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THE ACOLYTE 1is dedloated to the memory of the

late H P. Loveoraft by two of his sincere

acsolytes. ¥TL DWR,‘
WELL, here it 1is; another ®Vol I, No. 1*. The editors have both
gotten rather diagusted with some of the other fan magazines; oh,
they were all right, you know, but somehow we thought we could do
a pretty good job along that line ourselves. Rimel had both the
experience and the enthusiasm; Laney had the enthusiasm plus an
obliging employer. So after months of palaver and weeks of letter
writing, we dug into it. We think our contents as a whole will
stack up favorably with other fan publications; the mechanice of
reproduction, however, are something we learned by brute strength
and perseverenoce If you see a poorly reproduced page, sympathize
with the blasting profanity and hopeless despsair of a palr of green-
horns; if you see a good-looking page, rejoice with us over the
partial conquering of the perversity of inanimate material

AS TO FUTURE ISSUES, that is a matter wholly in the lap of the gods.
"Ditto" is not ocapable of more than about 130 coples, and in any
caseé we can only use this equipment this once Mimeograph 1s prettiy
sloppy, yet & good outfit coats plenty - Multigraph is tops, and of
course a printing press is the ne plus ultra. In any event, we hope,
after the war, to cash aome of our war bonds and buy an outfit. If
and when, we hope you will all be with us as ocash subsoribers, for
we have some material in prospect, and some ideas groping around
just aching to be materialized, that taken together should delight
all true fantasy fans

WRITE US, friends, fans, and even enmemies. We would like to hear

what you think of THE ACOLYTE, if you would like to have it continued,
and any other remarks you may feel 1like making. Thias lasue is on

us, as a negessary prereduisite to getting the reproductive facilities,
but we would appreciate a letter from each of you. And if any of

you happen to have fan sheets of your own, any exchange would be no
end welcome. Who knowa; we might even subsoribe to it:- And if any

of you Canucks have stray copies of EERIE TALES or the Canadian

issue of WEIRD TALES, we would appreciate them immenaely.

WE WISH TO THANK all our contributors, the various fans who helped
us oirculate this lesue, and particularly to acknowledge our appre~
oiation %o Potlateh Porests Ing., Lewiston, Idaho for the use of
thaeir reprodugtive equipment.
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Dreams of Yith. (ocont.)

Vi

Amid dim hills that poison moss0e blast,

Far from thi lands and seas 0f our clean eartih,
Dreud nightmare shadows danoe---obsoenely oast

By twisted talons of archasn birth
On rows of slimy pillars stretohing past :

A daemon~fane that echoes with mad mirth.
And in that realm sane 6yes mAy nNOver 800--—
For blaok light streams from akies of ebony.

Vi1 :
On those queer mountains which hold back the horde
That lie in waiting in their mouldy graves,
"ho groan and mumble to a hiddsn lorxd !
t411 waiting for the time-worn key thatl saves;
There dvells a watcher which can 4111 afford
To let invaders by those hoary oaves.
But soné day then may dreamers find the way
That leads down elfin-painted paths of gray.

VIII

And psed those unolean apires that ever lean

Above the windinge of unpeopled stxeets;
And far beyond the walle and sllver soreen

That veils the aseoreta of those dim reszeats,
- A soarxlet puthwu{ leads that some have seen

In wildeet visions that no mortal grests.

And down that dimming path in fearful flight
Queer beings squirm and hasten in the night.

1 § 4

High in the sbon skies on eaoaly winge

Dread bHutlike beusts soar past those towmerse gray
To peer in greedy longing at the things |

Which sprawl in every twisted paussageway.
And when their gruesome flight a shadow brings

The dwellers lift dim eyes above the olay.
But lidded bulbs close heavily onoe morxe; |
They wait-=-~f0r 8otho to unlatoh the door !

X
Now, though the veil of troubled visions deep
. Is draped to blind me to0 the seoret ways

Leading shrough blacknoss %o the realm of slesp

Thut haunts me all my jumbled nights and duys,
I feesl the dim path that will let me keap

That rendeasvous in Yith where Sotho plays.
AS last I see a glowing turret shine,
And I am coming, for the key is mine !

e J ==




EXCERPTS FROM THE LETTERS OF H. P, LOVECRAFT.
SHSEESERECEIS 00020 CE00ERERERENNSRRSEURERRS

(Editors’ note) The following paragraphs are taken from

_previously unpublished letters written to Duane W, Rimel by the late

H. P, Loveoraft, dean of supernatural writers, who was also a unique
correspondent, - Writing regularly %o a cirole of correspondents oom~
prising over two hundred writers, weird fans, artists, and anti-
qQuarians; Mr. Loveoraft's letters frequently ran to 13000 words, and
oovered praotically every subjeot known to mankind. We have piocked
out a few items whioh we hope will prove of general interest to
fantasy fane.
* % & & 2 @

November 19, 1934.

+.+Regarding the question of a preliminary synopsis——-I
have found that in most cases a very oclear idea of what is going to
happen pays extremely well; sinoce after all, every part of a story
ought to be in harmony with every other part. The mecret of perfect
effectiveness 1s an atmosphere 8o .thoroughly ocoordinated that every
sentence has some subtle bearing on the whole plan and outcome. It
always helps touiot down the main points of a future story, although
of course it would be just as good theoretiocally -Af every point were
olear in one's head, even without being written. In practice, woe
are always apt to overlook some little point if it ien't written down.
Common sense is the beat guide as to what to do in each individual
instance. Sometimes one has planned out a plot so thoroughly in
one ‘s head---changing and re-changing as days and weeks go by---that
the atory virtually exists in complete form before a word is actually
written. In suoh a oase, a formal synopsia can sometimes be dispensed

~~with==~but thesé oases are relatively rare, and not to be expected

among beginners. And even then it is well to have a set of notes on
the details, in order to avoid vagueness and contradictions. I have
found that one extremely valuable thing is a perfect igng:ggh%gg;g
aseigning a definite date for every event and a definite age for
every ocharaoter. Indeed, it is sometimes useful to have a brief
bilography-=-and even a partial geneology---0f every character drawn
up in order to make all casual allusions oonsistent. Beginners

usually bungle frightfully in handl ing the element.., The general
principle is that one ought to know g%l gggng he imaginary events
he has chosen to describe, befores he begins desoribing them. In

weird storiles involving bizarre monsters and forms of architeoture
and esoenery, it is best to make an explicit (even though crude) sketoh
of the strange shapea, with a list of all their dimensions, aspeots,
and properties. Thus, as I told you once, I had Cthulhu all down

on paper before I tried to write about him--—and likewise the ourious
entities of "At the Mountains of Madness®. That's really the only

way to be gure of avoiding vagueness and self-contradiotion...

& & & & ¢ 3
March 10, 1935, )
+..As for the Fabstruse® comment, that evidently stems from

his (Farnsworth Wrirht‘s) inourable dislike of any subtlety in a story.
He wante everything apoiled by a dlagram—--whioch of course prevents
the beet stories from landing at all, It was only by a haire-breadih
that my "Randolph Carter® squeezed in a deocade ago, Wright thought

my failure %o explain what uttered those words at the last was well-
nigh inexousable ! However, I guess he sometimes uses that pet word
abstruse just on general prinqiplga.. Another old standby of his 1s
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LOVECRAFT EXCERPTS, (Cont.)

sttt e it essess R PRCH

Yunoonvinocing®---and in the ocase of my mss., “too long". No, I cer-
tainly wouldn't give in to his demand for a flat, explained ending.
I'd rather not place a story than twist it to his mould...

s & & ® & & & B
April 16, 1935,

... 1 oan generally recall an idea pretty well, once the
essontial outlines are down on paper. I also save press outtings
bearing on weird topios---roeports of monsters, lost raoces, excavated
ocities of antiquity, sunken islands,etc.---for possible future use
in fiotion. As for "abstrusenese® in stories--all the pulp magazines
seem to demand detailed and prosaic explanations for every unusual
elemoént. It ruins the story from a truly artistic standpoint, but
editors don't care about that. They aim to please the very lowest
irade of readers, probably because these oonstitute a large numer-

cal majority. When you glance at the advertisements in these cheap
magazines (and they wouldn’t oontinue to be inserted if they weren't
answered) you oan see what a hopelesaly vulgar and stupid rabble
comprise the bulk of the olientele, These yaps and nitwite probably
can‘t grasp anything even remotely approaching subtlety. Sygges
-=the most artistic way to present any marvellous eventi--means
solutely nothing to them. One has to draw a full diagram and drive
the idea into their heads with a hammer before they "get" it., In-
deod~-many persons of far greater literaoy are surprisingly elow in
grasping the fine points of a story. I know a really brilliant achap
who didn’t grasp the meaning (a very subtly ooncealed meaning) of

B Maohen's "White People® until I ourefully and detailedly explained

it to him. But it doesnt pay to ocater too extensively to this taste
for diagrams and hammers. Many a writer has been ruined by so doing.
I ocan #ee where the reiteration of this demand has injured my own
work=—~in my more regent stories I undoubtedly explain too much. I
don‘t m%gnbto. for I despise the cheap ideal demanding it--but the
conatant objeotion to obscure endings has doubtless orept somehow
into my subconsoiousneses...

® & & & & ¢ & O
November 13, 1935.

.osWell==luck 1e a queer thing‘’ I was, as may well be
imagined, highly elated over the acceptance of the *Mountains®
(which I had let Schwartz, at his own insistance, handle as agent,
though I thought it a forlorn hope) --when lo : look at the *gggng
pleasing jolt I have received®! Astounding has also taken *

Shadow Out of Time®--whioh WandreI, unknown to me, had submitted to
ITY! The oareer of the "Shadow® has certainly been one of surprises
- first Bobby Barlow flabbergasted me with the typed copy - and now
Wandrel has put one over on CGrandpa by marketing the selfsame ocopy :
;. «Naturally I realize that this dusl acceptance is simply a coin-
cidenoce-bred luck shot, and that I can’t depend on "Astounding® to
take things right along. However, the oocurence is distinctly en-
gouraging, and mpay start me on a new period of intensive writing.
Indeed, it has done @0 already--since last week I wrote a 36 page
bit of horror whose typing I have just finished. (The Haunter of

the Dark) Prompted by one of the letters in the Eyrie, I've dedi-
cated this to young Blooh in exchange for his dedication of the
*Shamblexr®, He left me as & splotoh of ensanguined Jjelly -- and

now I've left him as a glassy-eyed corpee whose expresaion of cosmio,
unutterahle fear turns the speotators sick! I doubt if this tale




NORTON AND I
By
Duane ¥V, Rimel

I am not writing this story. Norton, the janitor and
my liberator, is doing it. The same calloused hands---which
ended the livee of two famous men who onever dreamed their monster
would strike back---are performing a task that my own will
never do again, . .

You wonder what I am? No, I am not a ghost or shadow
from the borderland; I ouly to God I were. . . . I am a hideous
reslity=--~a human brain and eyes, sealed in a tomb of steel and
glass, fed at intervals with chemicale and heated by batteries in
the satchel that houses me,

It looks like an ordinary sult-case, save for the glass
panel in one end---the end that faces Norton---and my eyes are
poised behind that glass, which is colored so that I can see out,
but no ome can look in., Doctor Vincent was quite clever with his
masterpiece of horror,

WA Jgor 14 Bertsu-——buowssie haod trembles as he writes!

Dananth tho® . _ii..eawse =iz 227.0.071ng mind awults my departure,
for I have him controlled by hypnosis. Luckily I knew the art
before my disaster; afterward my mental powers seemed to grow

tremendously and I developed them to a remarkable degree.

¥y name was Christopher Baker, but that does not matter
any more. To everyone except Vimcent, Kirkland and Norton, I am
no more; county records say thut I have been dead three months,
following an unsuccessful operation onm the brainm by a certialn
famous surgeon. I can understand, now, how a phactom feels; how
a wraith from the grave looks upos the world of cold reality so
far beyond his finger-tips, a world that he can see and cbserve,
but cannot touch. . . .

A ysar ago I was studying surgery in this very place
under the supervision of Everett Viancent, eminent brain lpeciaiiat
and surgeon of the Kirklasd Clicic, Epswood Drive, Washiogton.
Oliver Kirkland, wealthy philanthropist, had taken me under his
wing after I left medical school in the Fast, saylng he had MWrawn
my father in the sarly days and wanted me to have the best. The
mere thought of working near the great Dr, Vincent mude me glady
#ith delight.

The fact that ¥incent had heen ridiculed by the press

and certain meubers of his own profession for his fantastio
theories and praotices reparding brain surgery only made me

Ry 3“
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all the more eager and exclted. He vwaa farous, good nows=-copy
wny éay. He was, too, a bit unbalanced-~-the way tulented usen
sometimes are., He wasn't o0ld~--thirty~{ive, perhapsa, with gruvinp
halr, steel-cold eyes and darkly handsome fsatures, Tall and
erect, well-liked by rewspaper photographere, he wuas often tounded
by love-lorn women claiming severe mental dissrders,

I went to work «t the Kirklund Clinic Ayril 2, 1340,
and for mooths, almoest a year, everythiosg went in my favor, Iy
warres were good, almost phepomensl for an interne, and I wus r
mitted to watch and asalet Fverestt Viocent in his precise,
difficult work that faw men in the world oould have duplicuted;
watched him save the lives of those afflicted wiith hopeless braln
tumore, skull fracturee, and incurable braln dissuses whieh no
other specialist would tackle, I believe hekrew more about the
brain and complementary gaunglia than any of his contemmorar fet---
but he was not a diligent worker, He was temperamentsl, high-
strung, and the most cold-hlooded cresture I ever sesw. He scexned
to enjoy hacking people apart, te find out what made them tick;
seemed to take a fiendish delipght in hie work oo the organ which
controls the minuts functions of the beody.

If ever a human being lacked a wsoul, Dr, Bverert Vipcent
was that one; and eves his private 1ife was as devoid of warm
emotione as his professional existenca, The beautiful lendies
who pestered him received only cold stares and worde of abuse, 80
hia bachelorhood was never the slightest threatened,

Zirklaod, zroaa gud cl=ver, chirged snortioun fzn and af

7

ter two years, Dr. Vincent began. to &lacken, spendini more and -

more time or private experiments which were always shrouded with
the graatest secrecy.. It vwae near this pericd in hie career=---
this turning point---that I had been asked to Join the stall,

The high death rate among Vincent's patients made hla re utation
sinister indeed, yet the public clamored for him as much aer evar.

. One day in October, when I was passing Kirkland's oflice,
the door wus ajar, and I heard Vincent talking,

“The blzsted foole, all cof them! They walt till the
retients are half dead before they bring them here, Theaz I catch
hell on all sides because so many dlsi¥

*You've been working too hard, Viocent,® Kirklund's
thick volice interruvrted., “Takxe it essy for a while~--welve mude
our pile! YNow you car go to vork on that experiment youlve bean
planning., I thiok thie patient is haulthy enoughli®

Both laughed, and the conversation turned to otiher
channels. Their dark insinuations aroused within mes a strange
fear. TFHenlthy petiente in the Kirkland Clinic were upheard of,
and I didnt't like the cold, heartless tone of Viacerit's laugh,

80 seldom hawrd but which alwaye reminded me of & madvan's cackle.

I aneaked mway from the partly-opened deoor aud Yie
tc the rear of the clinic, where I changed clothes Tor & 1 Pl
date with Elpa Rogers, that upsaey fear stil) grerlog &l 2y
thcughts, blurring my Zrexmes of harjinesa with the girl by




e

proaleed £0 be my #i¥a the foiloring June.

Aboput a waek later Oliver Kirklurd ealled me {sto his
citaga, Tho elicio Bad taken no peiimnte all week; Lthe nurses
sere gone, the wards enyty. 1 wue the only help arcusd save 0ld
Forton, the Jrolitor; whom 1 often amused by hyprnasis, xeking him
d4¢ o0dd; wnmazlns thlngs At ny comnand.

He trunted e {nmplisitly, snd always, «fter such sesnse,
LI 240 bim Xne what hs had done by empleying posthyrootic ‘
aiirrestion, Howaver, we uvever let our superiors find 4t gut,
vt vua 3 ’it#’e came that Forton and I shared Getween curaalves
Fland was szainsd any "tosclaptifis® pursultm, apnd Viwgent kuew
141%%e about the subject. Tioe waa Eeevy an our hands! helf the
duye deitber Xirkland or Viccent weres in the place,

There had beex & suttle atuosphere of tessloe ahout the
elivic for werks; and uone of the help kusw the sxact csuse,
wltheush we hal meen the two strangely exsited owve o ther 1ihe when
% Wizl priest of Tiget Tud visited the clicis for treatoent, I
naver nssisted in the operstiown, and aften vondered who had,

Pr Tmbly sone npoolal fateroa who was mor2 experisuced thao I,

At 20y rate I never dievcovérsd whiat ailed him or what they &3d,..-
Nortor and T had grown ueed to thelr ascret, furtive wuys, 80 my
suspicions were not unduly aroused by Kirkland'e poliched words,

He crouchad behind the ornate desk llke a toaud, the 1lues
arogad hia et Tovslas dagponing dnte a smile.

1 - mrwﬂsghpul-—gu?nu'vawii._,n-‘-tie GE--mboul. scv su Mbukoa- powEL0"

PRt e riont, ¥irklapd,;" I aaid. "X neyrm my work hus
YeEen wetin aplory.*

I wrpoctad the [0lt Gny morent-~-the hlow I feared; but
it 4i4p't come.

"guite, quite,” he prinned, taklag en exysosive sliur
From hia wilvaremotnted osse and ituffinp it batreon thick Wi;L.

He cheved 1t refled%ively & moment, hies Deady eyee durtin: over
o' fror haad tu Toct:

“Our work iez entering 2 vew rhuae, Chrie. ¥e arsn't
~pdpr T tales leoy more outnide ocsmsg; wa'lre gdlng to Qo £hg---
well, wdvnvged experimental work. I'm ricﬁ anaishss=l Fant Vinceot
to go ahesd with his plang----*

“You?% I wald, aware ol s chunge in hls attditode toward
me. In oo rreviocous cepvergatlch had he sver linked my nume
fotinately with Vinceont'e or his own, dow I sepzmed to bs ingluded
io the "we," &nd my nopes weut soaring.

“Wa are golng %o ralse your eslary, “hris, TYour work
w11l be, oia'l T meay, oore oreclieq; But vaulll have snor ey Nalars
wrd mo < rira roln, 0 faEs L8 sae) Yo tther @
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His face reddened., "Well, that's a seoret, just yet,
Chris; but you'll be in on it--~I hope. You see, we need someone
we can trust---someone with a thorough medical knowledge, who will
submit to a new type of brain anasthetic Vincent has devised. He
wants you to take a small dose and give him your reactions,"

“Certainly,” I said, knowing that my whole future with
Elsa depended onm it, I felt that I ocould trust the famous doctor.

“Good!"™ Kirkland boomed, heaving his fat body out of
the chair. “"Vincent wants to start tomorrow, about nine. Later,
after it's well under way, we'll let you know all about the new
exreriment, Very extra-special, and all that."

The following morning, Bovember 6, 1940, I walked
straight from the dressing rooms into Dr. Vincent's surgery. . . .

VHEF I swoke---if that horror could be called
awvakeniog-~--the blazing agony was so ictense I nearly slipped
back into unconsciousness., It seemed that ages had whirled past
me down the vortex of dark eons, I felt ancient and estranged,
ae if I were but a phantom hovering near infinity. Physical self
awareness of animal feeling and sensation were gone. I was afloa%
io a void of pain and vameless fear.

Two months I existed in that hell of lonliness; seeing,
thinking-~=-thinking and seeing . . . going insane by slow degrees.
However, a plan had been forming in my agonized thoughtg---a '
desperate, daring plan; my only hope for vengeance.

’ : Sy e —— T R

I was kept in a curtilned alcove in Vincent's main
laboratory, and was permitted to look out only at certain times.
A oalendar on the opposite wall told me how the days were slipping
away, while I thought madly of sweet Elsa and wondered what had
happened to her, The agony iucreased when I realized thut I was
already dead, legally and physically---my body rotting in its
grave as surely as I was rotting in that strange, unique hell,
the victim of a mad surgeonts twisted mind. The fiend even .
tortured me by revealing my own obituary notice iu the newspapers.

-y’ ldrn—— ..

And I swore I would have revenge if I had to live in
that bath of chemicals a lifetime, That was their scheme---keep~-
ing me alive. as long as possidble, perhaps for decades, Vincent
was preparing a paper about me for submission to medical journale,
I, an unidentified brain and eyes, would be the living monument
to his evil genius, '

How I hated those beasts as they watched and gloated
over me: Sometimes they looked frightened when they came in
direct line with my staring eyes. . . .

I was walting~--waiting my chance. Ard one da{ iv
January it came, so suddenly and unexpectedly I was nearly taken
unawares. About closing time that day I had seen Vincent answer
the 'phone and leave in a hurry, forgetting to pull the curtain
over my alcove,

A few moments later MNorton walked through the door!

-9-&
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He headed toward me, his kiuvdly old face locking downcast. Then
hetgisgc:d at me, and I doubt if he even guessed what he saw---
un ater, '

My eyes probed his. All my hypnotic powers were focused
in that stare; all the erergy I could muster, every wild hope for
partial escape from that yoke of horror.

Norton's gray, dull eyes brightened, and bulged with
terror, his seamed old face paled &nd I thought he was golng to
faint. I surmised that Vincest had sent him to pull the curtain
i froot of me---and in so doing, made the worst mistake of
his career.

Ead Norton falnted, this story never would have besn
written. I'a be rotting in this strange dungeou for God kaows
how many more Years, qrexming and dreaning and golng mad. . . .

8ilently I commanded Norton to walk toward ne, and he
_d14' I koew the mastery of my mind over hig--=-Nortcn had always
been a perfect medium. When I saw recognition flame io his eyes,
I knew I had won. He was willing! Without his couseut 1 could
have accomplished nothing.

He is still my slave, but not for long. ¥hen this
manuscript is finished I shall release him, and he will be arrested
and charged with the crimes I have committed. The police---1if
they resd thig---will never believe that I 44d it, becuuse I am
alresdy-deadi ~~Peer old Norion wasn't teowBlame; he 15 tou Kioc-
hearted tc do anything dishonest™®r hideous, and I feel msorry for
him. But there wse no other way. Later, wheno he remembers
everything he has done, he will kpnow who mude him do it, wnd 1
harne T shall be forgiven.

Ynen I thourht I had Borton under my comrtrol, I
surrested, mentally, that he lock the laboratory door und feed me
the ‘necessery chemicals, These tasks he performed well., I told
Norton to place me carefully ig the heated satchel deslgned for
me by Vincent and Kirkland; then we were ready to leave the cliolc
and venture onto the streets, I kuew I had to visit Elsa Rogsre
juat once more. . . ¢

Op the dark, snowy avenue I gazed curiously about.
How strange and lovely were the last rays of the setting suno,
riercing the ocold, blue heavens! How strange ordinary sights
appeared---peopl: walking about, breasting the 00ld west wind that
whirped clouds of light frost around us, Across Epswood Brive I
saw Cassando‘s lunch counter, neon lights ablase, where Elsa and
I had eaten dioner so often, discussing our weddlug plune., . . .

All scemed familiar and real, but soundlsas and far
away, like a silent movie; for I could not feel the shuirp vwinter
rale, or the snow crun¢hlng underfoot., I had to {merine all
trase mundane sensaticns which sight alona denied me,

I Airected Norton to the nearby tax!i stand, where at
my sommand, he blurted an addrees. I had to keep him ocup ol &.

- 10




as much as possible, If Kirkland or Vincent saw the sutfchel,
or haprened to return to the clinic und find me gone, they would
knew, and my plauns would be ruired,

During the long drive I was in a fever of anticipationm.
Only those in love can know the ecstasy of that moment, ws I
Areamed of Elsa with her honey-colored halr, soft dimpled cheeks
and bricht smile, remembering the touch of her handé on my brow,
the caress of her lips in sweet surrender.

Sitting beside Nortou, I felt my powers increase ae the
chemical food stimul ated my thoughtis, hurled my imagination across
the awful barrier that separated my lover and I, seexed to bridge
the horrible gulf of time and plasce and belng.

In front of Rogers' gate Norton climbed out and pudd the
hackie, who rave us a stare of bewilderment. The yellow lighv
elanting on his face from above reveauled his moving 1ips, which
gaid:

"You scientific guys are sure screwy---="

The car door oclosed and we stoed on the suowy pavement.
Durivg my long imprisonment, while I studled my enemies, I had
become an accomplished lip-reader, a knowledge thut stood me well
half ag hour later,

Darkness had fallen swiftly, shrouding the vacant look
on Norton's face and the odd, black satchel, Lighte from the
parlor window filtered through the frosty twilight, Showering
sparks of icy fire on the tall, snow-laden fir trees 1o freat 01
the Rogers house. Elas would be home poW===1t waue after six..

I didn't know exasctly how to handle the situation. tlae
had seen Norton only a few tivnes, and I couldn’t poesibly let her
¥oow that I was alive in such a hideous condition. That obstacle
merely enflumed my deslire,

Norton moved softly across the porch, and I made him
veer from the front door to the lighted window, ralse the satchel
g0 I could peer into the parlor, The rectangle of light blionded
me for a moment, and I was on the point of telling Nortom to
leave, when I saw the outline of the 0ld sofa with its back to
the window---the sofa where Elsa and I had talked and laughed into
the sg~all hours. Then I saw two figures on the lounge; and I a
rhysical cry had been feasible, I thionk I would huve ecreamed 1in
mad delerium. What I saw blasted my peuce of mind forever, addinug
bitter irony to utter, hopeless defeat,

Flsa was on the sofp---with another young Mman I had
never seen, her head nestled on his shoulder, the dim lights
rainting her hair a wedb of spun gold. . . . How long I stood
there I shall never know, but when I saw their lips meet in &
lonm, passionate kiss, the exquislte agony was too much, I wished
then that my eyes had been destroyed along with my body. . . .

Norton retreated, his footsteps muffled by the drifted
svow, T thanked God for the darkness as the horror of that
moment engulfed me, made me sick w~ith loathing and fury. Truly,
I +as already dead; beautiful Elsa had another lover.




Worton carried me down the icy sidewalk to the nearest
cab stand, three blocks away, on Fourth and Chéetaut, 8now begun
driftine downward and my host involuntarily pulled his coat gollar
tishter atout his throet. I tried to keep from thinking as the okb
wheeled us through the frosty, brilliant streets to Everett Vincent:
touse on Lexington Aveuus. I tried to keep from remembering Elsa's
eweet, carmine lips upturnsd for the straunger‘s kisses, . . .
Polgnant memories haunted me like hellish imps, pushiog me onward
with murder in my heurt,

The driver stopped and Norton olimbed out, paid the man
generously, I rememberesd suddenly that I would never be able to
reimburse o0ld Rorton, no matter how long I lived,

He carried me up the sidewalk, snow and darkuess blur-
ring the sbrupt lines of Dr, Vincent's palatial home. Norton
walked mcross the porch and touched the door bell, Preeently
lights sprang up 4in the hall, then overhead. A middle~-aged butler
with graying hair opened the door, & look of suryrieed inquery on
nis bland face. I had Horton's lines ready.

*Is Doctor Vincent 1n?" he said stiffly,
"Why, yes, You're Nortom, aren't you? Come in."

He glanced at the satchel, but made no remark. Hie
presence in the house would complicate matters, make my escuape
AL1ffioult; but I knew I had to take that risk,

Ve entered the long, familiar hallway and were led to
s door I had seen many times hefore, Korton was announced and we
swept into the Toctor's study.

*Hello, Norton," he sald, rieing, “Aaything wromg? You
look like you'd seen a ghoste-=--"

Vincent's eyes were lustreless, shoulders sagging in
the expensive gray suit, On his desk were piles of notes
11luminated by an antique lamp. When he saw the satchel his eyes
bulred with terror; thenm marrowed, blasing with fury.

"You dolt, what are you doing with that? Put it downi"®

¥orton 4idn*t answer. I gave him instructioms, and he
drew the revolver---the 0l1d '38 belonging to Vinocent himself.
™he doctor's face paled, turmed a ghastly yellow, He took three
jerky steps backward, crafty eyes darting from me to Forton and
back again, twisting crazily like the frightened eyes of a trapped
animal., I told Rorton what to say.

*You fiend, you murdered me---now I'm going to kill
you! The only thing I hate is thut I can't torture you the way
you tortured mel--~that I can't do it with my kare hands, and
wateh your face turn prple, feel the 1ife go out of your carcass
fneh by inch. The worst thing of all is that Norton has to do
it for mel"




*My God--=no!" Vincent screumed. He trembled, nearly
fall backward over his swivel chair. Kever had I seen a face 80
convulsed with terror. And how I loved itl!---pgloated over it}

"You won't experiment ov any more human heings!® Norton
cried., Then he squeezed the trigger, Vincent's mouth gaped, but
the scream never came, He feoll, writhed a momsnt and lay still.

Swiftly we left the house. I knes we had to hurry, for
the butler had surely heard the shot, The alurm would gu out--=--

We caught & taxi at the corner and hewded for the clinic.
I knew Kirkland often went there eveuiogs to annoy me, letting
me read newspapers and mazazives which he propped on & stand io
front of me.

The cab jolted to a halt. FKotrom paid the fare, walked
rapidly across the pavement and into the buildivg, The unlocked
door indicated the fat man's presence, Bo I told bNorton to go at
once to the main office, where light shone behind the frosted

glass, Without knocking, Borton opened the docr, The grose
rbilanthrorist sat behind his desk, and as we entered, he snapred
shut the book he was reading and gzlared at the janitor., He stood
up ronderously, lips parted, face turning crimson,

*Rorton, what the hell do you mean bursting into my
cffice this time of night?® He hadn't seen the satchel.

I felt like smiling as he sat down, his havd dartiog

towvard the telerhOne. He hadn't 4ialed, 80 I knew someone ned .

called him, "The police, maybe,® I thourht happily. "Tris ie
going to be good!*™

Hie lipes didu’t move and the message ssc.ped me, but I
had an idea that a badly frightened butler was on the other end
of the wire. Suddenly the receiver quivered in Kirkland's Tingers.
The color left his face and a muscle at the corner of his mcuth
twitched. The black instrument clattered on the desk z8 his eyes
fastened on the stachel---on me, For an instant he sBeemed unable
to comprehend what had happened; then hig fuce writhed into a
mask of korror., I told Norton to raise the revolver, Kirkland
sat there as if paralysed, bulging eyes sturing at the muzzle of
the gun,

*You know what's happened, Kirkland,® Norton saild.
"You're poing to get the same thing Vincent got-~-~a slug in the
brain., You know I'm not Norton=---I'm that other thing you locked
in this case of steel! But Rorton 1s golng to kill you, at
at my eormand!®

“Ho! FRo! Chris----"

Norton fired. The bullet left & neat blue hole iu his
forehead. The fat body collapsed onto the floor, apilled out of
the chair like hidecus jelly.

I ¢0ld Korton to return to the laboratory---the place
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THE JUDGE'S ELK TOOTH

A LRS00 CRPRRERR O RN

by ¥Francia T. Laney

fliay not a nalipgnant doom hold the aoul tomb=bound,
with nauzht dut the feeding of the wormse to bhreak the
griely silence? TYet what spirit would meekly brook
auoh imprisonment? Might not the mind, though indsed
held to the nortal tenement by nameleas bonda, rise
natheless {rom the orypt and drive the rotting body
onoe more through the very motions of 1life? 1In Azathoth
axe all things reesolved.,..Azathoth is the end,,.Asathoth
is the beginning...1f ye @sek, what may ye not finale
hroniocle of Nath, Rhe-Mehl sditian.
The poliing plage was in an em;ty store building sund-
wiched between a beer parilbr and a pool hall., Cracked and peeling,
the laeprous wallas looked N upon & black and splintery floor,
whiie a stale reek reminidesnt of a small-town railroad etation lay
heavy over all, Flimsy odnvas vooths glaring in their newneass,
long folding tables, and a few rickety oanp chairs eat lonely in
the oentex of the deep room,

"You will sit here, dearie,¥ aaid tho fat wowman, as dyra
6n% red, S¥hen they come in, Mre., Burna asks them their names and
you oheok them off of the list of voters and oall their names 4o
me, Thut wsy we zo% a double gheok,?

Kyrn was a pale, under-nourished looking girl, whose fine

~Aisaner's eyws made the neat shabbdinsee uf hsr-elothes pase unnotio-

ed, Her futher, now dewsd, had been s briliiant lawyer, bLut dead
brilliange doas not always olothe and focd unworldly young ladies:
partigularly when they urs prone %o play Baoh instend of bridge,

&nd buy the Loveoraft omnibus with their lunoh money, A more prao-
ticnl turn of mind 4o needed for material sugcess. Then too, oury-
ing is expeneive, and the dead lawyer®s watate had barely paid for
his coffin, A friend of her father's had taken pity on hexr and
gotten her a Jjob as sleoction olerk in the third ward; so Lyra Hoffet,
alrendy gasping in the stale air, sat leafing the 1ist of voters,

Soon they began to ocoms, fawter and faeter; fat and thin,
tall and short, olean and dirty, sleaay sports coats and honest
denim, faded ginghan and frilly voile, olcan breaths, bad breaths,
besr bre.ths---the sovereign people exeroising their franohise, A
conatant gabble Tose and fell with & nunbing arhythanio beat, and
%ith saoch new arrival the air beoawe more siagnant and cvergowsering,
Straining to catoh the voteras' nameas, Myra's eurs throbbed after but
o fow minutes; in the dazzle of the unshaded light, her eyes could
socuroely focus on the thumbed jages.

As tiie morning wore on, ahe beocane fuint and dizsy. Half-
forgotten names and faces flitted through her numbed mind, and she
begun to wonder 1f she could keep from confusing these -ental images
#ita the aotual voters. Onoe she left her place for a big, but af-
ter 2 few minutes of the nmonoitonous routine she was in worse oondite
lon thun before her rest. XNo longer fully gonsolious of the individ-

usls before her, she wss cheoking them off automatioally as they






podnt outslde of herself, frow whioh she Oould soar to & dlzgy haight
frow: which the milling of the orowd looked like the purposeless asti-~
vity of a swarm of ants, and then ewoop down cloase enough to seo her
own pale fuce raised Inquiringly at soxe new voter, Perhapsa she would
falnt, she thought in & moment of comparative lucidity. She hoped
that she oould at lsast finish the job and occllect her pay; God knows
ahe noeeded 1t,

As @ vaguely famillarxr figure gaught her attention, hexr senses
sudkisenly returned to her. The young law student was indeed mistaken,
for hsres oans Jwige Poindexter striding through the orowd; the old man,
Wilson, hobbling at hls aide,

*Myra, wy dear girl, I've not aeen you for monthe. But where
ars those roay cheeka I once knew?! Are you sure ycu're not ili)?e

"Oh jwigs, I'm so glad to see youl I thought---well, I must
be too tired.*

*¥ell] you should be through heres gpretty soon, and then I'l]
tuke you for a ride in the oountry. A little rest and aoms fresh air,
and'you'll not oven know there is a third ward. TYou'll come, won't
youts

*I'd love to," aeald Nyrs, amiling happily at Judge Poine
dexter, Her swyea drank in every detalil from the jolly wrinklsa around
hie seyes to the well-remexbered elk tooth on his vest, *Just looking ‘
at you makea me feel 1ike a carefree little girl again.® '

e SRRl You, 8Z6 ay lictle . gixl, you-knom, By the way, I've
£ixed up Mr, Wilson here with the necégsary papefs so he o.n vots, '
I think you'll find everything «ll right now, Mxr., ®ilson; be sure to i
look me up any time I can do eomething for you. 1I'1l have to rum along |
now, Myra, but I'll meet you out in front when the polls clooe.®

As the judge turned and walked away, Kyra noticed something
white drop to the floor.

*0h Judge Poindexter, you've dropped your elk‘'s tooth " she
orisd, and Jjumping wp, she ran around the table and atooped to the
floorx.

Her pleroing soream brought the whole crowd around her, but
when they asked what was wrong, ahe could only howl and gibber, ase
she yointed to the fat white maygot whioh wriggled in her hand.
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LANEY BLASTS THE FARN FIELD,
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An Editorial by Franeis T. Laney

Why is it that so few fan magazines are worth reading at
all, let alone keeping permanently? A man may be a non-professional
writzr and still turn out worthwhile work, but why should moast ama~-
teur fantasy and soience-fiction magazines be so largely devoted to
ineipid banalities and asinine, if scorching, perasonal attacks on
someone? Laocking experience in the publishing end of the fan-mag
game, we ocouldn't say if a lack of usable stories and articles ls
reaponsible for the barnyard aroma hovering around most sheets, but
it seems to ue that anyone will ing to have his name at the masthaad
of any publioation should have enough strength of character and plain
good taste to forego the muckraking, and to omit much of the perpetual
childish blat "from our readers®. A good letter, if of general
intereat, deserves publication, but how many fan letters are that
good?

We?ll grant that the readers of any amateur magazine should
be encouraged to contribute to its contents Theoretically, however,
the aubecoribers to a sheet of thias type are discontented with the
commercial ized drip served out by the ocurrent crop of professional
hacks, and are looking for an occasional taste of the real thing.
While few amateure are capable of developing an idea into a first
rate estory, we maintain they can at least try. Furthermore, if enou
of them iry often enough, we contend that some pretty fine stuff wil
be developed No one oan fully appreciate gpod writing, until he
has wrestled wore or less fruitiesely with the aubiBiisa of expression.
No one is going to develdpe a worthwhile writing style by dashing ‘
off a cureless letter filled with cheap coined words, a }Jetter which
can be accurately condeneed into, "Why do you run such bllge as "xx*;
give us some more "yy*, he's tope "

There 1s a wide open field for amateur criticiem, but per-
sonalitdes and ghegp 1pgults have nothing whatever to do with
oriticism, The quality, good or bad, of a man’s work is not in the
least affected by the fact he la a son of a b=~-=  Proof-reading 1is
not a oritic's job elther, though some of the boys seem to think so.
A few conatructive remarks from the readers will improve any publi-
catlion, but next time you write to your favorite sheet don‘t forget
the ®gonstruotive® part of 1it.

Then all these gllly feuds and bickeringe i What peanut
minde these Martine and Coys of the fan world expose when they ocut
loose ! Juat a bunch of oheap exhibitioniste on the rampage, lmmature
children mentally regardless of the age on their birth certifiocates.
Stow it, fellows, it does make dreadfully dull reading'! If any of
you are really serious, though, we would be glad to arrange a duel
for you. We would suggest Flit guns at five paoces, though some of
the boys might find a manure spresder more familiar.

Now, after having raised particular hell with the well-
known principles of *unity, coherence, and emphasis®, and probably
laid ourselves open to a blitz-krieg or two; we would like to out-
line our ideas as to what a fan magazine should be, Firat, legible
reproduction, with few or no typographical errors, on good Quality
paper, ©Second, an impersonal viewpoint on the part of all contri-

butore. Third, in each issuse A% LEAST OKE s
) tor
wWorthy of a permanent place in one’s col Yo Posm, or article




CONTRADICTION

settgssasttbes

by Duane W. Rimel

Where 18 that house I saw among the trees
That beckoned to me with those grasping arms
As if to reach with nighted claws and seize
All passersby, and woo each with its charms?

Where is that orumbling pile that haunts me yet
As I stroll through dim alleys of the night
And stare at paneless windows, to for¥et

That seilhouetted house of demon-light

Once when I wandered down those lanes of yore,
8til1 eearching for that anoient, lost demesne;
I saw a gabled roof that hinted more

Than passing glances oould have lightly seen.

Some dim suggestion called me to that door

And when I paused upon the threshold bare,

It seemod I°d seen that_mouldering place before,
As if some fate had led my footsteps there.

Yet it was not the thing my eyes had sought——
Some vagus, dim essence was not Quite the same,
As if a ourious mist had softly wrought

A metamorphosis without a name.

Spellbound, I paused outside the mouldy door,
Yet oertain that the whim had led me il1l;
And then I shuddered when I heard the floor
Creak spectrally beneath the window 811l

But when I thought to leave that rotting place
That stood in strange surroundings, out of place;
I thought I heard an elfin time-bell ring

Upon my eare from caverns deep in space.

Then, when I flung the orusted door full wide,
I xnew that time had rustled many a page;

For recognition came, and death had lled.

It was the house, but in an alien age!
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OLD LENA TUPPIT,

tuseesatsdnosnde

by Imil Petaja

SAVE THAT it lay in Southwark, somewhere Detween Southwark
Street and Bankeide, I can’t recall now for the 1ife of me just what
street it was where I met her, if indeed I ever bothered to ask.

London was in blackout.

Tendrils of drenching fog probed at me and caressed me wetly,
lixe phantom fingers, as I mad® my way almost blindly down the deso-
late midnight street. I found myself longing frantically for the
neoned brightness and ravcous olamor of Broadway, thinking "Damn

young Randall Kent’s Boston aunt anyway !*

Of course® she was worried about him, in her tight-mouthed
way, after he’d flown overseas, without her permisaion of course, %o
attach himself voluntarily %o that branch of the R. A, F. sometimes
oalled the International Squadron 8o somehow she‘d gotten wind of
my business trip to England, and bustled down on one of her rare
trips to Rew York to insist I look up her nephew. More damned nui-
sance trying to track him down. I hoisted my overcoat more firmly
around my ohin. Why, if old Rand Kent hadn’t been one of my closest
friends at Princeton, I...

"Would you be giving an old lady tuppence for a oup of
something hot?®

' The sudden requests was voiged. in a blend of plalative
whining and a ourious restraint that hinted a$ surviving But sadly""
frayed edges of respeotability. I turned. 8aw nothing but a dumpy
grey blur,

*Sure a night like thies 1s one for fiends upstairs and
downstairs as well,?

*Fot a night for idle strolling,® I admitted, wondering
how in the dsvil an old beggar woman expected to maintain herself

on a oompletely deserted and dismal blacked-out street such as this
one. Perhaps she has no place to go, I guessed, She agreed volubly,
babbling on in a peculiar rasping voice as she wslked along beside me,

*I'm looking for a tavern they ocall Duffy Miller’s. Do
you know if I'm headed right?®* I asked. I°d begun to suspect I
was loat some time past.

"Not far off, sir. I°ll show you the way, that is if the
Almighty'll keep those devile upetalirs from spitting down blood and
fir long enough."

She seemed oager.' Wante a pot of grog when we get there,
I thought. VWell, she’ll have earned it,

Something about her voice fasoinated yet repelled me; sent

little cold frogs hopping up and down my spine. I tried to get a
look at her, but all that presmanted itself was a hunched-over smear
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of darker grey on the whirling fog.

This much I deternined. She was old, agelesely old. And
she wore & black fringed shawl muffled up about her face. A barb of
stray light glinted on her hat, an altogether pathetlio thing made up
of an unshaped sorap of oretonne fastened on her dishwater halr by
means of an elastio. There was a broken feather poked into it for a
degoration. Another vagrant shred of light gave me at last & ?hpu
of her fage. It was like pinohed-up dirty olay, One eide of it was
ocompletely covered by her soarf.

She's about frosen, I determined. Must get her out of this
raw night air. What with Hitler's "fire-spitting devils® as she
oalled them, the street was soarcely the proper place for a lady,
even 1if porhng: she wash't a lady. I°a certainly not be on it myself
1f 1% hadn't been for just missing young Randall, who I disoovered
with disgust was on week-end leave. Had to get this blasted letter
to him by morning, when my boat salled...

BOMETHING shivery and queer about that woman'!

I oouldn’t Quite tell what. Maybe it was the furtive way
she jumped that black. shawl wp over one side of her face, wheneves
I turned to her. .,

She babled on at great length. About the street, and how
long she'd lived thexe., About the War. The bombings, and the great
fire. BSuddenly she stopped, and I felt her ohilly skeleial fingexs
close pver my Rand,  She pulled 'me off tlhe street into blacker kness.

*Is this Duffy Millerie?"

*No,*® ahe oackled shrilly, *but I've got something in hers
to show you, as will surprise you."

"I don't really think I...®
*Only take a minute."”

She was ingratiatingly ineistent. I allowed her to lead
me into the darkmmes,

*Maybe you was thinkin’ I’m one of those born-old hussies, *
she rattled, her horny claw vising down on my wet hand. "Well, this'll
change your mind about me, it will! Do you have any notion who I am?®

I replied I hadn't an idea.

*I'm Lena Tuppit, thatis who I amj®

"I-Is that a faoct?® The name meant absolutely nothing to me.

%0f gourse they call me 0ld Lena Tuppit, now. For years
they 'ave,®

As she sugged me onward, into what seemed to be the shadowy
entrance to a large theater, shrouded in heavy fog, it presently bed
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came lighter.

I oould see o0ld Lena Tuppit quite plainly. 5She was a ganarled
underslug hag, with positively fleshless fingers, When she turned to
f1ing more oxoited words over her bundled shoulder I got my firet
full look at her face., I shuddered. There was a shrewish mallqnity
in those hollow cheekas, and those jowls puffed up like a turkey's
neck; and a maniacal glitter in those biting vulture's eyes.

I noticed again how meticulously she held the shawl up over
one side of her head. Some hideous deformity she doesn't want me to
sees, I thought, She's off her noggin, I told myself, possessed with
a violent desire to yank my arm away and run. But then, after all,

a harmlesa old woman-—-

"Look !* she exulted with vehement triumph, her witoh'’s
forefinger indloating an ancient tattered billboard. I read, "Lena

TUPPIT: Chanteuse Extraordinaire., The Pride of London *

*In them daye I was a Queen, I was," said the hag. "I
could've had my pick of all the young men in Lunnin :*®

*This ies astonishing/® I exclaimed dubiously.

She led me further, There were other signs, all in the
quaint irregular soript and flamboyant wording of several decades
back. All shouted the praises of Lena Tuppit, The Pride of London.
Some of them flaunted stereotyped drawings of an exquisitely dressed
hour-glass of a girl, with witohery in her gyes. TFor some reason,
the pioctures oonvinced me. Somehow I they represented bygone ... p——
impressions of the bedraggled old orone by my side:

"Now, sir," sehe shrilled, pushing open a large door
soméewhere in the fog. "Melody Music °All I*

I equinted; stepped forward ocautiously. Billowing olouds
of fog ewirled around my feet, around the door, dimming the vast
expanse ahead of me. Strange how our feet made no noise on the
floor; as though we walked on a heavy grey carpet,

At last I saw. The fog dissipated, drifted away from in
front of me, The huge three-balconied theatre was ablaze with eerie
twinkling lights. Gas lights. And there came a rustiling of heavy
8ilk dresses and fans, ang adjusting of ohairs, and waves of whis-
pered words. The au@ience settled down then, for the lights wers
lowered magioally., The curtain was rising...

*"What in the devil...® I began in a shout.

0ld Lena Tuppit had disappeared from my eide. And young
Lena Tuppit, gowned in deep blue velvet edged with silver, walke
arcihly out of the wings onto the stage, amid tumultous applause.

She bowed, and sang. It was an old unfamiliar song, full
of paradoxical smiles and tears. 5She was glorious, breath-taking.
I tugged out my handkerchief to wipe away audden tears. !Bﬁnui.
looked again, the fantastic illusion had vanished. Only
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left, stabbing me through and through like many sharp, cold nesdles.

*THAT was me®, sir," mumbled a repellant voice at my side.
*Many's the night I oome here and see it all over again, in this
dusty empty hall..."

I said nothing. We walked out to the street. I was fold,
with a horribly intense abgesmal oold.

Then it started. X terrific earth-shattering reverber-
ation enveloped me. Blaring bloomse of lightning penetratéd the
heavy fog. Bulldings seemed to orash around my ears. Halls of
falling briocks and stone... I soreamed aloud in sheer maddened panio.

*They 're at it again:i Those devile up there {¥ old Lena
Tuppit shrieked. A warning siren eent ravening fear souttling down
the street.

"Come on ! I shouted, groping for the old woman's hand.
*Ithink that's an air rald shelter acxoss..."

She was gdne.

I ran across the street blindly, shouting for herxr to
follow me. Then I pivoted at the sound of her familiar rasping
voice raised in oackling laughter behind me. A soorohing blaze of
light illuminated old Lena Tuppit on the other side of the street.
Her black shawl flung high, she stood stohed grotesquely against
bleeding flame; screaming out to the night; telling it who she was.

*I'n Lena Tuppit, that's who I am!®

A streaking shell of death struok just behind her. The
conousasion and searing all-enveloping flame that acocompanied it
sent me reeling and sobbing down an iron-railed stairwgy. I pounded
frantiocally on the shut door, It opened, and hande pulled me in.

*This a~an air raid shelter?® I gasped,

*No, eir," said a polite Cookney-accented voice. "This
"ere's Duffy Millers'!, and I'm 'im."

A quick double sootoh-and-soda did wonders. My hands lost
soe of their violent nervous shaking. The tavern was minute,
cosily warm, and orowded. I felt ridioulously grateful for so muoh
oompany, grateful also for the cheer of the smoky lights. Duffy
Miller led we t0 a seat at the bar, and wordlessly profferdd me a
drink. I asked after Randall Kent, found out he was expected shortly.

"Duffy,” I asked, "Have you ever heard ot‘old Lena Tuppit?
She's 1ived on this street quite some time."

Duffy Miller meditatively stroked his blaok moustache,

She was a wonderful singer when she was young. Used to
sing at that magnificent big Melody Mueio Hall accross the street.”

S¢ill Duffy vouohsaved nothing, only soratched his nose,
and nodded peculiarly.
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'Duffy, " I went on, ®she was killed out there tonight. I

feel responsible. I feel I oould have somehow saved her, if only I
hadn't left herxr.»®

®0ld Lena Tuppit is it?®* Duffy broke in. *Do I know her,
you're asking? Well now, hin the first place she weren't a great
singer when she was young. She were a street busker with high-tone
toff's notions, and a drunken accordian-playing father. Has for
Medody Musio Hall---hit never wae nothin’ but a beer-and-ohips
tavern! What's more, hit were blown to Kingdom Come three monthe
bagk 1n'the big fire raid..,the same raid as done in 0ld Lena Tuppit
hergelf !v

I oried out, but he ocontinued imperturbably.

"iTwas me that found 'er, all bunched up like a sackful
of potatoss. I oan tell you hit gave me quite a turn when I saw
that face of 'ers ~-~ with one ear and the lower side of 'er 'ead
all soraped away, like it was tiger oclaws done it! That shrapnel
those blasted heinies uee sure makes a mess of it, sir...

®An' if you'll pardon the liberty, sir,* he added, staring
at me sharply, "you need another drink!®
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IN MEMORIAM: H, P, LOVECRAFT
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by Richard Ely Morse.

Arkham and Innsmouth knew his questing tread

And kingdoms lying lost beneath the sess,

Within his keeping were the fabulous keys

To gates of aeons wherq his spirit fled;

From alien days a veiled figure led

Through monstrous lands and primal dreams that freeze
Even the Elders in their mysteries;

He braved them all——~and now men 0all him dead.

Perchance he told too much, and so strange wings
Agleam with all the ocolour out of space,

Beat down one night and carried him afar

To join the pageant of those tragio kings

Rul ing the future of an unknown raoce--

Immortal daemons of a dying etar.












WANTED ! WANTED i WANTED ¢

Baok numbers of WEIRD TALES 1938 and ssxllsr only.
Following numbers of FANTASY FAN
Vol. I Koe. 1, 3, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 9, 11, Vol II No. 6
Following numbere of Paul Freehafer‘®s POLARIS:
Vol. I Nos 1, 3 ap
Certain other good weird and fantasy magazines, both pro & amateur
MANY OF the books listed in Lovsoralit's SUPERNATURAL HORROR IN
LITERATURE. Partiocularly want items by Algernon Blacke-
wood, M, R. Jumee, William Hope Hodgson, Robert ¥.
Chanbsrs, Arthur Maochen, and Charlea Williams.

If priced cheap enough, I will buy for cash — F O B. my houss

I can also give very good exohange out of my collection of travel
and exploration books. If you are interested in trading for any
of these please @end atamp for 1iat These inciude a particularly
z00d assoEtment of booka on Africa, and a fine group of Arétic and
Antarctio Explorations

I slec have for exchange a fairly good coliection of U 8, & Foreign
pebtage atamps, and some Confederate and other old paper money.

I alse have for exchange a very good assortment of Indian relics
axes, spear points, arrow hesnds, and other items -—- principallp
Cheroke s ad S8 Pexse matexial
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In addition to the weird books and magazines, I am very much inter-
eated in HOT JAZZ PHONOGRAPH RECORDS., I partioculaxly want iteme

no longexr liated in the ocurrent cutulogs Favorite artists inoclude
Louie Armstropng, Earl Hines, Duke Ellington, Benny Moten, Fletoher
Henderson, King Oliver, NoKinney’s Cotton Plokers, and many others
Will send complete list of wanted names on request

fill trade records with you; or will t%rade any of ths above hooks,
eSumps, and AXEXAXA curioe for regords; or will buy recorde if priged
cheap

PHBEREPBESHLUSHERS

PLEASE do not send anything to me without writing firet In writing
to me, kindly “UOTE YOUR LCWEST PRICE on aanything you offer ms, in-
dicating whether the prige is ocash or exchange, and describe fully
what you have for disposal. All my liste desoribe everythdng in
detall, and all sre priced 80 that you can acdept or réejsct, snd I
expeot the same courtesy from you. Life ie too short to spend 1t

in a lot of haggling and bargaining

Francis T. Laney
720 Tenth Street
Clarkston, Waahihgton.

g8 In addition to my trading, eto., I am always glad to hear
from people interssted in fantasy and the weird; and am alwaye
pleased to corrsaspond with them







