 
this prophecy of Geronimo’s.

I have come to honor the 
Apache I once hated, for he 
tried to preserve his own land 
and people. I cannot help but 
feel his curse has come down 
upon our nation for our mis
treatment of the Indians.

*

A TELEVISION show proved 
costly to Mrs. Erla Mae Wil

liams of Los Angeles, Calif. On 
November 26,1972, Mrs. Williams, 
a saleswoman, was asked to bring 
her sample merchandise to the 
apartment of an unidentified 
man. Once she was there he 
threatened her with a pellet gun 
and ordered her to put on a belt 
of dynamite sticks. He claimed 
he could detonate these by re
mote control and that he would 
blow her up if she did not follow

The man then told Mrs. Wil
liams, 50, to go to her bank and 
draw out her entire savings in 
cash. She did so and returned 
with $2,180, whereupon the man

handcuffed her to a radiator in 
the apartment and fled by car 
with his loot.
She managed to free herself 

and call the police, who examined 
her belt and found that the 
“dynamite" consisted of wired 
flares.Not until after Mrs. Williams 
had been tricked out of her life’s 
savings did anyone note the 
identical threat had been used 
two days earlier by the villain 
on the popular TV show Ironside 
starring Raymond Burr. In the 
television version the "remote- 
controlled” dynamite belt had 
been strapped to a scientist to 
force him to arrange for the release of three prisoners.
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SPIRIT

in the
BOTTLE

Impish "Charlie" bedeviled Uncle's home in India — until 
my friend Mohammad ingeniously excorcized him.

By Clement J. Khisty

ON A HOT dusty evening in 
May 19441 had my first fleet

ing glimpse of a mysterious 
character who came to be called 
"Charlie.” I had been sitting 
comfortably in the garden read
ing and I was not aware that I 
was being observed until I 
looked up — and the man watch
ing me evaporated into thin air. 
I was puzzled but I concluded my 
eyes had played a trick on me.

I had come to Baipur in the 
state of Madhya Pradesh, India, 
only a week before to spend my 
two-month summer vacation 
with my uncle Vasant Khisty, 
then a Subdivisional Officer in 
the Civil Service. After a gruel
ing term at Nagpur University I

looked forward to a vacation 
with my four cousins. They were 
all about my age and their home 
was a sprawling bungalow with 
extensive grounds and a garden.

I mentioned “Charlie” to my 
cousins that very night. Dinkar, 
the eldest, admitted having seen 
a person of Charlie’s description 
two or three times over a period 
of months and one of the other 
boys said he had seen the figure 
at close quarters — in his bed
room, when he had malaria. The 
boys had duly reported what 
they had seen to Aunt Indira and 
Uncle Vasant who attributed 
their experiences to overwrought 
nerves and high fever.

A few days later we had an
81
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overnight guest — a business ac
quaintance of Uncle Vasant. He 
told us the next morning that he 
had awakened with a start about 
three o’clock to find a dark 
stocky bald man standing at the 
foot of his bed staring at him. He 
was about to shout when the man 
suddenly disappeared. He said 
the man was wearing a checked 
red and black sarong and a 
white singlet.

Uncle looked perturbed when 
we gathered for breakfast but he 
succeeded in convincing his 
guest that he must have seen a 
prowler. It seemed strange to 
me, however, that the descrip
tion of the prowler matched my 
impression of Charlie.

When Uncle Vasant was away 
his office always was kept 
locked. Besides his table and 
half a dozen chairs it contained 
several racks and cupboards of 
files and a heavy chest filled with 
cash, papers and documents. 
During the third week of my stay 
in Raipur a strange incident took 
place in , this room.

My uncle returned from out of 
town late one night and asked 
that his offiice be opened so that 
he might put away his papers 
and cash. To everyone’s surprise 
the ever-faithful six-lever lock 
could not be opened. We even
tually gave up and the next mor
ning summoned a locksmith who 
opened the lock easily. We en

tered the office to find the heavy 
cashbox — which could be opened 
only with two separate keys — 
standing ajar with its contents 
strewn all over the floor. Files 
and papers from the cupboards 
also were thrown around at ran
dom, as if someone had been 
searching for something and had 
left in a great hurry.

My poor unde was dumb
founded when he saw the mess. 
It was impossible for anyone to 
have entered the room; all the 
doors and windows were secure
ly bolted. The police were called 
in and after a thorough investi
gation reported that they could 
come to no definite conclusion. 
Fortunately nothing was miss
ing, but how an intruder had 
made his way into the room, 
opened the cashbox and dis
turbed the files was a mystery.

We became aware of another 
perturbing phenomenon. On cer
tain nights after everyone had 
retired we began hearing pecu
liar noises coming from the din
ing room and from Uncle’s office. 
It sounded at times as if a group 
of carpenters were sawing 
through logs; other times it was 
the sound of chairs being pushed 
back from the table. My cousins 
and I joked about it, agreeing 
that “Charlie” must be rear
ranging the dining room furniture 
or upsetting Uncle’s office!

However, when our little ter-
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rier began acting strangely we 
were sure there was something 
sinister about these disconnected 
happenings. The dog occasional
ly would bark and whine, then 
run out of the house exactly as if 
he were following at someone’s 
heels.

Uncle Vasant suggested an ex
periment. He marked the dining 
room floor with chalk where the 
furniture stood, then waited until 
past midnight for the familiar 
sounds of moving furniture. 
Armed with a heavy stick he 
crept down the stairs and flicked 
on the lights. The room was 
empty save for an enormous 
black cat which jumped off the 
table and vanished. A frantic 
search for the cat yielded no 
result. Surprisingly, the furni
ture still stood squarely on the 
chalk marks.

Uncle Vasant described these 
weird incidents to a Roman 
Catholic priest, who agreed to 
come to the house one evening to 
perform an exorcism rite. After 
this was done we felt that the 
house had been rid of any evil 
spirit and our minds were at 
rest — at least for the time being.

My vacation was coming to an 
end. Two days before I left Rai
pur to go back to school an ex
traordinary occurrence proved 
beyond doubt that what we had 
seen and experienced had not 
been the product of overheated

“nerves.” The family of A.K. 
Verma invited me to dinner one 
night, promising to send their 
car to pick me up between 7:30 
and 8:00.1 dressed on the appoint
ed evening and sat in my room 
reading. When the car had not 
arrived by 8:15 Aunt Indira sug
gested that I might as well walk 
the mile to my host’s residence.

Mr. Verma received me, apol
ogetic and somewhat alarmed 
over the failure of his new 
chauffeur to pick me up. He had 
been dispatched at 7:30 prompt
ly. We chatted for a while and 
just as we were going in for 
dinner the car arrived. One look 
at the chauffeur was enough to 
tell us that he had met with some 
grave misfortune. Mr. Verma 
was angry, however, and de
manded an explanation for the 
delay and inconvenience.

“Please hear what I have to 
say, although it may sound in
credible,” the chauffeur said. 
“As you instructed, sir, I drove 
to the bungalow of the Subdivi- 
sional Officer and parked the 
car. I was about to ring the bell 
when an elderly dark man, al
most bald, opened the front door, 
gave me a stare and went out to 
the car. Assuming this was the 
gentleman to be picked up I re
turned to the car and we drove 
off. But the moment I was on the 
road I felt terribly confused and 
bewildered, like a man who had
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lost his senses, a condition I nev
er have known before. I drove 
aimlessly, goodness knows how 
long.”

He took a deep breath and con
tinued. “Eventually the feeling 
wore off and I discovered I was 
miles away from town. I came to 
a halt, shut off the engine and 
looked back to see whether my 
passenger had anything to say 
about my stupidity. Sir, there 
was nobody in the car! To make 
sure I hadn’t gone crazy I got out 
and opened the back door. To 
my utter horror and surprise an 
unusually large black cat 
jumped out and vanished in the 
roadside bushes.”

ALMOST 10 years later I was 
sent to Raipur as a young civil 

engineer in the Public Works De
partment. By a strange coinci
dence I was assigned the very 
same bungalow my uncle had oc
cupied.

A week’s stay in the bungalow 
was enough to bring home to me 
that our old companion “Char
lie” was as active as ever. At 
times I felt like an intruder — 
and one night I was so frightened 
that I decided not to sleep in the 
house until something was done.

I said this to my good friend 
Mohammad Khan who is well- 
versed in telepathy and clairvoy
ance. We decided to try to learn 
Charlie’s identity and jointly we

interrogated some 20 persons 
who were connected in some way 
or another with the haunted bun
galow. After sifting through a 
maze of information we boiled 
down the facts:

The first occupant of the bun
galow in the early 1930’s was 
Venkat Iyer, District Excise Offi
cer. A confirmed bachelor, he 
was dark-complexioned, heavy, 
muscular and fond of sports, es
pecially hunting. His face had 
been badly pockmarked. At the 
time of his sudden death Mr. 
Iyer was involved in a case con
cerning the misappropriation of 
government funds. He evidently 
committed suicide by jumping 
into the well in the garden. A 
huge bundle of files and papers 
were retrieved from the well 
when his body was recovered. A 
few hours before he jumped into 
the well he had shot his favorite 
cat. Nearly a year after his 
death Mr. Iyer was proven inno
cent of the charges against him.

From this information we felt 
certain the shade we had nick
named “Charlie” a decade ago 
was none other than Mr. Iyer. 
Mohammad told me there was a 
way to isolate Charlie and he 
would help me.

On July 10, 1953, Mohammad 
came to my bungalow with a 
whiskey bottle and a worn-out 
tiger skin under his arm. He set
tled down cross-legged on the ti-
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ger skin in the dining room with 
the empty bottle right in front of 
his nose. He then issued instruc
tions to secure all the doors and 
windows in the house and said he 
must be left absolutely undis
turbed.

I sat quietly in the comer lis
tening as he recited couplet after 
couplet in a low melancholy 
lone. After about half an hour 
Mohammad suddenly shouted 
loudly in an aggressive voice. 
Next he stopped the mouth of the 
bottle with a rubber stopper, 
then turned and informed me 
that the spirit had been success

fully isolated and secured.
Mohammad asked me to lift 

the bottle carefully — but that 
apparently empty bottle was too 
heavy for m e! It was stuck to the 
floor, I thought. It took three of 
us — Mohammad, my cook Ba- 
bulal and me — to lift the bottle 
and transport it several hundred 
yards to a remote comer of the 
yard where we buried it in a 
small hole in the soft earth.

For the first time in many 
weeks I slept peacefully that 
night— as I suppose “Charlie” 
did, reposing at the bottom of the 
whiskey bottle.

FAMILY JINX STRIKES FOURTH TIMEMRS. ROSEMARY Stacey of 
Bristol, England, is a widow 

at 28 years of age because of a 
family jinx which seems to have 
brought about the death of her 
father, grandfather and great
grandfather when their wives

Her husband knew about the 
jinx and Mrs. Stacey said, "He 
took it seriously and promised 
never to take any risks.”

But Richard Stacey, also 28, 
was killed when an out-of-con
trol tractor rolled over, crushing

THE VANISHING ONE-THE VANISHING one-room 
school house Is more than a 

figure of speech in Davison 
County, S.D. One literally van
ished from its site in March 1971.

The business manager of the 
Mitchell Independent School Dis
trict, Paul Olson, discovered the 
loss during a leisurely Sunday 
afternoon drive. Six miles west 
of Mitchell he passed the Betts 
elevator, a fami

■ROOM SCHOOLHOUSE 
but the Betts rural school, on a 
piece of property under his 
charge, was gone. The school was 
closed last year but Olson’s 
School District remains respon
sible for the property.

Investigation led Olson and 
Davison County Sheriff Lyle 
Swenson to a site 10 miles away 
where they found the school — 
but no one knows how it moved



IT IS WELL known that astro
naut Edgar Mitchell, on his 

way to and from the moon, en
gaged in a number of ESP ex
periments with moderate suc
cess. These and other considera
tions have led him into a full
time program of ESP investiga-

Medical Men 
Confront

THE NEW 
DIMENSIONS 

IN
HEALING
By James Crenshaw 

Yoga teachings, the research in 
healing, Kirlian photography and 
Cayce's "readings" all indicate 
that a universal life force exists.

PART TWO 
tion since his retirement from 
the space program and the navy.

Captain Mitchell was the key
note speaker for the “Dimen
sions of Healing” symposium in 
October 1972 sponsored jointly by 
the University of California at 
Los Angeles and the Academy of 
Parapsychology and Medicine. 
His banquet address preceded

two days of public sessions at 
UCLA, emphasizing investiga
tions of unorthodox methods of 
healing and borderline scientific 
inquiries.

Edgar D. Mitchell and Associ
ates, a Texas corporation, was 
formed to bring together inter
ested scientists from various dis
ciplines to explore the potentials 
of man that have been largely 
ignored. One of their fields of 
exploration is healing, including 
spiritual and psychic healing. 
Captain Mitchell told his audi
ence:

“I have seen instances of heal
ing that would leave most medi
cal men gasping with disbelief. 
Psychic healers can become val
uable adjuncts to hospital staffs, 
to medical clinics and to the gen
eral practitioner.” (He might 
have mentioned that many Brit
ish hospitals now permit spiri
tual healers to work with pa
tients.)

Captain Mitchell, who is also a 
doctor of science, urged the med
ical men to make use of the 
mounting evidence that psychic 
healing works. He reported that 
a healer associated with his 
group in Houston was able to 
relieve hepatitis within four days 
and to cure a case of nephritis in 
one week. Using meditation and 
Tibetan chants this healer has 
been effective in other cases, 
both with laying on of hands and



transmitting energy at a dis-

Captain Mitchell, who went to 
the moon on Apollo 14, revealed 
that his experiences in outer 
space had brought him to the 
realization that “inner space” is 
man’s last frontier.

THE UCLA sessions, part of a 
series presented in various 

California educational and cul
tural centers during 1972, em
phasized the psychic or spiritual 
approach to healing but also the 
importance of understanding en
ergies and forces at work in the 
body’s physical structure. These 
energies, however, may not al
ways be measurable.

For example, in a discussion of 
the Eastern approach to healing, 
Haridas Chaudhuri, Ph.D., pres
ident of the California Institute of 
Asian Studies in San Francisco, 
referred to seven energies (or 
life forces) in man. Awakening 
and properly guiding these can 
set in motion a “revitalizing and 
ecstatic growth process punctu
ated with a variety of peak expe
riences.” He continued:

“The most potent of all such 
hidden springs is what has been 
called the psychosomatic power 
center or the coiled energy (kun- 
dalini) dormant in man.”

The key to tapping this spring, 
he said, is meditation. “Various 
meditation techniques and yoga

disciplines are designed to 
achieve this goal. Meditation ther
apy is a vital part of psychoso
matic medicine. The psyche can 
be trained in such a way as to 
affect body and personality. The 
more we maintain a dynamic 
harmony, the more radiant 
health, creativity and power we 
have.” The elimination of inner 
conflicts “enormously enhances 
the health and vitality of an indi
vidual,” Dr. Chaudhuri de-

On the same program Olga 
Worrall, who with her late hus
band Ambrose is widely known 
for her spiritual healing work in 
Baltimore, Md., presented a 
scholarly paper which she titled 
“Unconventional Healing.”

Discussing the history of spir
itual healing she said it some
times is called magnetic healing 
and she believes it may involve 
some type of electrical compo-

“Obviously there is some kind 
of energy available,” she said 
but she emphasized, “It is the 
Father within me that doeth the 
works.” She told an audience of 
some 1000 persons that she had 
been engaged in “unconvention
al healing” since 1915 without 
remuneration.

“Brain damage, kidney dis
eases, cancers and other tumors 
have been successfully treated,” 
she reported, and absent heal-
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ings also have been effective, 
even when the “patient” has not 
been aware of the healing effort. 
She admitted to failures, as in all 
types of healing, but had no sta
tistics on the percentage of suc
cesses. She pointed out that the 
healer simply is one who pro
vides the conditions — and the 
energies — to permit healing to 
take place. If it does not, she 
said, “I do not dwell on it.”

Asked if she believes mediums 
can communicate with discar- 
nate personalities, she answered, 
“Absolutely." To make such a 
statement in a leading institution 
of learning would have seemed 
outrageous a few years ago.

At this symposium Edgar 
Cayce was referred to as a medi
um although his work generally 
is not associated with communi
cation with discamate personali
ties. However, his contributions 
to the art of healing while in a 
trance-like state are well known.

Herbert B. Puryear, Ph.D., 
addressing one of the UCLA 
meetings, said that Cayce went 
into a “superconscious state” or 
“samadhi,” as it would be called 
in India. The transcriptions of 
“readings” given by Cayce over 
a period of 20 years fill 400 bind
ers— 14,000 readings categorized 
under 10,000 separate headings.

Many of these concern health 
and healing. Dr. Puryear, direc
tor of education for the Cayce

foundation (Association for Re
search and Enlightenment at 
Virginia Beach, Va.) said the 
readings emphasize the impor
tance of balancing the physical, 
mental and spiritual aspects in 
man to awaken the natural heal
ing force within him. Cayce pre
scribed many physical remedies 
which often proved amazingly 
effective even when the patient 
was not present for the diagnoj 
sis.

Cayce viewed the physical and 
spiritual as having differing vi
brational patterns but involving 
only one force. By balancing the 
physical, mental and spiritual 
aspects — a triune approach in 
which spirit is equated with the 
life force — he pictured mind as 
the builder or patternmaker and 
the physical body as the result
ing structure.

Dr. Puryear said Cayce taught 
that all healing comes from with
in when the spiritual force is 
allowed to flow through the body 
structure. Doctors simply arouse 
and stimuiate this force. More
over, thoughts become deeds. 
Desire must precede action to 
produce concrete results. Back 
of it all lies motivation, he said.

Why does a person want to be 
healed? One’s mental outlook 
and attitudes must change to 
bring about permanent healing 
regardless of the treatment. As 
in other healing techniques dis-
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cussed during the symposium— may 
acupuncture, biofeedback, lay- discoi 
ing on of hands, nutrition, me- look

irmonious o 
s mental oul 
al situation

follow.

Ev id e n c e  o f  the vitaUstic 
nature of the force which 

emanates from a healer’s hands 
was presented by Bernard Grad, 
Ph.D., associate professor at the 
Allan Memorial Institute, McGill 
University School of Medicine in 
Montreal. He presented slides 
and data showing that a healer’s 
power,* whatever it may be, can 
affect the growth of plants, in
crease the healing rate in 
wounded animals (laboratory 
mice) and hasten the healing of 
goiters artificially produced in 
mice by feeding them an iodine-

Dr. Grad stated his belief that 
the experiments have important 
implications for all branches of 
healing, especially the powerful 
forces in a doctor-patient rela-

i chang
direction, presumably in the di
rection of an energy which has 
therapeutic possibilities, favor
ing growth and development. On 
the other hand, feelings of hate 
and anger produce changes in 
the opposite direction with an 
energy having a destructive ca
pability.”

Another speaker at the sympo
sium has undertaken further 
study in another direction with 
Oskar Estebany. Sr. Justa 
Smith, Ph.D., biochemist of Ro
sary Hill College, Buffalo, N.Y., 
reported that her research has 
shown that the healer can affect 
enzyme systems.* Students used 
as controls had no effect on the
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Professor Dean asked and an

swered the question: “Can we 
photograph the healing pro
cess?”

Using Kirlian photography he 
took high frequency radiation 
pictures of the healer Ethel De- 
Loach. A photograph of one of 
her fingers at the moment she 
began thinking of healing 
showed a blue-white corona or 
flare. Traditionally in occult lit
erature and teachings the color 
blue — especially blue-white — is 
associated with healing and spir
ituality.

While she performed a healing 
the glow or corona increased. 
Occasionally an orange color 
also appeared. Again, orange 
long has been associated with 
healing in metaphysical teach
ings; it is regarded as an ener
gizing force somewhat analogous 
to the sun’s rays.

As the healing developed, ac
cording to Professor Dean, Mrs. 
DeLoach realized that her hands 
were being guided by unseen 
forces — spirit doctors, she now 
believes — and she felt what she 
was doing was somehow related 
to acupuncture. Many of her pa
tients reported they felt needles 
being inserted into certain points 
and they were surprised to find 
none were used. A student of 
acupuncture confirmed that her 
hands followed the meridian 
lines and pulse areas recognized

by acupuncturists for millennia.
Mrs. DeLoach also appears to 

have the ability to diagnose; she 
can assess a patient’s nutritional 
needs and mental hang-ups. Af
ter recounting some of her suc
cesses with multiple sclerosis, 
broken bones, inoperable eye 
conditions, etc., Professor Dean 
said:

“The evidence for psychic 
healing becomes stronger and 
stronger every day. Now that 
parapsychology has been accept
ed as a science by the American 
Association for the Advancement 
of Science the scientific barrier 
is down.” (Professor Dean was 
instrumental in winning the 
Association’s recognition of para
psychology.)

"I thought the next barrier 
would be the medical one and 
that it would be a tough struggle. 
However, the need of patients is 
so great and doctors’ knowledge 
still so limited (that) with the 
advancing impact of acupunc
ture and more conferences like 
this it seems the medical barrier 
will be removed much sooner 
than we expected.”

Significantly, Professor Dean 
quoted Mrs. DeLoach’s words in 
reference to her technique:

“I tune into the universal ener
gy that instantly responds. It is 
there equally for all. It may 
seem impenetrable but it is a 
reality.”
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must be careful how we use it.” 
Photographs of a healer working 
with a kidney patient indicated 
that the patient lost energy — 
he had to be returned to a hos
pital— while the healer seemed 
to receive increased energy.

What is this energy? Dr. Moss 
said she wished she had an an
swer. It may be related to or 
even identical with the vital 
force known as prana which 
Eastern teachers say is drawn in 
with every breath and is neces
sary to sustain life.

MANY PERSONS at the sym
posium recalled early ex

periments at Yale University 
which verified the existence of 
energy fields surrounding living 
forms. These were mentioned in 
the writings of astronomer Gus- 
taf Stromberg (notably in his 
book The Soul of Universe) in 
which he presented evidence of 
nonphysical structures and moti
vating forces behind all living 
forms. Basing his conclusion on 
laboratory evidence then avail
able he found that inanimate 
structures also have their non
physical counterparts (etheric 
doubles).

In lectures at both the Stanford 
and UCLA ‘‘Dimensions of Heal
ing” conferences William A. Till
er, Ph.D., professor in the De
partment of Materials Science at 
Stanford University, expressed a

similar concept. He believes that 
substance on the physical level 
behaves differently from sub
stance on the “etheric level.” 
Herein may lie a clue to the 
phenomena of materialization 
and dematerialization, he said. 
He also mentioned the energy 
centers called chakras and their 
relation to levels of conscious
ness as well as energy, relating 
them to the seven levels of medi-

“The currents in the individual 
circuits provide important ener
gies for various parts of the 
body,” he said. “In principle, we 
can think of great energy 
streams flowing through space 
and passing through our bodies 
unabsorbed and unnoticed unless 
we tune the chakras to couple 
with this power source and 
transduce some of its energy into 
the etheric system.”

Here was a physicist, thorough
ly trained in the techniques of 
material science, freely inter
weaving physical and occult 
terms as if it were an everyday 
practice in higher institutions of 
learning. Professor Tiller com
mitted himself to believing in 
the possible connections between 
physical and metaphysical with
out flinching. But with his quali
fications no one can look upon 
him as a mystic visionary. He 
is an international authority on 
the science of crystalization and
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serves as a consultant to gov
ernment and industry in the 
field of metallurgy and solid 
state physics. Yet he has been 
engaged in research concerning 
the electrical changes that take 
place within the body during acu
puncture treatment.

Professor Tiller has devoted 
part of his time in the past few 
years to the study of radionics to 
see if a rational explanation of 
the operation of devices in this 
field could be constructed in 
terms of testable hypotheses. 
Radionics has to do with the fa
mous “black boxes,” the use of 
which in the treatment of bodily 
ailments has been so controver
sial.

Much of his work in radionics 
was carried out at the De la 
Warr Laboratories in Oxford, 
England, during a sabbatical 
leave from Stanford. Professor 
Tiller defines radionics as “an 
instrumental form of radiesthe- 
sia which . . . deals with the 
interaction between mind and 
matter.” Radiesthesia he ex
plains as “sensitivity to radia
tions covering the whole fidd of 
radiations from any source, ei
ther living or inert.”

Thus this renowned scientist 
was talking of such practices as 
dowsing, the use of the pendulum 
for diagnosis, the “black box” 
radionics treatment and diagnos
tic machines, the use of which in

the past has led to criminal pros
ecutions.

The reason electronics experts 
were unable to explain the 
effects claimed for the machines, 
Dr. Tiller indicated, is that the 
“vivaxis,” the radionic wave 
field and the “antenna” of the 
body receiving the energy are all 
at the etheric rather than the 
physical level of substance.

He referred to the “vivaxis 
theory,” which postulates that 
when an entity is bom  “some 
type of signal generator is creat
ed at that specific location of the 
earth — not on the physical level 
but on the etheric level of sub
stance.” He does not shy away 
from another presently contro
versial topic — astrology. He 
said there probably is a connec
tion between vivaxis and astrolo
gy.

Neither is Dr. Tiller afraid of 
the word “aura,” although — 
like physidan-physicist Henry 
Puharich — he believes the aura 
is not equivalent to the corona 
effects shown by Kirlian photog
raphy. Rather, he thinks it is 
possible the cold electron emis
sions seen in radiation photos 
and the aura as seen by mystics 
and sensitives both may have 
their roots in “etheric substance.”

Dr. Tiller and Dr. Puharich 
(who astounded listeners with his 
description of materializations 
and dematerializations of objects
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under laboratory controls) are 
convinced that scientists must 
examine more closely various 
levels of energy not measurable 
in terms of gauges and meters 
which we now have. A more 
eifective utilization of energy 
would follow through “coherent 
reorganization” (Dr. Tiller’s 
term).

“A truly coherent state equals 
a spiritual state,” said the Stan
ford professor. “Man is now 
moving into new spaces and it is 
all downhill from here.”

BESIDES SESSIONS at Stan
ford and UCLA the Academy 

of Parapsychology and Medicine 
sponsored lectures and demon
strations at Golden West College 
in Huntington Beach, Calif., and 
in San Diego. Many of the same 
speakers appeared at all four 
meetings and all were equally 
forthright in their references to 
unorthodox traditions, terms and 
practices.

Probably as forthright as any 
of the speakers was Dr. Robert 
A. Bradley, president of the 
Academy. He is a physician who 
practices obstetrics and gynecol
ogy in Denver, Colo., where he 
pioneered the introduction of nat
ural childbirth in the United 
States in 1947. He is also a pio
neer in the concept of medical 
care of the “whole patient” 
(body, mind and soul).

Dr. Bradley lives in a haunted 
house and calls himself “a nut 
on table-tipping,” adding, “this 
is one form of spirit communica
tion with which I love to heckle 
my skeptical friends, my peers 
and my colleagues.” He openly 
admits to believing in spirit 
communication, re in carn ation  
and karma and he has used hyp
notic regression to explore the 
effect of previous lives on a pa
tient’s present life.

Concerning the current inter
est in acupuncture in the West
ern world, he said, “May we 
have more Ping-Pong games if 
this is what it takes to bring 
acupuncture to our attention af
ter 5,000 years.”

Of Kirlian photography, he de
clared, “We think that the laying 
on of hands and the forces of 
healing as shown by Kirlian pho
tography demonstrate the prac
tical application of these in the 
field of medicine.”

He also said, “I think medium- 
ship can be used for therapy and 
spirit communication and like
wise can be used for therapy . . . 
particularly if people have a fear 
of death or a lack of belief in 
their own religion.”

He declared that the Academy 
represents a group of persons in 
the medical and paramedical 
field — anyone involved in the 
healing arts — who believe “there 
is an interrelationship, a conti-
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nuity, a unity between body, 
mind and soul.”

Perhaps Dr. Moss best summed 
up the UCLA sessions when she 
said, ‘‘Here we are looking at 
phenomena that have never be
fore been so thoroughly discussed 
in higher schools of learning. We 
are voices crying in the wilder
ness but we are exploring phe
nomena that we know exist and 
are being tested in the labora
tory.”

To the orthodox scientist and

the orthodox layman, this may 
have sounded far out but as Dr. 
Puryear remarked, “We have 
come quite a distance even to 
have such a conference as this.” 

And as if he were predicting a 
truly brave new world, Dr. Tiller 
expressed the belief that the lat
est directions in healing and sci
ence presage a new age in which 
the psychic, along with ancient 
metaphysical beliefs and the sci
entific method, will combine to 
create an ideal world.

TWINS UNTIL DEATHOREGON’S OLDEST pair of 
twins died 12 hours apart 

last January. Earl Pruitt, a re
tired Tillamook carpenter, suc
cumbed to pneumonia at 7:30 
P.M. on his 88th birthday. His 
twin sister. Pearl Reed Sparks

of Portland, was in a comatose 
state during Earl’s brief illness 
and never knew of her brother’s 
death. She died at 7:30 A.M. the 
next morning. The twins were 
born in Salem, Ore, on January 
31, 1884.

PALESTINIAN PROPHECY 
By Melba BlantonBACK IN the beginning of this century the Arabs of Pales

tine clung to two ancient prophe
cies about their land. One fore
told that domination by the 
Turks would cease when “the 
waters of the Nile flowed into 
Palestine." The other predicted 
greatness for the city of Jeru
salem when a “prophet of God from the west” would enter the 
city on foot.
Both of these prophecies were 

fulfilled in World War I  In 1917

Sir Archibold Murray’s engineers 
laid a pipeline across the desert 
from the Suez Canal to A1 Arish. 
Then on December 9, 1917, a 
British commander entered Jeru
salem through the Jaffa gate to 
claim the city from the Turks. 
Out of respect for the city that 
is holy to Moslems, Christians 
and Jews alike, he entered on 
foot. In Arabic “prophet of God” 
is Allah Webi; the British com
mander was Gen. EdmondAllenby.
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AIR
FORCE

TELEPATHY
TEST

Could the air force cadets in 
Colorado transmit impressions of 
colored slides over hundreds of 
miles to our Los Angeles class?

By Wanda Sue Parrott

DURING MY years as a re
porter with the Los An

geles Herald-Examiner I have 
acquired the unofficial title of 
“office psychic.” Most of my fel
low employees have heard of my 
many psychic experiences and 
know that I have covered a num
ber of stories dealing with haunt- 
ings, predictions and other psy
chic topics. Once when my car 
motor burned out the office em
ployees presented me with a 
broom inscribed, “Now you have 
transportation.”

When the first course for credit 
in parapsychology was an
nounced by UCLA Extension for 
the spring of 1970, quite naturally 
I was assigned to cover it for the 
paper and I enrolled as one of 
the 400 students. Dr. Thelma 
Moss of UCLA’s Neuropsychi
atric Institute was the instructor 
and the enrollment included a 
large number of doctors and 
psychiatrists. Thus the age of the 
participants ranged from 18 
through 60 with the majority be
ing 35 and older. Many students, 
like myself, had become inter
ested in the field because of per
sonal experiences. Others were 
skeptical and wanted a scientific 
evaluation of the evidence.
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sions. I closed my eyes and fo
cused my attention on the area 
of my forehead between the 
eyes, the legendary site of the 
mystical “third eye."

A whirling mass of energy, 
golden in color, appeared and 
seemed to hang suspended like a 
gigantic cloud of vapor. My first 
thought was that it was a bomb’s 
mushroom rising into the sky. 
All around the golden cloud was 
darkness like the night sky. 
When the slides were shown, one 
was a golden whirling galaxy 
against a black backdrop of 
space. I learned that my choice 
of the galaxy was correct when 
later we were told the targets.

We repeated the procedure for 
the second target. This time I 
saw a blur of colors. When the 
slides were shown I chose a psy
chedelic montage. Again I was

On the third trial I distinctly 
saw a street. People seemed to 
be moving in terror toward the 
sides of the street as a malevo
lent force filled the center. In this 
case I chose a slide showing a 
street riot, again correctly.

On the fourth trial my impres
sions were not correct. The actu
al target had been of an auto 
race. Perhaps I failed to get this 
because I have had no involve
ment with racing cars although 
my husband has.

On the final trial I saw on my

mental screen a cluster of blue- 
green cells which seemed to en
large and take on separate iden
tities. I wrote, “Cells, school of 
fish or fish eggs.” When the 
slides were shown I naturally 
picked one showing a school of 
cellular-shaped fish in bluish- 
green waters. Again my choice 
was correct.

The total test of five targets 
had taken an hour. When all of 
us had finished writing down our 
impressions and indicating our 
choice of slides Dr. Moss gath
ered the papers for evaluation 
and study. Then she placed a 
long-distance call to Colorado to 
check on which targets actually 
had been sent by the air force 
cadets. We all were shocked 
when she learned that John Bal
lard had confused the date and 
the 16 cadets had attempted to 
beam the targets to Los Angeles 
on May 25, one week before. We 
had been straining to pick up 
telepathic signals sent seven days 
before!

Of course, the mix-up on the 
time added to the difficulty of 
evaluating the test. According to 
Freudian theory and previous 
studies of ESP, time does not 
exist in the unconscious mind. 
Thus theoretically it was possi
ble for the Los Angeles subjects 
to pick up delayed telepathic 
thoughts from Colorado. But 
since the targets all were chosen
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before we began guessing at 
them, successful choices could 
be due to clairvoyant knowledge 
of the target slides. There also 
was the possibility that we re
ceived precognitive knowledge of 
the slides that would be shown to 
us after we had written down our 
impressions rather than receiv
ing the senders’ transmissions. 
(Indeed, I received some impres
sions that seemed to relate to 
the “wrong” slides from the pairs 
shown us, as well as the impres
sions of the “correct” slides which 
I chose.)

After studying the mass of 
written impressions Dr. Moss an
nounced that the results were not 
as good as she had hoped for. Of 
the 38 receivers 15 had gotten 
none correct or only one or two 
out of the possible five. These 
subjects she classified as “fail
ures.” The remaining 23 subjects 
had hit three, four or five targets 
and were classified as “suc
cesses.” Though some early ESP 
research indicates that only one

person out of five demonstrates 
ESP success, over half of the 
UCLA group scored well.

The experiment between the 
Air Force Academy and UCLA 
may go down in history as a 
milestone or it may be remem
bered as parapsychology’s big
gest blunder because of the sev
en-day time gap between the ca
dets sending and our receiving 
the targets. But it was evident 
to me that I personally could re
ceive psychic impressions from 
over 400 miles away.

I am convinced that experi
ments of this nature will help 
mankind understand his broader 
potential. One student in the 
UCLA class predicted, “The day 
will come when psychology and 
parapsychology wed. Then and 
only then will man be blessed 
with knowledge about himself. 
He will know not only where he 
has been as a thinking creature 
but he can predict where he is 
going and use his God-given abil
ities to get there.”

IN BRAZIL IT RAINS BEANS
and speculated that a storm hadBRAZIL rancher Salvador Tar- gino insisted it rained beans 

on his land near Joao Pessoa, 
and he showed newsmen and lo
cal officials a handful of legumes 
to prove it. Delmiro Maia, a 
federal agriculture official, cor
roborated Targino's statement

swooped up a pile of beans from 
Western Africa and dumped 
them over part of northeastern
Sr. Targino boiled some of the 

beans and found they were too 
tough to eat.



Xavier Magnan of Lorient, 
France, recovered a gold ring he 
had lost in a field 14 years ago — 
thanks to a limping cow. His 
neighbor Pierre Nicolas decided 
to find the cause for his cow’s 
limp and found the ring bearing 
Magnan’s name embedded in the 
animal’s hind hoof.

•
Patricia Cochran of Oxford, 

Mich., a leap year baby, gave 
birth to a leap year daughter at 
the identical hour at which she 
herself was bom 28 years before.

•
When Carlo Palombini of Ma- 

cerata, Italy, returned home af
ter weeks in a hospital, his five- 
year-old son Luca was over
whelmed with joy. He embraced 
and hugged his father then sud
denly turned pale. Mmutes later 
the child was dead. A doctor said 
too much excitement killed 
young Luca.

•
Florida’s first two women rep

resentatives were elected to the 
state legislature recently. Both 
are named Beth Johnson and 
live in neighboring counties. But 
they are not related and never

met until the legislature con
vened in Tallahassee.

•
Martha Castel’s husband, a 

traveling salesman, saw a wom
an whom he at first mistook for 
his wife but knew it couldn’t be 
she since he was 100 miles away 
from his home in Franklin 
Square, N.Y. The woman ap
proached him and said, “I just 
had to tell you, you look so much 
like my husband I thought you 
were he.”

•
Billy J. Nordman of Oakland, 

Calif., was rushing his wife to the 
maternity ward when their car 
crashed into an overpass. A mo
torist took Mrs. Nordman on to 
the hospital. The baby was bom 
at 8:50, two hours and 10 minutes 
after her father had died in the 
accident.

•
Mr. and Mrs. Everett Goddard 

of Pinckneyville, 111., became 
parents of twins who will go 
through life celebrating different 
birthdays. One was bom at 11:50 
P.M. on a Tuesday and the other 
didn’t come into the world until 
12:03 A.M. Wednesday.



HEHB-EURE
lor HERB and ME

The pain I suffered had taken on all the 
qualities of a nightmare — but then help came in a dream.

By Eddie A. Albnlos

IN 1967 I picked Tokay grapes 
with nine other men. Eight of 

us were Filipinos and two of us 
were Mexicans with state em
ployment papers that permitted 
us to stay in the United States to 
harvest grapes and tomatoes. On 
September 5 we started picking 
for Mr. Herbert Buck, a rich 
farmer in Lodi, Calif., who runs 
a million-dollar wine factory 
which he inherited from his 
father.

As foreman of the crew I talked 
with Mr. Buck about wages, 
commissions and other questions 
shortly before we started in the 
fields. Short, 48 and pleasant in 
manner, he said to me just after 
we introduced ourselves to each 
other, “You can call me Herb if 
you wish, Eddie.”

"How come you’re different 
from most wealthy people I 
know, Herb?” I asked bluntly.

“You mean they let you call 
them ‘sir’ or ‘mister,’ ” he re
plied, smiling. “You see I fought 
in the Philippines during World 
War H. Most of your countrymen

I associated with called me 
Herb. I like it because it’s more 
sincere as a friendly brotherly 
greeting.”

Just then another man walked 
up.

“That’s Les, my head fore
man,” Herb explained. “What 
he tells you is okay with me.” As 
he walked to his sleek white 1967 
Pontiac I noticed that he limped 
on one foot.

“Is Herb lame?” I asked Les. 
“No, it’s his arthritis bothering 

him again. It gets worse every 
year. Last year he was in the 
hospital for months but no mat
ter what the doctors gave him, it 
didn’t seem to help him any. If it 
keeps up he won’t be able to 
walk or drive anything but short 
distances.”

“That’s too bad. I wish some
thing could be done.”

“So do I, Eddie. He’s a good 
boss.”

THE FUTURE immediately 
ahead of me looked bright. I 

would be working in the vast
101
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fields, supervising men in the 
best methods of picking dark-red 
ripe Tokays and packing them 
into 30-Ib. crates — and we’d be 
getting paid well for it.

But one morning when I 
awoke, I felt an acute pain in my 
right shoulder. At breakfast I 
hardly could lift a cup of coffee 
to my mouth because of the ex
cruciating pain which ran from 
my shoulder blade to my arm. 
Only with the greatest effort did 
I manage to don my working 
clothes.

Fortunately the grape field 
where we worked was only four 
miles away and there was no 
heavy traffic on the way. I drove 
my Rambler sedan with my left 
hand clutching the wheel — a 
clumsy and dangerous proce
dure, but I had no choice. I felt 
like a baby trying to walk.

As the day passed the pain in 
my right shoulder grew so in
tense that sweat stood out on my 
forehead as I tried to keep from 
crying out in pain. When Les 
came to check our work I asked 
him to replace me so that I could 
go see a doctor.

“You look bad, Eddie,” Les 
remarked. “Better see Dr. Rei- 
ger in Lodi. They say he’s good 
for problems like that.”

At his office Dr. Reiger asked 
me if I ever had suffered from a 
severe rheumatic pain in the 
past. I told him that once rheu

matic complications in my legs 
had kept me bedridden and un
able to stand for a week. In 1945 
my doctor informed me that I 
had an enlarged heart and for 
several years I had heart 
trouble.

“I think what’s happening,” 
Dr. Reiger suggested, “is that 
you’re having a rheumatic re
lapse. I’ll give you some shots to 
stop it and I’ll write you a pre
scription for a special deep heat
ing ointment. Anyway there’s 
no reason to be alarmed about 
your present condition.”

The doctor’s matter-of-fact 
tone was reassuring. He gave me 
instructions to rub on the deep 
heating ointment every night be
fore I went to bed and every 
morning just before I arose. 
Then he sent me to bed to rest 
until the pain had disappeared 
completely.

But the pain did not disappear. 
I had to lay off work because I 
couldn’t move my arm. I 
searched out several doctors in the 
area, men who had cured some 
patients with painful joints, but 
they could not help. My cousin 
took me to a specialist in Sacra
mento who gave me injections 
and prescribed ointments — but 
with no apparent healing effect. 
My income was dwindling but 
my pain was not.

One day Domingo Valeros, a 
member of my crew who had
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arrived from the Philippines 
just six months before, received 
an insured package from his 
wife back home. The moment he 
obtained the parcel from the post 
office, he came directly to my

“How’s your arm, Eddie?” he 
asked, the concern evident in his 
voice.

“It worsens every other day, 
Domingo. Now it feels as though 
dull pain is spreading to my 
side.”

He was silent for a moment, 
then spoke up suddenly. “Do you 
believe God will heal people if 
they have enough faith in Him?”

I was taken aback. I had not 
known that Domingo was a reli
gious man.

“Yes, I believe in His power,” 
I replied. “He has the power to 
do anything He chooses.” 

“You’ve heard of faith healing, 
haven’t you?”

"Oh, yes, I’ve read of it. But 
I’ve always relied on a doctor’s 
treatment when I’m sick.”

“Well, from now on open your 
mind and let God do the healing 
for you.”

“What’s that got to do with 
that package you’re holding, Do
mingo?”

“About six years ago, back in 
our home town in the Philip
pines,” he began, “my wife’s left 
knee became painful and swol
len. At first we were not alarmed

because we’d always been able to 
get rid of the swelling with local 
remedies, but this time we 
couldn’t get rid of it. Nothing 
seemed to work. Not even the 
doctors we consulted could do 
anything to relieve Urbana’s 
pain.

“We got more worried all the 
time, expecially after she had to 
use crutches to move around. 
Finally I took her to a noted 
young surgeon in Bangued, the 
capital of our providence, where 
she spent a day in the clinic 
undergoing tests and X-rays. He 
gave her medication but we dis
covered soon enough that it was 
worthless.

“But the X-ray showed no ma
lignant growth in the joint or the 
area around the affected knee. 
So she prevailed on me to stop 
taking her to any doctor. She 
knew, I guess, that I was bor
rowing money to cover her 
medical expenses.

“A religious woman, Urbana 
vowed to attend mass in our 
church every Sunday and holi
day. Even though we lived a few 
blocks from the chapel she in
sisted on walking all the way. 
hard as that may have been for 
one in her condition. Urbana 
would kneel on her right knee in 
front of the altar, lean on some
thing for support and pray to our 
Lord to have Mercy on her 
suffering.
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“One morning I saw her 

gathering some plants in the 
woods by our house. My first 
instinct was to help her but then 
I thought she must have a divine 
revelation that guided her into 
such strange activity so I let her 
alone. All the rest of that day she 
was busy grinding plants and 
mixing them with liquids until 
finally she had a red-yellowish 
medicine in a pint bottle.

“In the evening my wife 
dipped three chicken feathers — 
these were tied together — in the 
medicine and with them made 
the sign of the cross on her affec
ted knee. Then she smeared the 
yellowish stuff over the swollen

“That night for the first time 
since she had the ailment, she did 
not moan in her sleep. She slept 
good. In the morning she re
peated the treatment. By noon 
the next day she could stand up 
without the aid of her crutches.

“Within a week her pain was 
gone and the swollen area had 
completely disappeared. When I 
asked her how she came to know 
the right ingredients, she confid
ed to me that our Lord Jesus 
Christ had given them to her in a 
dream."

“How do you know the medi
cine’s good for other people?” I 
interrupted.

“An old relative of mine who 
was unable to walk because of

stiff joints in his legs tried Ur- 
bana’s medicine. Within two 
weeks he could walk just as well 
as any other old person. There 
are others who got well but there 
were some who got no relief at 
all — they just didn’t believe, I 
guess.”

He poured some of the yellow
ish stuff into an empty bottle. 
The smell was so powerful that it 
caused me to sneeze. After he 
handed me the three chicken 
feathers that I would be using, I 
asked him, “How much do I owe 
you?”

“I’m not supposed to take any 
cash, Eddie. This medicine 
comes from God to help those 
who need it.”

Domingo emphasized the im
portance of making the sign of 
the cross with the dipped feath
ers before smearing the liquid on 
my arm and shoulder.

In the middle of the night I 
awoke sweating profusely all 
over my body. A searing heat 
from the stuff was penetrating 
my ailing shoulder and arm.

I began to pray. “I thank thee, 
Oh my Lord Jesus Christ! Virgin 
Mary, Holy Mother of God, I 
thank thee also, for this great 
relief of my suffering!”

After changing my soaked pa
jamas I went back to sleep. In 
the morning I noticed a loosen
ing of my stiff shoulder although 
I still could feel the dull pain.
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Again I smeared some of the 
medicine over my arm and 
about three hours later the burn
ing sensation returned. It felt as 
if this unlikely homemade medi
cine were sucking something 
cold from my right arm.

In three days I was able to 
move my right shoulder and to 
write and eat with my right 
hand. In a week I went back to 
work.

When I asked about Herb 
Buck, Les said he was in the 
hospital where the doctors had 
operated on his arthritic knees. 
But there had been no lasting 
relief. Just that morning his wife 
had gone to the hospital to take 
him home after Herb insisted 
that there was no point in his 
staying at the hospital any 
longer.

“Can he still walk?” I asked.
“Yes, but he has crutches. By 

the way, how did you manage to 
get your shoulder cured?”

“If I tell you, you might not 
bdieve it.”

“Why not?” he said. “Go 
ahead, Eddie. It might help our 
boss too."

“It’s an incredible homemade 
medicine from the Philippines. It 
comes from a secret formula 
Domingo’s wife won’t divulge to 
anyone. It really works. You 
remember how before I couldn’t 
even move my arm, and now 
look at it. And tonight,” I added,

105
“Domingo and I are going to see 
Herb.”

That evening we found Herb 
Buck sitting on a couch in his 
living room. His wife was cook
ing supper in the kitchen and 
their children were doing their 
school homework.

He greeted us hospitably. “I’ve 
been expecting you, Eddie and 
Domingo. Les dropped in to tell 
me you were coming.”

“We just wanted to know how 
you’re getting along,” I said.

“See these crutches? I’m 
afraid I may be stuck with them 
for life. But what’s worrying me 
most are my hands. They’re so 
stiff that I can hardly use them 
anymore.” There was a trace of 
bitterness in his voice.

“All the injections, rubbing 
ointments they gave me so far 
haven’t done a thing,” he went 
on. “I wouldn’t mind so much if 
this accursed sickness hadn’t 
affected my hands. Imagine a 
fellow with useless hands — and 
crippled feet to match!”

He paused. “Les told me about 
your arm and how Domingo’s 
medicine worked. You know, 
when I was in your country I saw 
a few cases of serious sickness 
which your native remedies 
cured. I sure believed in them. If 
it were only possible for me now 
to move my family and business 
to the Philippines I’d do it in a 
minute. Maybe if I’d stayed in
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the Philippines I might have 
been spared this fate. I remem
ber how much I liked your coun
try’s climate. I really felt at 
home when I was there.” 

Touched, Domingo gave the 
vial of medicine to Herb and 
showed him how to apply it.

“How much did you spend for 
this stuff, Domingo?” Herb 
asked.

“I don’t know know how much 
my wife spent on it, boss. But 
when Christmas time comes, my 
wife needs a Spanish black 
shawl to cover her head when 
she’s attending mass.”

“I’ll remember that.”
He began to apply the medi

cine.

TWO WEEKS later Domingo, 
I and the rest of our crew 

were working in Herb’s field. We 
had not heard a word from him 
— the closest we came to him, in 
fact, was seeing his head fore
man every day, but Les never

mentioned our boss.
But that afternoon someone 

pulled up in a new Pontiac se
dan. We were amazed to see 
Herb Buck himself striding to
ward us at a brisk pace.

“Eddie!” he said. “I just came 
to tell you how grateful I am. I 
owe you and Domingo my new 
life. Thanks to God! This is a 
miracle!” He started shadow- 
boxing with his hands.

He stopped to ask, “Hey, 
where’s Domingo?”

“He’s in the third row of 
grapes,” I said.

I watched as Herb sprinted 
down to where Domingo was 
working — a happy, healthy and 
thankful man. One would not 
have known he ever had suffered 
from arthritis.

Editors’ note: The author tells us 
that this medicine is not avail
able and we ask that you do not 
write to us or Mr. Albalos con
cerning it.

DEATH PROPHECY FULFILLEDA RESIDENT OF Chicago’s live beyond her 45th birthday.
Chinatown took her own life As the fateful day approached 

in March 1971, apparently con- Mrs. Kwan became increasingly 
vinced of the accuracy of a for- despondent. One Monday her 
tune-teller’s prediction made husband. Shew Tong Woo, re- 
four years previously. Mrs. Kwan turned to find his wife banging 
Yue-tunt, while visiting Hong from a doorway, suspended by an 
Kong, was told by a Chinese for- electrical cord looped around her 
tune-teller that she would not neck.
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WESTERN SHAMBALLA
From the mystical Church and College of the Brotherhood, 
high in the Rocky Mountains, these lectures by Doreal, founder 
of the Brotherhood of the White Temple, are now made avail
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3 For FREE Exclusive U.S. and Canadian Representative
Catalog write to: Occult Astrological Services of Ceylon, Inc. 
A _ *.★ P.O. Box 5887, Grand Central Sta.

*  *  New York- NY 10017
“There are several Philosophical Institu

tions in the world today who are helping 
people to find a “State of Grace” and 
whereas these Organizations are sincere in 
their aims, their teachings can often only be 
understood by relatively few people, as they 
require a considerable amount of study, 
meditation, and self-denial. Our aim is also 
Philosophical, but by using the media of the 
Tantric (Occult) Sciences and Astrology, we 
can bring benefits to people in all walks of 
life in a more practical and direct way."

Gamini S. Kawiratne 
Sarasavi Institute
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The Mystery of 
PSYCHIC 

PHENOMENA
Explained!

Suppose you could accurately 
predict what people would do 
and the outcome of your deal
ings with them. In any circum
stances. Don’t you think that no 
matter what your walk of life, 
you might better understand the 
phenomena which lends success 
or failure to all your endeavors?

SCIENCE OF SURVIVAL by 
L. Ron Hubbard makes human 
behavior entirely predictable. It 
isolates the real source of con
trol over events and man’s be
havior. It shows how you can 
gain the knowledge needed to 
know when your endeavors with 
others will be favorable.

It is well known that readers 
of SCIENCE OF SURVIVAL 
gain an apparently uncanny 
ability to predict people’s be
havior and events to follow. 
They also gain an ease in 
handling people and situations 
which is unparalleled in its field.

SCIENCE OF SURVIVAL is 
written in the form of a manual.

It is based on the Hubbard 
Chart of Human Evaluation, 
which is included with the book. 
The Chart itself is easy to use, 
and the background to the data 
in each column is keyed to the 
chapters in the book.

SCIENCE OF SURVIVAL 
puts control of events in life, 
indeed almost any aspect of 
life, entirely within your control 
— all you need do is to apply 
the data.

By knowing what to expect in 
life it is possible to see through 
the mysteries which shroud 
events. The success of your 
ventures depends on your know
ing the source which governs 
the course of events.

This book is easy to read and 
easy to get, simply send $7.00

Bookstore FFounding Church of Scientology 
1812 19th Street, N.W. 
Washington, DC 20009

And your copy will be sent 
to you immediately.
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Special Venture Bookshop Import!
BASIC LIBRARY OF THE OCCULT SCIENCES!

A Great Bargain at these 
Unbelievably Low Prices . . .
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SRI DARWIN GROSS
THE LIVING ECK MASTER presents:

E C K A N K A R
The Antient Science O f Soul Travel







TH E  PERSONAL L IFE  
OF JESUS

Organized and directed by Father 
Howard. 42 pages, price $125

TH E  K INGDOM 
OF THE  M IND

Continuing the recorded messages from the world of spirit through 
the channels of direct coice medi- umship. Two Doctors of Divinity 
now in the higher planes, analyze 
the Apostles’ Creed clause by clause. The Master Jesus and the 
Mother Mary express their views about "The Origin of Man." What 
comes first in the order of creation, 
mind or matter? Is the astral the first body or the second? And did 
we live before our birth? "The Four Postulates of The Creative Process" are discussed. The pre
existent life. The unsuroeyed dimensions of the mind.
Ten chapters, 100 pages, price S2.00 

Edwin Peebles 
Bax 35« 

Bloomington, 111. 61701

FATE
teachings of White Bear, the Hopi 
Indian chief.

In the tradition of William James’ 
Varieties of Religious Experience we 
have here an important collection of 
valuable data that should be read and 
considered by anyone interested in 
the pursuit of man’s meaning and 
destiny. For me this book as an ex
citing adventure. I recommend it. — 
Paul Severson.
THE TRUTH ABOUT DRACULA by €•- 
briel Ronay, Stain and Day, Naw York, 
N.Y., 1972, 180 pa9as, $7.95.
Within recent months three books 

dealing with Bram Stoker’s novel 
Dracula have appeared, obviously 
timed to coincide with the diamond 
anniversary of that famous horror 
story. Mr. Ronay’s interesting volume 
concentrates on two figures that have 
been identified with the vampire 
mystique.

Dracula allegedly was based on the 
historical Wallachian ruler, Vlad the 
Impaler. Roney chronicles Vlad’s life 
in an easy-to-read summary with 
special emphasis on the political and 
social impact of legends about Vlad 
in his own country and throughout 
Europe. Mr. Ronay, a Hungarian, 
gives several obscure references to 
Slavic sources on Vlad the Impaler.

The second character portrait is the 
most detailed one I know on Eliza
beth Bathory, another human monster 
who in her bloodlust caused the death 
of 650 young women.

Lest the reader decide this is lust 
another stock volume on vampires, 
let me point out that Mr. Ronay’s 
book is above the general level for 
two reasons. First, he explains how 
the vampire belief fitted into the 
religious and political framework of 
European history. He details how 
vampire belief was exploited by both 
church and state to promote religious 
and political doctrines. Second, the 
book reflects the author’s really fine 
scholarship. Although Mr. Ronay’s









1972, 261 p a g . s ,  $8.95.







COSMIC WISDOM











A M A ZIN sJ J .^  PRODUCTS

H-3®  PHORIA E CREME
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f o r  W ELCOME RELIEF!

D 4 C  SUPPLEMENTS CO.
it ,  ««



Created by Henrietta, the West's finest Astrologer

JUST 60 MINUTES ON THIS MACHINE 
WILL TEACH YOU HOW TO CAST AC
CURATE, AUTHENTIC HOROSCOPES
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WHAT HAS FATE IN STORE 
FOR YOU?

. . .  4 chance to explore the 
unknown . . . truths you find 
nowhere else . . . articles and 
stories to fire your imagination—  
that's what FATE has in store 
for you. Here is Editor Mary 
Fuller’s report on stories plan
ned for future issues:

• Man's approach to mysterious 
falls from the sky seesaws between 
outrage and awe. Even scientists say 
such things as "Fafrotskies and 
Oopths" can't exist—but Ivan Sand
erson can prove they do.

• Is abortion murder? Or does the 
soul enter at birth? W. D. Chesney 
reveals the surprising answer he re
ceived through spirit communication.

«• A massive worldwide deluge may 
occur before the end of this century, 
speculates researcher Chan Thomas. 
Read the startling evidence that sup
ports his theory.

“  The impc. 
Baalbek boast 
Roman archi 
upon mysterici o * 000-t o n* t o n e s *t hat 

t move with all our mod-



WHENCE COMES 
THE TIM E 

THAT MARKS 
THE DESTINY OF MAN

Not by time—but by 
understanding w ill 

man's destiny be marked!
FToda'y you can share a dynamic power, v 
h Spiritual Masters whose message spans eternity. During 

■''their earthly existence these avatars achieved understanding 
and extraordinary insight into life's perplexing problems.

Through The Summit Lighthouse as a forum, the strength 
and guidance from writings of the Ascended Masters will clearly 
reveal your true destiny. The Masters' teachings will dispel the 
illusion that man's destiny is one of slavery to fears, to uncer
tainties and to strife at home and abroad—or even to man-made
dogmatism.

Shed age-old negative manifestations of worldly ills. 
Understand destiny. Join hands with thousands of others who 
today are charting their destiny from a new source beyond the 
realm of the ordinary.

PEARLS OF WISDOM, weekly writings from the Masters, 
will feed a steady flow of understanding, inspiration, and 
direction into your life. They are yours free for the asking, to 
read and discover and understand.

THE SUMMIT LIGHTHOUSE. Registrar A-7, Box A, Colorado Springs. Colo 80901
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