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rystal Vision

By ALICE-MARY SCHNIRRING

I never saic his face. But to tell yon the truth, I didn’t want to see it; there was
something about him that made me feel—ancomfortable . . .

H, PAAVONURMI!" said
Henry, sarcastically. "Just
where the hell have you been
for the past two hours, Joe?”
"Delivering the window-cards to Mat-
son's,” said Joe, trying in vain to look like
injured innocence. “After all, the doctor
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said I should be careful of my heart, didn’t
he? No hurrying—no hurrying, Henry—
no undue excitement—Hey!” and he
ducked the block of drawing-paper that
hurtled through the air. "That comes un-
der the heading of excitement!”

“Ten blocks each way and it takes you
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two hours!” moaned his boss. “If I
want real speed I'll have to hire a fleet of
snails. Well, go finish the lettering on the
hosiery brochure—if it doesn’t overtax
your strength.” Thumbing his nose in an-
swer (the studio was run on democratic
lines), Joe sat down at his drawing-board,
picked out a pen with a hair-line point,
and began to work.

For some fifteen minutes the studio was
quiet, except for a short word or two ex-
changed between Henry, Arthur, and Joe.
Then Arthur put down his brush,
stretched, and suddenly chuckled.

“Have you heard Fred's latest, Joe?”” he
asked.

“"No—what?"’

"“He's got a glass marble,” said Arthur,
convulsed at the thought, “And he's trying
to sell Heary and me on the idea that he
can see visions when he holds it to his
forehead.”

“How can he look into it whea he holds
it on his forehead?” said Joe. “He isn't
wall-eyed—or is he?”

Henry joined in. “"He doesn’t look in it
—he just holds it to his forehead, the way
Arthur said. Then, he says, he finds him-
self in another world.”

Joe turned to Henry in mock alarm.
“Are you feeling all right, Henry dear?
Shall I put a cold compress on your head
for you?”

“I didn’t say it,” Henry retorted. "It's
his stery—and a lemon, if you ask me."”

“Some haven't the ability,” said a new
voice. “Joe might have, though you and
Arthur haven’t.”” All three of them turned
to the door, which was open to let the heat
and dust of a New York July come in
unimpeded. “Hi, Fred,” said Henry.

“Come show Joe your marble trick, then,

if you think he can do it.”

Fred—tall, rather heavy, with a dreamy
round face—ambled in and sat down at
his own drawing-board. “Conditions are
not too propitious,” he suggested, with a

smile. “‘Unbelievers like you two would
make even a poltergeist think twice before
he bothered with any manifestations.
You'd probably say "Mice!” and discour-
age him.”

“Poltergeists! Witches! Marbles! Nuts!”
said Arthur disgustedly. “And you, Freddy,
are the biggest nut in the bag. How can
you believe such stuff?”

FRED smiled again. "Well, poltergeists

are pretty generally accepted,” he said,
“And witches—no, I doa’t think I can put
up much of an argument for them; at
least, not spelled that way; but my marble,
as you call it—" "Whzt do joz call it,
Fred?” put in Joe, who had been enjoy-
ing the exchange. "Crystal.” said Fred.
“My crystal vision I believe in the way you
believe in—well, in the dincer vou ate
last night. That is, I wazs transported into
another world, if you wan: to puf it that
way. You can't be mistzken zbour 2 thing
like that.”

“No kidding, Fred—does it really
work?” asked Joe, with interest. Before
Fred could answer, Henry spoke up.
“Don’t be 2 dope, Joe—Arthur and I tried
it, and it’s nothing but Fred’s imagination.
He probably falls asleep and dreams, and
dreams, and thinks he’s seeing things in the
crystal.”

“No,"” said Fred, with a curious earnest-
ness. “That’s not true. Look—I can prove
it, if you will cut the clowning. And, of
course, if Joe is susceptible to it.”

“How can you tell if he is or not?”
asked Arthur, skeptically.

"“You can usually accomplish it at once,
or can’t do it at all. You and Henry just
can’t do it at all. Maybe Joe can. Look,
Joe—lie down on the couch in the back
room, and I'll show you.”

Joe protested that the whole thing was
just too stupid, but Fred persisted. “Try it,
Joe—once is enough, if you give it a fair
chance.”
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“Okay—sure,” agreed Joe. “What do I
do?”

“Here,” said Fred, moving with sur-
prising speed for one of his rather sluggish-
looking build. He folded a woolen blanket
and spread it on the filthy chaise-longue
that graced the “back room” (an airless
cubbyhole where the boys played bridge
whenever a customer or a friend dropped
in, which was about twenty times a day).
“A woolen blanket makes a good insula-
tor,” he explained, moving the couch out
from the wall, “And your head should
point to the magnetic North. Here, lie
down, Joe.” Joe lay down.

FROM his pocket, Fred took a transpar-

ent crystal ball, about the size of a
plover’s egg. “This is it.” Joe took it in his
hand, and looked at it cutiously. “What, no
mysterious swirling colors?” he mocked.
“This isn’t the way it happens in ‘Strange
Tales.” The thing's a fake.”

“Lie down, dope,” said Fred good-
naturedly. “Now, listen.” His mannet
changed, became authoritative. “"Before we
start this experiment, I'll give you an idea
of what to expect, in case it works. When
you attain the vision, and find yourself in
another world, you will find that you can
explore at will. When you see some per-
son—or even some thing—you can ap-
proach him, or it, and mentally ask the
reason for their being. You will receive the
answer—or, if it is something you should
not know, you will be told so directly. I
will sit by you and listen—because it will
be best if you talk, so that we can know
what you see. For some reason the mem-
ory doesn’t seem to function very actively,
and, also, I can help you by directing your
questions so that you act merely as the
means of perceiving, and will not be di-
vided by having to think up the questions
and be the source of perception at the same
time.”

"Oke,” said Joe, airily, stretching him-

self on the chaise-longue. “Let’s go. But
where does the crystal come in?”

“Here,” said Fred, stuffing a small,
grimy pillow beneath each of Joe's el-
bows. “This will keep you from using any
muscular tension to hold the crystal in
place. Now hold the crystal with the tips
of your third and fourth fingers of each
hand.” He handed the transparent globe
to Fred, and put his fingers in place. “"So—
your little finger over your eye; forefingers
high on your forehead as you can get them, -
and thumbs over your ears. Now you are
shutting off all outside influence, and con-
centrating all your senses on one focal
point.”

“Maybe so,” said Joe, grimacing, “'but I
certainly hope none of the boys wander in.
I feel like a damn fool.”

“You should—you look like one,” At-
thur informed him. He and Henry were
grinning. To his surprise, the usually easy-
going Fred turned on them with a look of
anger, and was about to speak when the
telephone, ringing in the studio, inter-
rupted them. “T'll go,” said Arthur; then,
“Hello, Bowman Studio,” as he picked up
the 'phone. “Henry? Just a minute.” He
beckoned to Henry, who crossed over and
took the ‘phone from his hand. Arthur
remained at his elbow, listening to the con-
versation. '

Meanwhile, Fred was talking to Joe in a
low, unhurried voice, and Joe, deprived of
Henry’s and Arthur’s ribald comments,
was becoming more serious and more gen-
uinely interested in making a fair experi-
ment.

“Try to think of nothing at all,” Fred
urged him. “Concentrate a// your senses on
absolute nothingness—and relax. Above
all, relax.”

For four or five minutes, there was
silence in the stuffy little back room.

Suddenly it was broken by a muffled,
half-spoken sound from Joe. Fred was
quick to ask, "Did you see something?”
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Joe hesitated. ‘‘Something—"" he mur-
mured.

“A person, or a thing?”

“A person—I think. Tall, dark. Wear-
ing a soft felt hat; his face is turned away
from me.”

“Ask him—no, no; not aloud; zbink of
asking him what he is, what he wants.”
Fred, outwardly calm, betrayed his inner
excitement by the unusual pallor of his
round face, and the fierce gesture with
which he silenced Henry and Arthur as,
finished with their telephone conversation,
they came into the room and began to say
something. “I will tell you what to ask
him,” he said, leaning forward and bend-
ing intently over Joe's relaxed body. “Don’t
think—just follow, If he moves away, and
seems to want you to go with him, go.”

Arthur and Henry were not laughing.

“He is moving away, down the street.
I am going after him. The street is nar-
row and dark; it shines as if it were wet.
I can see the sky; it is pale grey, cloud-
less. There are tall, windowless buildings
on either side of me. He is turning a
corner; I am turning after him. Now,
the buildings are all behind me. I am
in—1 think it is a field. He has disap-
peared; all I can see is dark grass for a
long, long way.” The low monotonous
voice stopped.

“Is this a job you two put up when we
were—" Henry began, only to have Fred
turn furiously on him and silently motion
him to be quiet.

“Walk straight ahead,” he suggested to
the quiet figure on the chaise-longue.

*“What else can you see? Trees, ani-
mals, houses?”

“Nothing.”

“Look behind you—what is there?”

“Joe’s voice held a note of surprise.
“The houses aren’t there any longer. At
least there is just one house—it looks
like a country estate. The moon has sud-
derly come out; I can see flowers growing

by the path, and shrubbery around the
house itself.”

He stopped again. Fred urged him on:
“Walk up the path, to the door. Remem-
ber, you can go anywhere you want, ask
questions of anyone or anything. Ask the
house, if you want, what it’s there for.”

" ‘Ask the house what it’s there for!"”
mocked Arthur, suddenly. “Boys, your act
smells. Henry and I could have dreamed
up a better one than this on even less
notice.”

Fred’s attempt to stop him was too
late.  Joe was sitting up, with a puzzled
look on his face, juggling the crystal ball
in his left hand, absent-mindedly.

“No kidding, Arthur—it wasn't an act,”
he said, slowly. “I really did seem to be
following some guy whose face I couldn't
see; down a dark street and out into a
field. And when I turned around, I saw
2 big house, with a garden in front of
it; but when I started to walk down the
garden path, it all—sort of faded out. But
it really works,” he added, turning to
Fred. "T'd like to try it again. What's
the idea of it?”

Fred’s eyes were glittering, though he
attempted to present his usual calm appear-
ance. “Why, everyone of a—certain type
has what I might call a “third eye”—an
etherical, not a material organ. Did you
ever see a statue of an oriental god? Very
often you will find it represent=d. The
crystal, of course, isn’t exactly necessary to
its use; but it helps to focus the attention
of the subject upon the actual location of
this etherical eye, which lies just a bit out
from the center of the forehead. It also
is something like a resistor, similar to the
bit of tungsten wire in an electric light
bulb, which resists the flow of electricity,
slowing it down to the numerical vibration
of light; the glass acts as a resistor instead
of an insulator, because body electricity
seems to be capable of penetrating any-
thing. It merely slows down the body
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charge, and the “eye"—or its material
representation—becomes lit, vitalized; and
capable of this extraordinary vision.”

“You sound more like an electrician
than a mystic, Freddie,” said Henry, al-
though not unkindly. “But if Joe really
did see anything, why didn't Arthur
and I?”

"I told you—either you can do it al-
most immediately (though you get much
better at it as you go on), or you can't
do it at all. You say I sound like an elec-
trician—carry the analogy a little further,
and I might say that this force only oper-
ates on AC, which Joe and I happen to
be; while you and Arthur are DC.”

“And I suppose we blow out the fuse,”
suggested Arthur, rolling his eyes upward
despairingly. “Well, it’s quarter of five—
let’s all go out and snatch a drink before
we go home. I have a date at six o’clock,
and I want to get started on the right
basis.”” He unexpectedly did a few soft-
shoe steps, which Henry almost at once
followed, sliding easily into a simple
routine, and humming “Sweet Rosie
O'Grady.” Joe caught up a guitar and
‘thumbed appropriate chords. Fred threw
out his hands in a gesture of mock defeat,
and laughed, but his laugh was higher and
more breathless than usual. “Okay—Iet’s
go get a drink. This is the damnedest
place I ever worked in, anyway—how any
work gets done is beyond me.”

"Beyvond everyone,”’ smiled Henry. “But
it gets done, and it gets done very-damn-
well and at very-damn-good prices, too,
Freddie—boy.”

The four of them went out the door.
“I'll lock up,” said Joe, pulling a key from
his pocket. “See you over at the bar.”

“T'll wait for you,” and Fred hung back,
letting the other two go on ahead. In a
minute, Joe put the key back in his pocket.
As they swung into step down the street,
he said hesitantly, “Fred—that wasn't
imagination, was it?”

“No,” he answered quietly. “Did it
seem like it to you?”

“No—but, in a way, I wish—"

“What?”

"“Well, you may think I sound like a
sap, but—that figure; that man, or what-
ever it was—"" he paused, struggling for
words.

"What about him?”

“He—well, I never saw his face, but—
to tell you the truth, Fred, I didn’t want
to see it. I didn’t try. There was some-
thing about him that made me feel—not
exactly frightened, but uncomfortable.”
He looked anxiously at his companion,
afraid to find him laughing. But he was
not laughing; he looked very serious, and
it was some time before he spoke.

“You know, Joe,” he said, finally. “"You
really are in another world when you use
the crystal vision. And—not all of the
beings that inhabit the other world are
friendly. Some are, yes; I know one man
who has been practicing this for years
who even has made contact with what you
might call his guardian angel, and consults
him whenever he needs guidance. If I
told you who the man is, you might find
it hard to believe me. But sometimes you
run into inimical forces; and when vou do
that, it isn’t so good. They can do you
harm. You know, Joe—maybe it would
be better if you dropped this. I'm sorry
you didn't tell me, at the time you were
in contact with that being, that you felt
afraid of him. I might have been able
to divert you into another scene.”

Joe's mouth was open a little too far for
true beauty. "Oh, say, listen, Fred!” he
protested. “Don’t you think you're carry-
ing this 2 little too far? All I said was
that he made me feel that there was some-
thing queer about the whole experience,
if it comes to that.”

“There was,” said Fred, and his plump
face looked unhappy. “If I hadn’t been
so excited at your getting through on the
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first try, so quickly, I would have realized
that something was wrong. The narrow,
dark streets—the houses without windows
—the appearance of the streels, as if they
had been rained on—finally, the empty
field and the disappearance of your guide:
no, Joe, I honestly don’t like it. I don’t
think you had better try it again.”

They had reached the bar, and Henry
and Arthur hailed them from inside.

“"Come on, come on!” called Henry,
"Arthur has a date, and you two stand
on the sidewalk gabbing like a couple
of finishing-school girls, instead of im-
proving the shining, if sticky, hours with a
drink. For heaven’s sake, Fred-—you look
like the last run of shad. What's the
matter? The drinks are on me.”

Smiling, with somewhat of an effort,
Fred came in, followed by Joe, and pulled
over 2 tall bar stool.

“Since the drinks are on you, Henry,
I'll take a Scotch, instead of my usual
beer,” he grinned. “Make it two,” said
Joe. “Listen, Fred—"

“Not now—Ilater,” Fred said hurriedly.
"Look—do you want to have dinner with
me tonight? Or are you doing something
else?”

“No; dinner will be fine,” Joe re-
sponded.

Conversation became general, mostly
talking shop, until Arthur, some three-
quarters of an hour later and some three
rye-and-waters further along, decided that
he would just be able to make his date
by hurrying, and the four of them un-
coiled themselves from the bar-stools.
Henry offered to give Arthur a lift up-
town, and they drove off, leaving Fred
and Joe on the Lexington Avenue side-
walk.

“Where'll we eat?”

Fred considered for an instant. “Thete’s
a good place around the corner from my
apartment, on Forty-sixth Street. Want to
eat theres”
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Joe offering no objection, they found
their way (yawning a little) to the place
on Forty-sixth Street. Dinner took much
of the edge off the Scotch, but they were
both fecling exhilarated even when they
downed the last of their coffee, and Fred
was therefore more receptive to Joe's re-
iterated insistence on taking another shot
at the crystal vision than he might other-
wise have been. Finally he gave in, more
or less gracefully.

“Oh, all right,” he sighed. “Come on
up to my place. But if you run into that
same being again, ask him what he is, and
what he wants.”

They went up to Fred's one-room apart-
ment; and this time Joe, within two
minutes of the time he attempted to con-
centrate on the crystal, began to speak.

€T AM on a hillside, covered with small
blue flowers—I don’t know what
kind they are.”

“Is there anything in sight—houses,
people, animals?”

“No—yes, something is moving over
to my left.”

“Go over to it and see what it is. Ask
it what to do next.”

“It is a sheep, grazing.” There was a
short silence, then, “I am to go straight
ahead over the brow of the hill. Someone
is waiting for me on the other side.”

“Very well. Go ahead.”

“I am on the crest of the hill. There
is someone standing half-way down the
other side of the hill. Far down below
I can see what looks like a river—I don't
see any buildings; nothing but trees and
blue flowers.”

“Go down the hill, speak to the per-
son; ask him who he is.”

“I can’t see his face. His head is
turned from me. I have a very clear
feeling that he is waiting for me.” There
was a short pause, and then Joe’s voice—
much lower, with a note of fear in it. “His
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face—he has just turned his head, and his
face is a skull.”

“That isn’t anything—it just means that
he was once alive, and is not any longer.
Ask him what he wants.”

“I don’t understand him. He is trying
to tell me something—I don’t want to
hear, I don’t want to heat!”

With a violent movement, Joe threw
the crystal against the wall, twisted himself
upright, and swung his feet to the floor.
He was trembling a little, and his face
was white; a mist of perspiration showed
at the roots of his hair. Fred was on his
feet.

“What’s the matter? Don't let the
skull frighten you; it only means that you
have to deal with someone who was once
alive: after all, that’s better than an en-
tity which might be inimical.”

“I don’t feel that my pal with no face
is particularly friendly, if it comes to that,”
retorted Joe, drily. “In fact, I'd just as
soon I'd never started this.”

“What was he trying to tell you that you
didn’t want to hear? Did you get any of
it, or not?”

Joe hesitated. “He seemed to want me
to go with him, but I didn’t want to go.
Something about him made me feel—not
exactly frightened, but horribly depressed.”

“Now that you've gone this far, Joe, I
don’t think you should give it up,” Fred
said slowly. “I don’t believe he means
you any harm. Next time you might go
with him.”

“Next time?” said Joe, lifting his eye-
brows. “I'm not so sure there will be a
next time. Not if I'm going to keep run-
ning into bmm.”

Fred laughed. *You're not apt to, you
know,” he said. “In fact, it’s very un-
usual to run into him twice. If it /s the
same one.”

“It’s the same one, all right,” said Joe.
“I can fee] it, somehow.” He picked up
his hat.

“Well, T have to get up in the morn-
ing,” he said, “Sorry I lost my temper
like that, Fred. See you tomorrow.” Fred
flapped his hand in farewell as Joe went
out the door, and lazily got to his feet. He
went to the bookcase, and pulled out a
volume; riffled it, put it back, and chose
another. He glanced idly out of the win-
dow as he opened the second book; just
in time to see Joe turning the corner. Ex-
cept for Joe and one other figure, the street
was deserted. The other figure—Fred
suddenly leaned forward—was a thin man,
dressed in something dark, with a slouch
hat pulled down on his forehead. Fred
strained his eyes in an attempt to see the
second figure’s face, as he turned the cor-
ner by the street light; but he was only
able to catch a glimpse of white.

He stood for 2 moment, indecisive; then
shrugged his shoulders, turned out all the
lights except the one next to the day bed,
and went to bed, reading until he fell
asleep.

HENRY and Arthur looked up from
their drawing-boards as Fred came
in, tossing his hat in the general direction
of the clothes-tree that somewhat surreal-
istically adorned the corner of the studio.

“Only nine-thirty, and you grace the
studio with your presence!” marveled
Henry. . “If T could get all of you to do
it at the same time, I might have a really
efficient organization here. You get in,
and Joe doesn’t. Never the time and the
place and the loved one all together.”

Fred looked sharply at Henry. “Joe
isn't in yet? I thought you might have
sent him out on a job.”

“Nope—hasn’t turned up yet this morn-
ing. Could be a hangover but you were
presumably drinking with him, and yo#’re
here. He'll probably be in in a little
while. Meanwhile, you can take this down
the street to be photostatted, Fred. Tell
him—" and Henry launched into a tech-
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nical description of what he wanted. Fred
retrieved his hat, picked up the drawings,
and left.

When he returned, an hour later, his
first question was, “Joe come in yet?”

Henry was talking into the telephone,
but Arthur shook his head. “Not yet.”

“I'm going over to his house,” Fred
said, with sudden decision. “'It isn’t like
him not to telephone.”

“Be a lot simpler to telephone him,”
suggested Arthur. “"Heary's going to need
you here if Joe's sick. We have the Bil-
shire job to get out today, remember;
promised for this afternoon.”

“That’s right-—yes, sure I can telephone.
I don’t know why I fecl so upset because
Joc’s late to work one day, unless it's be-
cause 1 feel sort of responsible. He got
rather cxcited last night, and, in a way,
it's my fault.”

O, good lord—not the marblc again!”
groaned Arthur. At that moment, Henry
put down thc telephone. Fred started
forward. “Henry, let me have that a
minule—I want to call Joe's housc.”

“Go ahead—-tell him to get over here
as quick as possible, even if he has leprosy.
I told Stein he could have the Bilshire
campaign by four o'clock, and I need
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Joe here, not nursing a hangover in bed.”

He dialed the number, and listened to
the ringing of the bell at the other end,
unanswered. “There doesn’t seem to be
any—hello! Hello! Who is this? Oh,
Mirs. Josephson, I didn't recognize your
voice. Is Joe there?”

There was a brief silence. "He's—
what?”  Fred’s plump face took on a pasty
tinge. In a half-whisper, he said, "Dead?
Joe? Not— When did it happen?” In
the complete silence of the studio, Henry
and Arthur could hear Mrs. Josephson’s
voice, roughened and distorted by hours
of crying, almost as plainly as Fred him-
self, at the telephone.

“Last—Ilast night,” said the hoarse, tired
voice. "Just when he came home. I heard
his key in the Jock, and looked out of my
bedroom window. I thought I saw some-
one going down the path, but he had a
slouch hat pulled down over his face, and
I didn’t recognize him as anyone I had
ever seen with—with Joe.” Her voicce
broke. “Then-—I heard Joe fall, and I
ran downstairs—but there was nothing I
could do. We always knew it might—

might happen this way, but—"
Fred gently placed the ‘phone in its
cradle,




