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fhis issue was published with the
thousht in nind that it wouldbe nice
to distribute 1t st the Hidwestcon——
in the rush to set it finished, the
aid of Robert J. Fritz (editor of the
now defunct IVFEROPIA) and Joseph Ii.

Fillinger, (editor of the now defunct GHUVNA), This was a mistake——as a
a matter of fact, two mistakes! Note the slopniness of the interior re-
production, lNote the cover, and realize that Joe swiped it from a lom-
berger cover on the second issue of GHUVITA; it suffered in the process,
and I expect Charlie to sue me any day now, I'm tired of saving in each
issue that the next one will see, finally, publication of the DeWeese
story. 1t is not a myth,.., and it will appear. What?
just wait and see!!

Beginning with this issué I am experimenting
I'm tired of publishing tales that “"almost made the pulps;" eventually,
FAN-FARE will be issued in a better format than mimeographing—I'd have
it lithogrrphed bepinnine right awey if I thousht reader support would
pa7 most of the cost, but I've learncd from others' mistakes. And I re-
fuse to issue it in the not-so-costly microscopic form

/ell, now, you

with kinds of stories—

sues of S3SF DIGEST used..
Hext issue the reg
to have another

things to comment on,..
i 8 J'U.nc, 1955

wvhich early is-

. I'd have to provide magnifying lenses!
ular panme of book reviews should return, and I lope

installment o the Levercnbz colunm———havin~ been an ob-
server o one of the latest atom cxplosions,

he should have interesting

—THE EDITOR



- THEA]IRSOE M

0 HARLAD ELLIS

CHAPTER 1 THE ENTRANCE

' i i in that rocking chair.

C'mon in won't you? You can sit ﬁlﬂhﬁtggw?otEZEGme About Naayavic; ald
Oh! you sawIthe sig?|;ntggebSZ%rpggsoﬁato tell you about him since Ifwas
you? Well, guess ntp Do you want to hear from

i im from the moment he entered the cou Ve Ly
zézgehor from the real beginning? Well, okay, I'll tell youabout the |

n he met the Valkyries, \ . het the
WheYou see Aardvarks can live only in the warmeStuﬁiigigétab§Zj Dgnw;ask\}
i gzt éOStkin Ehioszizssﬁigz’A?;swgi xﬁzz he wés doing there in the
Al B v AR 60 aybe the Valkyries.
first place. He's never told anyone, exc§pt maybe ; ol

L L Ebeus 10" bivo S an ay Fhievelaconel morla, o sruvisd
Just as he was abou o give u iS¢ AT eV _ .

i knocked out two teeth.
upon an ice crypt. Stumbled, he ran }nto it and A i e 2
1is crypt which was set 1n the side of one of the g ac. &
ordzgary ogg, for frozen within its icy walls, rent freiélwerngjx;SV%ie
kyries and a large elephant. Even the elephant was unuf } e
sole owner .(the Valkyries obviously had no use for oge.) of a
brown handle-bar moustache, niocely waxed and glistening. PR i e

The Aardvark, who was inquisitive as are all great me?é 8 rg . inp e
the lce crypt as nonchalantly as a freezing Aardvark could, ?nhisyamize-
hunger, put forth an exploratory tongue and 11cked'the ice, To s
ment, the 1lce was lemon flavored, Welt a minute, I'l1l tell you why ‘
lemon flavored, but first let me tell you wha? hgppened.. s

Knowing full well the consequences of licking. open this age -0 dtlfe
pack, but racked with hunger, the Aardvark procceded to lick open t(}
crypt. After several minutes of lightninglike }icking, the Aardvark sated .
his hunger and In the process freed the Valkyrles: )

The Valkyries were forever grateful and proceeded to show'the.Aardvark;
this by bursting into a Wagnerian opera, complete with flowing braids.

After the preceding formality had been dispensed with, introductions
went around and the Aardvark found out the fact, which is of practically
no use to anyone, that the Valkyries' names were Olga and Ketanya Schwartz.
Very old lineage, this name, Thc elephant, who. had been sitting by look=-
ing very bored about the whole thing, was named. Rubin. .

The Valkyries, it seems, werc delivering a package of lemon ' flavored
Jell=0 to the cook in Valhalla, and en route, had gotten frozen in the
ice. The elephant was their mode of conveyance since all the good horses -
had a day off and went to the people raccs at Lowaleagh.

The Aardvark heard all of this in a rather detached way, for you know °
most Aardvarks can neither talk, write, nor understand human languare...
The Valkyries who perceived this deficiency werc contemplating giving the
Aardvark some of their Valkyrie Local Number 86112 Magic, Pat. Pending,
when the recipient in question suddenly turned a lovely shadc of aquama-

rine, shivered, and dropped over, frozen solig. This solved the problem

very effectively. They worked their second-hand magic on the fellow, and
when he awoke,..! Well, there was a co

mplote change in him. This was the
exit of Aardvark, boy nothing, and the entrance of Cassius Quagmire Aard-
vark, man of the world,

o



CHAPTER 2 MASS EXODUS

After the Valkyries had revived Cassius with the aild of a bouquet con-
sisting of a quartet of red flowers in liquid form, they placed him and
themselves upon bthe back of the elephant Rubin, who it was found was per-
manently grounded after three or four thousand years of disuse, and pro-
ceeded to the almost obscure town of Eeahohaheeee, Switzerland, whers they
intended to settle down.

But the people of the town upon seeing the apparition of a large ele~
phant with a moustache carrying two beautiful girls and a strange'animal,
wanted to burn the aardvark and his companions at the stake thinking them
a figment of thelr imaginations.

Phe elephant did not care for this in the least and raring back on his
hind legs proceeded to tell the townsfolk so, much to their dismay. In
large groups they immediately depopulated the Swiss village.

Cassius, the Aardvark, finding himself alone in the middle of a desert-
ed town with a moustachioed elephant and two Valkyries decided that here
they were not appreciated, and made preparations for leaving the country.

In a deserted haberdashery he found a fine, warm English tweed, a top
hat, white gloves, a white bow tie, and a pair of lavender earmuffs, which
he guickly donned. The elephant was equipped with a can of moustache wax
and a muffler, while the Schwartz sisters doffed their filmy negliges type
goddess gowns and donned two lovely business suits. :

Then, well clothed and happy, the elophant replaced his travelling com-
panions upon.his back, and calmly swam tho Atlantic Ocean to arrive at the
United States of America, where the Aardvark's appearance was destined to
cause a stir and tremor in the dally life of every American.

CHAPTER 3 ",..IT*S A BARGAIN"

A warning of the thing to sweep the country shortly was evidenced when
the moustachioecd elephant Rubin came lumbering through the water in the
New York Harbor. People from miles around who got wind of the news ( he
was a very smelly elephant) rushed to the docks to wateh, or elimb to the
tops of bulldings with binoculars. And when Rubin climbed ashoreon Ellis
Island, the city was thrown into a panic,

It seems that Cassius began conferring at once with two of the immigra-
tion officers about entrance into the country. This was flatly refused by
the of ficials, who cited a weak clause in the handbook which excluded all
unclvilized beings; and anyone could see that Cassius was uncivilized, =
whogvcr heard of wearing lavender earmuffs with an English tweed?

When his traveling companions heard this, they were all for hurling the
immigration officers head first into ye olde New Yawk Harbor.

Right about there is where I came in. Yeah, good 0ld Charlie Smirtz,
thet’s me. I had been waiting on the Island for a shipload of animals from
Afriea and being a producer of some reknown, saw the latent possibilities
in the appearance of these, and I use the term loosely, people. I had just
Tinished a show on Broadway that had run three Years and was just getting
together an animal circus to tour the country. But when I saw this Aard-
vark in an English Tweed with a top hat, tle, and ivory-topped cane a
moustached elephant wearing a muffler, and two of the most gawjustiénesin
?pe world, I knew that this was somethlng a 1little unusual. I was sure of
jt ggggtI iaw that §§e Aardvark was wearing lavender earmuffs.

_ ering casually over to where the Aardvark and his companions wer
Zittlng, I introduced myself, and in a low voice related to tﬁem the facz



that if they would consent to signing a contrsct, I would personally sce
tEZt they ere inside the country before morning.. The Aardvark gives me
the cold eye at first and then says, "If you promise, and write 1T out 1in
this contract that we are not to appear in any sideshow type things, we
might consent."

gBeforesthe fellow could twitch his short brown tail, I had pulled out
my Foster pen that writes under water, alr, ink, blood, and money, and was
writing in the clause he mentioned. Then he signed the contract, and so
commenced the partnership of Smirtz, Aardvark, Schwartz, and Rubin, Inc.

CHAPTER 3 THE CARBUNCLE VOYAGE

After the signing of the contract, Cassius and his companions retired
to the harbor to wait till I had made the arrangements. Late that nightv,
very late (about five o'clock), a small tug pulled up to the island and
out came one Hawser Dawson. I can truthfully say that Hawser is the moul-
diest looking animal ever to set foot upon dry land. Or wet water, for
that matter. He is so filthy that his clothes stand up by themselveswhen
he takes them off at night. And the smell! WHEWWW!! Hawser Dawson smells
like lirs., lMurphy didn't get home with the eggs in time. He is dirty,
smelly, and dumb besides, but he is loyal and one of the besttugboat cap-
tains that ever tripped on a two inch line.

We had arranged to get the Aardvark and his buddies into the country
under cover but I had forgotten to mention to Hawser how big the group
was. When Hawser saw the elephant he almost fainted., His ship, whichwas
as leaky as Stalin's head wouldn't carry that load. It could hardly carry
Hawser himself, So we arranged to hang the Aardvark and the elephant un-
der the ship while the Valkyries and myself rode upstairs,

But not only did Dawson get paid twice as much as he should have, he
wanted the Aardvark and Rubin the elephant to work their way in, He whis-
pered something to Cassius and Rubin and then came aboard. When the Ele-
phant and our hero were slung under the ship, the leaky tub sank so low
into the water that it was wetter on the bridge than it was under t he
ship, We got under way shortly and as we sailed sround under cover of
darkness we heard a weird sound. It was a systematic metallic whonking
under the boat., When we asked Dawson what the noise was, he told us that
the Aardvark and Rubin were working their way over by cleaning barnacles
off the bottom of the tugboat with their teeth. I almost fainted when I
heard this. Our future star, the brightest new personality in years....
scraping barnacles! Oh no!

After breaking a steel pipe over Dawson's head, we got the Aardvark
into.the ship and started chipping the remnants of his work from his bi-
cuspids, It was about this time that we got into the small dock that
Hawser had told us would be waiting. We dragged the slightly defunct sea
captain out of the ship, got Rubin out from under and p;oceeded to enter
the United States of Amerieca, which as you know has been renamed since by
some people, the United States of Aardvark. One of the reasons is because
of what happened in the Drunken Cockroach Nightelub. Oh was that a queer
night. It happened on the same evening we got into the States,..

CHAPTER 5 IN THE DRUNKEN COCKROACH!

We got the Aardvark settled qulckl
Y in a hotel near the center of town
a§d then decided to go out and eat someplace, Hawser  Dawson wanted to go
along till he-got his money and since he wanted it in cash and the banks

(o]



along. There was
aidn't open t111 the next day we decided e aimast roke Stinicy's heart
but one stipulation; that he take a va B Pew hoirs daten, he was
but he consented and when @e met gs_ln tle o0 b
(as he termed it) "disgustingly filthy c eat.d tux which was asize sixty=-
Rubin was loolking quite elsgant in & renbeq wax Wi B2 (oo o o ening
- i absolutely ravishing in thelr
seven, The Schwartz girls wore kless, topliess, bottomless, front-
gowns that were stiaplgss, heﬁiiiz, backless, © 5
ith a unging nec . i i
lesgﬁtagﬁewreallvpdasﬁing one was Cassius Q Aardvgrh: Heawai degggg %%;
rvativé green and red suilt with a yellow tie, spats, a 16,
;gtaa;gnige perenniél 1lavender earmuffs, We could never uedqrig?ndgfiggt
A é id %he next day that about fifty cases 01 ¢O =
Eggsnzxip§ﬁ§§§ wgre brought into the hospital raving about an Aardvark
i top hat and earmuffs.
Wlt%hztbwéshreally a queer night. We started out at the Stqu Club. Sherm
Billingsiey had gotten wind of the Aardvark and pad a special roomxes:?—
ved with a wall knocked out for the elephapt Rubin. The men were practi-
cally fawning all over the Schwartz Valkyries who cal?ly broke Champagaf
bottles over their heads and continued to stay by their erstwhile pal, the
Aardvark, After we had gotten well placed I looked at thg Aar@vark. He
was holding sway like a royal Sultan, corplete with dancing girls., The
young blade was surrounded by tHe chorus line and was having arough time
with them. But he had eyes only for the Schwartz sisters. They sat there
ichangin ttural sounds.
ech?tgr %eggot finished at the Stork we took in rapid successionthe Mo-
cambo, the 21, 22, 23, 24, and 25 Clubs, the Noire Pansy Club, and the Hi,
Low, Top, and Homburg Hat Clubs, .

About nine o'clock we were just about pooped out when we noticed that
we had lost Hawser someplace. It was quite a relief to us as he had pour-
ed the contents of a potted palm over himsclf at the Noire Pansy Club to
make himself feel more at home and he had becun to reaquire the odor that
was peculiar only to his body.

It was then that Cassius remarked, "Look at the neighborhood we're in.
This is lower than low."

Truer than true were his words. We were in a neighborhood that looked
like the inside of a shell-shocked oyster shell, We were surrounded by
broken down houses and buildings that looked as though they had been old
when loxie's Army was chewing on rattles. AL the erd of the street that
we were on was a building that was a little better; justia little. B
better, I mean it was standing. There was a sign over the door that pro-
ceeded to tell us in no uncertain terms that this was the "Drunien Cock-
roach lightclub."

I was all for turning back as was Cassius Q., but the Valkyries, Olga

and Ketanya who had consumed a great dcel of wine (they learned how in

Valhalla, they told us) ran on ahead and without & backward hiccough van-
ished into the ricket

y building which threatened at any moment to fall on
their heads, :

With a shrug to the Gods of Chance Rubin, Cassius and myself proceeded
to the Spirit Hostelry, or as you choose, Beer Parlor.

The inside of the Drunken Cockroach was worse than the outside. It
looked like a nightmare by Dali on a night when he had run out of brushes
and had started using his feet.

The bar, which ran across the back of the smoke-filled room, was of a
coasick green color while the walls were & burnt

e umber tinged with beige.
ihe floor was ornamented with a five-pointed star that showed Several
o]



" _.ro bump in the night." They
crawly type animals such as the kindlth&?-té.szgkehigg»ﬂhe bartender was
were of various ?gesjand gore,tég gir’rgkitpd the fact that he was Cliver
N R S s e . ho was nauscabing. A large bald head
Absinthe. Fe was not only repulsive, hc was nauic%Jthg'largestbay“windcw
encased in folds of pink flesh was what surmgunw§a e e
in the country, outside of Rubin's. He was wearing an dirt, milk, coi-
the cdemise of nany a mart%nl. &nerebw2§3621:ogigighggt;;een biotchesthat
fec, and B Stafns i thi agrgnl*ie the reﬁains of last week's epinach.
I couldn't quite place. It. oole i o e e e R S

Have you ever heerd a sick Hippo te you B R Rt eallee v s
if not try to imagine how it would sound, = g Fﬁa @gs
low's voice sounded like. "What's ya pleasure,” he said. i L ey

"Zothiig much," I answered, looking ror a quick way to get ou
“aswgeZiggéd ourselves in a booth next FO the Valkyries whobwere f?sﬁiit
worlz guzzling beer. Rubin just stood with one foot on the riis dgﬁblé
which at the application of his weight, bent. IHHe ordered another 3
double scotch and in one gulp downed it. It was then ?hat the elephantbe
gan screeching in an unclephantlike way and kicking himself én %3%.mg§$
than ample posterior, We started shaking him by the.trunk and aske
what the trouble was and he yelled that the last dylnk was one too many.

s seein ink peoprle.

& X?ter thig gutbugsth returned to the booth to see that the Aardvar%
was gone, My attempts at locating him werc halted suddenly by the scream
ing of another person. It secms as though that evening was open season on
howling. The person yelling was Oliver Absinthe, the bartender,. who Wgs
yelling at Cassius who was in turn yelling and alternately begtlng with
his fists and a cuspidor, a slot machine that was not agting in the way
Cassius expccted it to. With a resounding howl the machine exploded shcw-
ering colored lights, nickels, pieces of wire, and.an Aardyark at me.??e
last was caught by Ketanya Schwartz in one hand while downing a beer with
the other. Absinthe was jumping up and down behind his seasick green bar
while the rather shady looking patrons were scrambling for the nickels:

Absinthe, who had becn systematically withdrawing each strand of hair
from his chest (his head was bald), let loosc a barrage of verbal gbuse
hat even singed my ears. Besides that, he let loose a string of whickey
bottles that sailed across the room and felled, one at a time, the cli-
entele on the opposite side. The bodies beman piling up as Oliver the bar-
tender became not only bald on his head, but upon his barrel chest alsgo.
I for one dove for safety under the table, and there was Pleasantly sur-
Prised to find the half-pickled Olga Schwartz still Switlinpd spdirirtisi gD
raised my head in time to see the Aardvark swinging across the nearly-
ruined room on the trunk of Rudin, who was sitting in the middle of the
fioor hitting himself and rcpeating, "Go away, go away." Givi no out a
sound like Tarzan with the gout, he flew through the murky smoke- filled
alr and with a sidearm that would do Bob Feller credit, hit thc still-bsl-

lowing bartender a resounding clunk in the cranium, ibsinthe fell like a
poled ox. :

By this time there was much velling and hollering bv everyone within a
radius of two blocks, In the distance we hecard the mournful wail that sig-
nals the entrance orf the blue coated gendarmes, With a significant lonk
we arouscd Rubin, whose moustache had begun to droop sadly, ciimbed upon

nis back, and amidst the clatter and crash of beor bottles, escaped tihag
"Drunken Cockroach Nightelub." 'Like I said, what a night{

7



CHAPTER 6 ITONE SO BLIND AS LOVE

) were the times. The good times that I still remanber'as ; rock
bacinig forth before ny fire? Fh? Whassat? Oh, yesah, lessrunnnatlnggn?
more expostulating, Heh, that's a good one, sonny, but don't be getpln
f1ip with me... 0ld Smirtz cen still tan the hide off'n anyyoung whipper
snupper like you. I ;

ggll, anyhzw, I had been making plans to put Cassius andhls'?and in-
to a supra-super-collosal extravaganze that would out Florenz Ziegfeld.
It was about six months after that mad night at the Cockroach jﬂnat e
hearsals were over, the show was prepared, the public wailted with bated
breath and fish-hooks to see what had been the most highly touted pro-
duction in a decade.

Then that night. :

I can remember it as if it were twelve years ago. (As a matter of
fact, it WAS twelve years ago). The marquees blazoned their messages to
the crowd that had formed a line fourteen times around the block in front
of the Garden. New York had turned out en masse. And, as I sald, those
marquees !

T H B AARDVARK TORCT TRE S

starring CASSIUS Q. AARDVARK . with RUBIN, OLKA and KETANYA SCHWARTZ,
MILTON BERLE, LAURZENCE OLIVIER, LIOUEL BIRDBATH
and ‘others

an extravaganza to out-ganza all extras!! STANDING ROOM ONLY

How d'y!'like that? SRO signs up, and we hadn't even opened yet!

Well, when that curtain rose and the Aardvark came out on the backs
of seventy raging rhinocerii, the crowd went into fits. And when the
Schwartz girls danced the dance of the 8% x 11 Kleenex, you could have
sworn that the rafters would buckle, And when Rubin did his imitation of
the president (Oh that imitation of Mamiel), the Garden sounded as though
12 billion Zulus werc singing, "TIDE!'S in, Smirtz out."

Thirteen weeks went by with two shows a day except when Cassy got
tired, and the money was rolling in. e had to save a box seat eachnight
for Impelliterri, otherwise the cops would heve closed us down. It was-
n't exactly blackmail, I don't blame him a bit, that was one helluva show"

However, all good things must come to an cnd,

e had signed on a pair of kids named... vh..., whet in thec...ch yeah
—yeah, that's 1it, liartin, for some fill-in stuff 'tween acts (we had
to let 'em go eventually. We found 'ecm carrying on with one of the hat-
check girls name of Honroe, or something. Oh well,) and Cass had taken
off a week to go down to Montc Carlo for some sun and air, That year,
the rage of the Riviera were two threec-headed girls named Sally Louise
Lec Munglefootz and Gertrude Alice Roberta Hitslongle (they called them
SLL and GAR for short), and when they saw Cassius,.. x

Well, it went on for three gay, mad days till I went a wire back to
New York to tell Olga and Ketanya to get down to le ville de mazuma to
save Cass-boy from what might develop into a septangle,

. SL%ta?d GAg were entertaining Cass at a perty one nisht,
orsch rom his sneakers, when who should drop in through a skylight
from a DC-6 but the Schwartz sisters who Immediately began layingyabgut

them with a pair of two-handed broadswords. Fifteen minutes and ninety
8
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gallons of blood later the place was cleared Qf all sentiengesaye q§§s,
myself, the Schwartz girls, and a drunken cockroach (something fomfiiar
about that boy) who immediately staggered to the seashore, fell in and
was polisoned to death. A -

Cassius, basking in such munificent attention, and a}so regaling him-
sclf with the beauty of the two girls, irmmediatcly real;zed how Unhe DRy
he rcally was in civiligzation. He plcaded on bended bodies for forgive-
ness, and upon being reccived warmly by Olga and Ketanya, made plans for
his leaving "culturc."

I dicdn's try to stop him. '

What woulda'a been the use? I!'d made cenouzgh to rectire, Cass had seen
the Wcrld, Rubin had been adopted by some destitute family named DuPont
wliio wanted a housce pet, and agll in all, the only drawback was that o
hated ©o sce him go.

But finally he chartered a planc (somethine about a sacred cow I be-
lieve) and took off back to - wherc he felt was home with thetwo Schwartz
valkyrics, ‘

¥Yzp, that's the last anyonc ever saw of 'em. That is, till now, Huh?
Where are they? And what am I doin' herc? Wcll, you sece I didn't figger
on taxes after the Show... 2nd I was broke in two months. That's what
I'm doin' here. Eh? Whcre are they?

Well, just ste-ep right up, ladecz and gennulmen, for onny twenny-fi
cents I'm gonna show you a rcal, authentic, for-surc aardvark and two
glrls frozen into a block of lemon flavored ice, right herc in the heart
of the Swiss...

The End

TIREE A -li.
by WALT KL.oIU

The clocks are all awry
This hour of the secraot
night - the slender hands
2ll airdess; the terrible, slender
hands all finsering
a different civher. and the stars
all receling in their orbits,
O time! tine! tinme!

Time and de=zth have vanishod

this enchanted moment, forgotten,

lost in the endless '

corridors of mind. DBut who -

who will know tomorrow

of this moment fleceins, lost?
Walling, wailing, wailling...

me

the pendulum! rasping, drops,

the door SPrings open,

anﬂ a tinny voice shricks: ‘
Cuckoo! Cuckool Cuckoo}’

L)



o0 LemE HETLE el bt
Ju VRSN Ll ﬂ : arts wer

Quite often Penhryn had puzzleq 0Y9¥_bbo f:g;onéoggzzigss read, even
so hideous; every cathedral he_haa Y}Slt??’ eal uz L Rt Oheail
lMedieval tapestry was cursed Wlt@ this uotqul:othegsoul-—ugly and deformed
medievel archaeologist told him 1tjperhapuowao Certainly there was ashock-
——of the Age that tolerated it. Ferhaps “%.the N B e
ing parallgl betweeglii iﬁgtt23-2§2§23ciin3 hidden Sétanistscarvedthemwod
that period; a paralle S ] S irit of mockery and

of the cathedrals. Fer did not the same sphiril y ;

2§§vzzg?§n of liass ritual exist in tEe gargoylcs who leered atop cathedral
parapets and from cornices ?QghﬁiﬁeiZﬁzied o e el R S
blaggggmgowA 2?;,t2$i222? hint o% b;gotry, it seemed to him, was expressed
ir. the too closely crowded group of saints and reveling demons. Anot%if
infamy like this present symbolism of the Elect and the Darned, he reca
¢d, once carved on tgﬁ tyﬁp3n§? OiiRhié?SoS%thedral’ so shocked its 18th
century cler that ey ha chise .

Hisyexami§Ztion of the stone figures on thg entrancesa%chwﬁsizisgiﬁ ?z
the verger, cormenting pedagtlcally on some IX century agin r ety
the wall. Penhryn stepped into the cathe@ral and a palpa eSﬁs i ¢ t
hich even the stone of sound (that was his footsteps) cquld are y rlpd
“le. lnmbling about thce church's reliquary, the verger started off,i an
fsnhryn, despite the verger'!s boresome presence, d601deq to follow h m.

Bencath tones of stone they passed, whose weight elfin Plantagenet rib-
~od vaults appeared incapable of supporting. Reach%ng the Reliquaryin the
“oom of the west transept arm, the verger unlocked it and.broug@t out gf

chest therein the cathedral's mortuary wealth—the remainsof illustri-
c¢us prelates and canonized saints——that reposed in bejeweled, golden urns
and containers. Dryly, the verger spoke of dullsonie abbots and obscure
saintas,

"This particular urn," said the verger, picking one manifestly no dif-
‘erent from the rest, "whose osseous contonts arc thosc of an early saint,
has a quaint history. In 1163 thc Popish monks herc gathercd some henbane
found growing in their garden, mistakenine it for a kind of parsley."

Unimaginatively, he went on, relating——despite his pedantic manner—
an Interesting account of how thosec monks who did not eat of it were woke
that same midnight by the latin's bell. And coming into the cathedral read
scrawled across the sacrcd books what was neover originally written there,
saw written in chalk on the walls blasphenmy, and heard profane things ut-
tered by those who had awakened then.

"The archives," said the verser, "are not explicit on the outrages;
though they did say how the drugszed monks, for one thing, made a mockery
of Christian ritual by reverencing this urn."

At Penhryn's look of amazenent, the verger smiled, rcflected a bit, and
said: "Oh, we've had other misfortunes here, worse than that. Why the west
tower has come down four times since their time. And fires without number
are always breaking out and always had been." The verger went on to recount
other calamities suffercd by the cathedral.

"Don't you think it odd," interrupted Penhryn, "such an uncommon number
of disasters has struck herc?"

The verger pondecred this a moment and thon smiled triumphantly, "Why,
not at all. We have missed some serio ’

us misfortunes that have plagued les-
ser churches... Cromwell's troopers let us alone when they desecrated oth-
or cathedrals about us."



"But Cromwell was a hidden Satanist,” blurted out rennryn. “"AT least
liontague Surmers thought he was."

"yhich is why," added the verger, "he and his Roundheads desccrated
so meny British churches."

Penhryn desisted from further arpgunent, The verger did not sce he meant
his emphasis on the fact that Cromwell had left this place inviolate, le
pondered a bit. Then, he asked the verzer another avestion, "I wonder——
just what do the bones in that urn,' he pointed to the one that figured
in the curious story of the drugsesd monks, "look like?"

A look of quizzical tolerance crossed the verger's face, "Justlike any
other, if not dust already." Then the amused verpmer added, "They could be
fraudulant, you know, It wouldn't be the first time three thigh bones of
a saint existed in three separate churches."

What the verger referred to was the traffic in spurious relics dur-
ing the medieval times, the monstrous incongruities that sometimes exist-
ed along with the monkish pilfering of relics from rival monasteries, But
that was not what Penhryn had in mind——at least not entirely. Better he
not voice what he thousht of those relics lest he shock the verger. Con-
sidering the spirit that motivated the Gothic decorations, 1t was very
likely just what those relics might be.

At that moment a man in faded overalls entered the cathedral, looked
about, and spying the verger, came over. A conversation about gardening
ensued. Finally, the gardener——quite obviously—not comprehending the
pedantic instructions of the verger, asked that person to accompany him
outside and sece the vegetable problem himself, Penhryn breathed a deep
gigh of reclief. The verger was a bore, besides openly regarding Penhryn
as a ridiculous, superstitious man.

Now at last Penhryn could do what he originally came for——examination
of the cathedral's organ. As he ascended to the triforium gallery, a
feeling of self reproach arose. He regreted remarking on the oddness of
this place; no wonder the verger had smiled. ind yet there was ro denying
of it—the cathedral had an atmosphecre of wronscness; it affected him.

Sunlight glorificd thc mosaic panes up kero; and alternately, where no
window pierced the stone wall, a chill darkness lurked. Thrustinp up its
ornate spires and pipes in perpendicular Gothie stvle was the or;an case
beneath the oculus window. Dry dust assailed his nosc as he crawlecd ge-,
hind the organ to examine its geometric world of square and round pipes
Coming out, after a time, he paused to look over the balustrade into thé
hollowed out nave below, and was seized with awe; the Gothic craftsman
had been clever, for their arboreal and animal carvings on pew boards
corbel-tables, and moldings secmed living things frozen in actsofmotién
walting for some mysterious summons beforc they convulsed with lifeagaié

Penhryn felt an oppressive sense of heat; and loocking up, saw last :
lingering sunlight burning through a window. And the sainteé figure th %
looked down at him seemed to be twisting agonizingly, as thou h%xm;abog
there was some fiery hell. The window frames were w;ou ht%h1g :
sembling flame to — i < SSCHLONSIOE

g ngues a feature similar to the French Flamboyant Goth

ic style——which furthered the illusion t 7 s

domain. And he speculated if flame trggerga;aghgozizfgw gpfpgdinHJafiery

shioned, along with the grotesqueness of the Gothi e sar el Y ey

thought, of imitative magic———at least the wish itc camae: FEoAR
s > exXpress ey >

mind as he looked at the fiery window, and he grew moﬁe inzgsy. Caméuigg

suddenly he realized there was somo sort

0 ol blistering warmth »
from_tho-window——too_mich- for Gomfor t—and hc retired into tﬁ?:lagig ;r;l S
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Reising his eyes upwards to the clerestory regions, he noted the ir-
regular alignment of the longitudinal exis, proof thgt a 1ater1@pa}r had
been incorrectly engineered. While he studied this mlstake,_the shifting
sunlight retreated roofwards as darkness £illed the depthg oe}ow, and he
becare sware of the long time he had browsed up here, hoping it wasrmt.so
long that the verger nay have forgotten his presence and locked him in.
The thought terrified him——the spending of a cold night here——but why
he could not say, or else did not want to dredge up the reason.

Hestening downwards he found his worst fears were true. The entrange
Aoor had been locked. A kind of reasonless panic threatened to engulf him
——his theories about Gothic art were the blame—but by mimicking the
verger's pedantic cynicism, he kept a surface calm. Possiblyhe could find
> broken pane somewheres where he could shout out until someone came. Pen-

rya had barely made up his mind when 1t happened. Jithertoall wasa can-
7as of deacd silence but now a sound was brushed scross it. Irom the trans-
ent of the Reliquary it had come; ana as he turne”? in thet direction he
censed, then saw, a stirring in the almost immenetrable dark. Fear had
called up that presence.

liemory was fragmentary after that. Some shock drove him .to seek the
upner regions where a blur of lizht remalned. A priceless stained galass
window was smashed. And he plunced to the ground outside. Ho questions
were asked him when days later he came out of a state of delirium. None
were needed; he had babbled disjointedly while in that state, enough to
cause the cathedral to be closed., An examination was made, discreetly,
of certain relics. Labter the pardener was observed by some to cast a small
paper parcel into the river. And shortly afterwards several high ranking
clergymen held a private church service in the cathedral to which no one
was admitted. Thoush the more noisy spoke of hearing a hand bell ring and
ponderous Latin phrases uttered,

Penhryn's experience had blanks in it which was well for him. One
thing,- not fully erdsed, was of a "face eaten away by darkness." There
was one final thing that, when he learned of it, sent him into a paroxysm
of horror. The investigators, taking much of his delirium babbling into
serious consideration, had mcdical examinations made of the relics. One
osseous remalin-—that which the druyred monks had blasphemously reveren-
ced——had been non-human and unhallowed; a spurious relic passed off as
genuine. The substitution was made obviously by a hidden Satanist, mock-
ing the Church, as the Cothic carvers had, and the witch covens.

The End

DIFREREBEBIT
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Poetry and Science Fiction. $2.C0 per

year, fifty cents per copy. Lilith Lorraine,
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AT TAKEOFF TILE

by Raymond L. Clancy

;}d like to leave for the stars from Iceland,

‘here where they glesm in purple and s ot

In’green and orange, and all gormeous colors,

And the Northern Lights their beauties unfold

Under the eyes of Venus and Mars,

From the Northern Isle, I would leave for the stars.
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LOOsE ENDS

by JEAN REEDY

Ada Webster had a feeling of buoyance as she moved away from her body.
Sights and sounds were crystal clear. Each mote in the shaft of sunlight,
falling through the window pane, was sharply defined. Sounds of the small
city came acutely to her ears. Sounds of laushter and talk and moving cars
and busses. And closer, the rustle of a nurse's starched uniform, the soft
closing of a door as she went out.

In the room, quiet sobbing.

Tenderly the two beside the bed reached for the sheet and together they
covered the whole body.

Ada watched in amazement. Brother and sister! They had not seen each
other gince girl and boy days. Now they were crying in ecach other's arms,

Ada wished they would stop crying. Thelr crying riade her feel guilty. As
though she were the cause of their unhappiness. Was she softening toward
Hewarcd? She knew he was there before she left her body. Even then, in her
semni-coma, she had resented his presence. How did he know? How did shke
sense his presence and know him? This tall, <oodé looking man with more grey
tkan blaclk in his halr did not resemble the boy she had tricd to forget.
This well grocmed man with the expensive clothes and the charm of Ben, his
father, but without the marks of dissipation,

The old bitterness flared. Why had Howard come, after a lifetime of ne-
glect? He'd soon know she left nothing. Anyhow, she would have 1left him
ncthing. She wished there were something for Ellic and her boys—and Ted.
If just a few keepsakes. But there was nothing nething.

Ada looked at the body under the shect. It was not as old as some, in
years, Hard work rather than age had broken it down so that now it was bent
and wrinkled. Why, she could see clear throush it! There was the deformed
hip bone! The one that had not been properly set after Den threw her down
the stairs in one of his drunken rages. She was aquite young when that hap-
pencd and all the rest of her 1ife she walked with a limp. .

"Hever again, Ada," Ben sobbed, "Never amgain will I take a drink."

She knew then that he was too wesk-willed to kecep the promise. She also
knew that she would always love him.

The babies had come too close. Howard. Several that she couldnot car-
ry to the full, Two still-born. Then Ellie, The twins, both dying after
a few weeks of sickly life. Doctor bills, Short rations. Ben, so abusive
when out of work and drinking. Ben, so sweat when working and sober. Ben,
who died in a charity ward many yecars ago.

It was before Ben died that Howard ran away from home.

"It's your fault, Ada," Ben accused when he soberecd. "You +took'the
mon?y he earned with his paper route.”

"My fault!" Ada scrcamed. "I didn't take all his money. It was little
enough. I only took it when therc was nothine in tre house to ecat."

HEEes your fault. It'; your fault," Ben repcated as though reciting a
lesson to himself. He raised bleary cyes to her stormy ones. ""You didn't
tcl% him and he thought of it as stealing."

“gg:élb:g?grbag%’ MOtth,; ﬁaid glléo soothingly.

1 not come back," said Ada, fiercely. "Running av
home! All this added disgrace! I had cnoush to begr before." BNy e

Howard never came back and Ada remembered how, in h
; . er stubborn bittcer-
ness, she would not allow the mention of his namé. RS
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Now she studied the knees under the sheet. Yes, the swollen joints were
prominent. Scrubbing floors had done that to the knecs that were once
round and dimpled. .She thought it was thekonly work for her aftcr Ben died.

s was not used to anything but houscwork. - _ '
Shcsliibbing floors wag not bad, Without fcar in ‘the back of her mind she
could laugh and joke with thc other scrub women when @hey met to cat a
midnight lunch in the tall bullding. She could sleep in her quiet room
without fear of being rudcly awakencd 'to appcase a befuddled man and guard
against his attacks.

And sho was indepcndent!

When Ellie left her job ac waitress to marry Ted Hayes they went 1nto
o small housc, just around the corner from the rooming house: where Ada
lived. ' .

"Come live with us, mother," said Ellie. "Ted wants you to."

"Oh, no!" Ada replicd. "I'll have my own placc, though it is only one
room, "

It was some ycars ago that Ellic went around with the lctter. That
time stood out clearly for Ada., The young folks had not startedtheir fam-
ily carly. Then there were two boys, Carl and Alfred. Somctimes Ellie

brought thc childrcen to her mother's room, Dut that time she was alonc.

Ellie was ncrvous and fidgety. “"Mother, I want to tcll you something,”
she said at last.

U711, out with it," saild Ada, impaticntly.

Ellic drew the lctter from her pockot. "Now don't flare up, MNother,"
She tried to laugh.

"Stop fussing and come to the point."

Elliec took the letter from the cnvelopo. "It's another letter from How-
ard," she said timidly.

"Another!" criecd Ada. "Have you heard from him beforel"

"Y-y-yes., Please forgive him for lecaving home and not writing for so
long. H-he wants to take carc of you. He wants you to stop working."

"How does he know I'm working?"

"I told him, And that you won't come with us because you think you'll
be a burden on Ted., As if~—="

"Oh! Squealing to your brothcr wheo did not write to us for halfa life
time., The trouble and worry he caused me when he ran away! Having the
ncighbors talk about us morec than before! I'm ashamed of Tou, Ellie!
Wherc's your spunk?"

Ada rcmembercd how patient Ellic was that day. How hard she tricd to
explain. How she said: "Plcasc! Howard wanted to make good beforec he let
us hear from him, He has been working for an archecologist of latec yvears.,
He travels all over .the workd with expeditions.

“Why didn't he say all this beforec?"

"He did. But I'was afraid to tocll you. You're so stubborn, Mother. Now
you are getting old and I think you should—-"

Even now Ada recalled the hot flush of angcr that crept over her. "vai
take that letter out of hcre," she said,

”B"but-'—' L}]

"If you ever mention his namec again Ifl
don't you forget it."

"I won't forget it.
as her mother!'s.

That was the last mention of Howard and
memory of him was blurrecd.

She studied the hands under the shect. The knobby joints,

1 forbid you to come herec. And

" Ellie had gone out, her vointed chinas firmly sct

In Ada's scnile yearscven the

the callus.
14



Ho lever those hands could have been!

Evgncin her first grades in school she loved to sketch. But there was
no moncy .to develop her talent.. e

And when BSen Webster came with his handsomeness and charm she didn't
care agoout it. | ) i

But later her talent helped her through many dark hours. With it she
cculd sometimes lighten fear and trouble by her own fecble attempts to
create. A funny face would appear on a brown shopping bag. A whi@e box
1:id became a winter scene. She remembered that in her floor scxw;ob%ng
years there was a time when she worked in a school house. How temptlng
was the black-board when a piece of chalk had been carelesslyleft inthe
trough! Once she had almost completed a picture of a city street when a
fellow employee poked her head around the half closed doar.

Ada quickly smudged the picture with her floor cloth.

But the time came when she had to stop work, No more would the old
joints bend and stretch.

Then Ellie came to her rocm one evening with determination Inher eyes.
"I'm talting you to another home, Mother," she said, firmly.

Ada was too tired to protcsi. "Where?" she asked.

"Iet's play a kind of game," s=2id Ellie., "Close your eyes and I will
lead you." ,

Like a child Ada agreed. Before they left the rooming house that had
been her home for 50 many vears she closcd her eyes and put her wrinkled
hand into Ellie's. "Is it far?" she asked, trustingly.

"ot far, Mother. Don't look until I say so."

"I promise," laughed Ada.

A short walk and around a corner. Ada kept her promise, even when go-
ing into another house and up the stairs.

Then Ellie said: "Open your eyes, Mother.,"

Ada looked and she was in the middle of a well lighted room. A thick
carpet was on the floor, bright paper on the wall, a luxurious bed room
suite, a roomy easy chair and beside it a radio.

"This is your room," Ellie said, softly.

Ada stared, speechless., Then Ted and Carl and Alfred crowded into the
roon,

Ada's gaze went from one familiar face to the other before she recal-
ized that she was in the front room of their house.

Once more flared the old independence. "B-but—azall this. You can't
afford 211 this," she protested.

“ed put his arm around her shoulders. "A fellow can get a raise."

What Llessed comfort to the 0ld bones was the soft mattress, compared
to the lumpy one in her recent quarters., The fine wool blankets compar-
eq tg the rouch scratchy ones. Tho quilted gown to kcep her co;V when
sitting on Ehe big chair., The fleece-lined slippers for her bunioned fect.
t b.And now the last year stoocd out eclearly. She had been in the comfor-
tielgegido?OSt of gge time and there was a white clad nurse to give her
appeared a dg§€§; Aggetﬁgstgz pa%?iz~§usptgeakness.. ?requently e
craved, In and out of season. i o o A e

: %ike a child she had taken all this for granted but with great enjoy-
nent.

Now Ellic and Howard went slowly out of
them: She realized that only a few minutes
exaggne thi body and bring it upr to date.

€ small living room on the firs% floor was cheerful
: . e 2 with late sun-
shine. Ellie partly closed the Venetian-blinds so that the corners of the
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had passed since she began to



2 4 "
roog weiz 32g%0¥2d%he settee. "Let's talk a while, Sis," he sald, It's
owa

been so long.” n i boys will be home from school
ie sat beside him. "All Plgbt. The boy _ 5 i £o
sooﬁlt;d Ted gets Eome from work in an hour, That will be time enough
raments. e
makﬁI?{iaggke care of the expenses,' saild Hﬁward.

NOh, thank you. ButIyou'zeddzge sg much.

"T cc ford it, wante = .

11 fnowe! F111s Patted her brother's hand, "o had to trick her  so
that you could do for her. It's too bad.but that's FMe Wﬁy
We could never have given her the luxuries you prov1%§dﬁ1 Sdip 8 R ol

To Ada the voices had a metalllic sound, like t?i lnll? i
e S thi gge!nH;r?gg xﬁiig gifehzgeh2§l§wegrii. éomehow: pride

: : er stubbor < .
3?3 ﬁzzw?igﬁie now. She knew that she had lost a lot throug?.falﬁipgzld&
The anger she had felt toward Howard was not there now-—only Eozhou‘ht
Fllie's voice went on. "I'mtsggry mgt?er was so far gone. g
¥ ly and know you a e end.,
She"?igzgerzﬁ Zoon as I ggt your wire," sald Howard, sadly., "I'm g}ad'%
was in this country. It's just as well she didn'?t gnow me. She didn
want to see me." Then he brightened. "I'm so anxious to see your boys.
How 0ld did you say they are?" !

"Carl is twelve and Alfred is gﬁurteen.”

"Are t doing well 1in school

"éggr.hggough %o get by. Like average boys. But Alfred—1I don't know."

"What about Alfred?" ] .

"He has a talent for sketching. ilants %o 2o into commercial art. It's
funny, neither Ted nor I can draw a straisht line. Ted wants Alfred to
learn a trade. He says we can't afford to give the boys extra advantages.
We still have a mortgage on this house. Ted had an operation and lost a
lot of time at the factory. It's alwavs something.,"

Howard reached for his sister's hand. "Don't discourage the boy," he
said. "You folks are all I've got. I'll see that the boysget their chance,
if you and Ted will let me."

'Oh, Howard, you're sweet.'" Ellie brushed tears from her eyes.

Ada moved closer. She should have known about Alfred's talent but she
was always too tired to take an interest in the boy'!'s studies. Yes,
Howard would take care of it. But she had planted the seced of her talent
in Alfred. She had left something after all! And, through her going, How-
ard would be close to this family for the rest of their lives.

"I can't believe I am back here after all these years," said Howard,
drearmily. "When I first left I was very homesick, But I could see no fu-
ture in this town. What chance did drunken Ben Webster's kid have here?

Yet, I knew that if I wrote to Mother and gave her a chance to coax me
back, I would come.

"I had ambition and I did not want to d
I didn't know what I wanted to do then,
find it." He searched Ellie's face., "Do

"Yes, I think so."

Ada understood glso. The tinkling sound of his voice was like
breaking of fine glass. The words came cl
spoken she had their meaning.
there was admiration.

estroy it by coming back here.
But I knew that some day Iwould
you understand tha t, Sis?"

t he
car and almost before they were
The bitterness was ebbing and in its place



A TINE TO LOVE
By 001 HOLRRD TTEL

P i the

Clark stretched his eightcen year old body l“““f,&%‘éiii’?’ﬁ%ilf’lii?gsur-
splendid muscles ho had ac%uiieg §r0? g z;ggrggsého {oy lake nearby, and

i f critically. He had jus a _ A
zﬁgeiagéﬁsg%oplets glis%ened in the soft mid-morning sun. standﬁﬁiﬁﬁﬁﬁgz
as hc felt the breeze dry him, hg d;ag?sigrzgzegcgigx ogehiisigncd rra

i (o] ’

i Sun BLUoKaS T m01§ture % b The birds scemed unaffected bythe
B 0 tze mockin% blrdsrgeaan‘sang their song so joyfully that

ings of the pas ew years, 3 r .
gigginfgggot for oie happy moment, before memory crept stgaétgitz .§;§§
into his forceably maturcd mind. Slowly he put on his ragge t.5] o
and settled down beneath an oak trce, losing blmsclf in obsc;vg ltgl'd-
the countryside. The ever precsent, ever beautiful Frass ?arijf mist ;ot
ly, like long rows of soldicrs... No..Grass doecs not kl% ’ L AT
be comparcd with soldiers, cver. Yot it marched, rhythmloally,‘ln s
to sométhing;.. Clark pushed the ncarly b}onﬁ, sunTbloachcddhglr ogs L
his youthful, yet hard face, and played with the sickle blaii.hgra éu-
pulled onc and examined it closely. There was a ladybug on it;he mgﬁ)b
vered it to his finger. A half-forgotten rhyme came to his 1lips and bub-

d into spoken vecrse:s
ble“Ladybug? ladybug, fly away... What came next? He thought hard, back,
back to his childhood to when cverything was...

He ncarly cried.

The hills came up from the morning mist, rough hewn and uncven, rem-
iniscent of a buzzsaw, yet, a buzzsaw did not accuratgly dcscrlbg then.
They were a deep resplendent purdle, streakoed viith Whlt? cold volps.Bo—
hind them, gradually building up in the distance, were icy mountalng of
majestic clouds. And all in all therce were the bobbing, bending wilad
flowers, in numbers and colors too numerous and vivid to describe, with
wild honey honcy beoes like black buzzing dots, floating from the daisy
to the dandelion, pollenating, and birds darting across the decep expansc
of turquoise bluc that was the sky. The warm, active, late spring day
tended to create a scnse of sccurity, no matter how false, and his head
fell to his chest, and he slept. '

At first, it was only a subtle sensation, crecping from his thighs up
his body to the nerve centers of his brain. It was tho vaguc fecling of
warmth, the kind that can only come from...! He wes widc awaske and sat
upright in the next sccond, looking into the hcaven that was her face...

"Well," she said in the voice that only could possess, "am I that ug-
1y?" Badly off-balance, he stuttercd around for somcthing to sav.

"Why...oer hardly., I mean..." He broke off as she started laughing.
"Am I that funny?" he said,

"Yes, silly," he giggled, "You should have geen the look onyour face.
You didn't know what to say, d1d you?" He snorted and sat up.

:There's nothing to laugh about, girly, Wake a fellow out of a sound
— 1e last word was silenced for she leaned over and kissedhimfirm-
1y on the mouth. When he saw suffieiently rccovered he spoke:

"You work fast, don't you?" She socked her head prettily, pushing the

brovn chestnut hair out of har long oval face, and smiled a smile that
Venus herseclf would cnvy.
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A i iously. She had finished
“Yaybe you work slow," she sald, not ’GOOOSOE;g‘érn{I inatoly tanncd arms
i her hair behind her hecad, and her long, thet showed from the
tYln% 4 tho oxtremoly declicatc, yot beautiful logs utg S R ol
mﬁtcto skirt-like affair that shcwore. hoer small mo = oooé gL
iiggd,by 2 light shaded lipstickdwglchﬂbclggizdtgizaii;susubéonsciously‘
i or nccdo 0. lic :
only cosmgz;: csiilgpwo{g;'go ond colored to nmatch the wonderﬁélly\ 1211’;% hglj:xre.
E;Ztogiz tied in b;ck. His appraising gazc soon became o starc ¢
saiﬁ: e L :
me ¢ ; A s o
"ggiggunolfgol, NiiGE T e g gLy, SRS LY say I do, and it's not quite a lair
i ntt even know your name.
queﬁgiziﬁel g%qit will make you feel any better," she said sq Lty aRighe
b4

ros%lngad?gagg%%%lpggggéggéults. She couldn't be much more thansixteen,

;i ising ar 1lling, grace,
ts bore the full aura of a woman, rising and fa ! '
LS% Eig ?ﬁi%? The trim contours of her young body were sleek,llthellnis
of feminine muscle that were attractive, outlingd throuch the thin m%o-
erial of her clothes. He felt quite a lump in his throat, the reason r
this being that she filled out that age old form that had enchanted the
msle from the time of the much maligned Adam tolClark's furiously pound-
ing heart.

Y"Damned if Xou're not pretty," he breathed in an undertone that was
more than complimentary.

"Thenks," she said in the high prim voice of a girl, and cocking her
head again, added; "and I still don't know your name."

"Clark, if 1t'll help any," he said. "How come... uh, er, How did
you happen to find me?"

"I didn't find you, Clark, so deflate your ego a little.

You just
happened to be here when I came."
"Come here every day, eh?" She smiled a deep pretty smile. Clark
noticed she had dimples.

"Every day," she said,

"Suddenly I begin to grow attached to this spot,
attached." He looked at her for a lons time, silent
"Where do you live, Dianne?"
didn't answer for a long interval
reason for her silence.

"Bad memories?"

"Uh huh," she said in a subdued tone. "62 Blitgz."

"liy horror was the first Bomb., I saw the people around me cut to rib-
bons by flying glass." The birds and the wind through the trees werc the
only sounds, until, suddenly, she was in his arms, crying. He put his
armﬁ around her, pressing her close, comforting himself as well as her.

Why? Why did it happen..? Oh Clark..." The bitternsess of perhaps
many years flowed out in a flood of tears that seeried ceaseless, Silent-
lyly, Clark listened to her story. And it wasn't an unfsmiliar one in
facgicommonplace, tragically commonplace. ;

anne, as many other countless millions of girls, h b i >

gh: tzplial ?meiican maiden. (Clark could disaggee withaihai?? ogi;nizg’
een livin n Los Anmeles wh i i

e everydiy AR e éverybod;n the war came and disturbed the routine,

: . ller parents had died in that murd
'§2 blitz, and left her homeless when she was about ten. When civii?ng
tion had crumbled, her own world aone ,

: r she found herself one of the t
ful few left, living in the hills sround the devastated cities. Oﬁ?ﬁz
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" he said softly,'very
s then he said:

Now it was she who became silent, and
. Clark became sober too, guessing the



ound
the very few, She had lived, just as Clagk h%%’igsziziiiiéﬁfihiicg uas
i : t. Once in a while, she obta
;gsigtggé.oﬂgigaiig good clothing from one of the deserted houses among
ada 3 o

o4 v old.
i s an old story... traglcally . $ X
thenggiig.digegaher eves and looked beautiful, which wasn't hard. I'm

" she said bltterly. ot
3 cﬁgoxaizﬁg hzs it been since you've been with another Perszg- x

e ionE sniffled. "About four years. I cgn't remember exac y.h Rl

"You're no cry babv kid, you've got a right to cry, anddciygieg £y
lot." He put a finger under her chin, ?alsed her facel,i an iss

: W pr 1 1 irl in three years." She laughed.
lightly. "Hell! I haven't seen a g L c ffect vour 1ifed

“What about you, Romeo," she said. "How did the war all' %11'—with
He sort of grinned, and leaned back agalnst the tree, pulling he
T e 15 R ey e L e it weren't
for the war, I might not have met you. It seems that I'm falling inlove
v dy.'

WItgiZg;ea%;gzngd. "Don't say that... Don't say that you wanted the war.
think of the people that died... you folks... mine."

"It was coming, I didn't realize then, but it had to come, Man was
too far apart from Nature and Nature wanted him back..."

"That!s silly." ! _

"No, Dianne, nc, it's not silly. Han lived in his concrete skyscrap-
er, above the earth... complex, not simple. He lost his sense o?goodand
decency; he depended upon someone else for his food and well being., He
became soft, It had to come." ;

"lMaybe you'!re right Clark, maybe," Dianne whispered, nestling close
to him warmly.

"I know I am," he said. He was aware of her in the crook of his arm,
and, he added, almost too softly to be heard, "I know."

"How about when you were little?" she softly enquired.

"Oh, nothing really. The only thing I remember clearly was the Hunt-
ington Park Bomb that dropped on my tenth birthday."

"Birthday?"

"Yeah. Had a party going full blast when it hit. I remember it as a
soft of a thunder-clap and a bright flash in the sky. Then, anid the
screams of my playmates, came a wave of heat that prickled my skin while
flying glass cut everybody around me. I don't remember anything very
clearly after that; guess I was in a state of shock or something. After
that, I wandered around, living and growing up with Nature, It's been

very pleasant.., though I haven't met many people until I saw you, lucky
day." She grinned.

"You've been through a lot," she said simply.

"We've all been through a lot. liaybe a lot more. Who knows? There's
always a few lunatics and degenerates wandering around after the WA v.ea
cver been bothered by them?" Suddenly, she cringed, wrinkling her face
with revulsion, then swallowed hard.

"When I was about twelve..." She was nearly readv to cry again. She
Fressed closer to Clark... '

“Never mind," said Clark, "It's over now, don't think about it." A-
seln she was pouring out the sadness of meny years o loneliness,

"I love you," said Clark, It was hter in the d i
Ll . ark, ay and they were stil
in tpe_sa%e position. "I think I lore you too," she said lganing back
on him, It's strange", he breathed,
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"4 few vears apo they'd call it puppy lo e," I'm sure this Isn't.
It can't bg, Diange; Tge war has chanced .things, DBefae { met 'Z;u%
T used to lay on the grass, staringup at stars thinking, MQ'oe %
civilization was finished, but man Wa%g't. HO'S o tougr animal o
& SRy s’ futurec may lie in-us ianne.
lllﬁYgafre gg?ng dramntiz, Cla rlz, we'lre not the only ones 1e£t;therc
arc are plenty mare pcople., In fa@t,f she said susplcious%y, E an
beginning to doubt your intentions, MX n?mo is Diagne, nottixea o

' i t arl rlad € y yvou.' They laughcd and se¢ c v
towgggcgl%ﬁessgiggé: f%ﬁgrgoaggoyoﬁ living?" asked Clark alittle lat-
oY, ‘

"It's a cave over ncar the Santa lionica kiounteins .

"There? That's infested with a lot of renegedes:" Lilanne siiled.

"They're too stupid to look under tTholr oin noses.” She sat up
and stretched. "Come on, I'1ll show you.' 3he sprang up and besan run-
ning, her lons hailr streaming out behind her. Clark bounded after, at
a pacc only youth and vigor could meintain. He soon caurht her and they
both rested, laughingly. When the shadows wecre dccp, thev continued,
silently, Within an hour, they werc at the cavc.

"Well, I'1l be damned!"

iiTt's cozy."

"o doubt. Now I begin to doubt your intentions, younes ladv." She
smiled and scuelched him.

"I hope you%oused to the hard cold ground, becausc that's where

you're slecping, There is only one bed. Ur vou can go outside.”

"Nevor mind, I've mot a toush back. But allow mo this; this cave's
pretty well concealed." The last was truc, The cave was situanted SO
that 1t was visible and necarly impregnable. A dense growth folianse cow-
ered the entrance while the passage-way into the main chambor twisted
and turned so that light and smoke were diffuscd perfectly.

"Wthere.,., how did you find 1t?" Diannc sat down on a makeshift bed
and began to braid her hair. She raised her e¢ves and said:

"When I was a little girl, my femily camc up here on Sundays to vis-
it my uncle. I used to nlay around in thec hills while they werec so cn-
grossed in their deep adult conversation. Onc dav I just found it., I
didn't tell anybocy about it, and used it for a sccret hideaway..when
the war camec, I remembered it, Once in a while I mo to my uncle's houso
just over the rise for things I nced, but most of the time I've becen
herc." She finished braiding her hair and leaned back on the bed.

"I lived in the open," Clark said moodily., “With the grass for a
mattress and the sky for cover.'! He planced around, "I think I'll 1like
it here better." Dianne raised an evebrow, '

"Keep the gleam out of vour eves or else you'll be roughing it a-
gain," she said jokingly. He laushed and sat dovn beside her,

“Where did you get the candles?” Clarl: notioned %o several wax lumps
scattered about. :

"Uncle liked them, s0..."

"Yoah." she yawned. "Tired?" he asked.

"Very." There was a silence.

"Ever read the Bible?"

"Some . "

"I remember a verse that I read a long time ago,,.it sort of stuck
in my mind."

"Tell it to me, Clark, please.'
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Woupe.' Clark licked his lips and recited his favorite verse into the
ss of the room:
mur%%osgiiigihing there is a season; and a time to every purpose un-
der”zhiiﬁzazgngé born and a time to die; a time to plant and a time
slucl that which is planted; : :
5 £ E;éeugo gove and a tigc to hate; a time of war and o time of
pecace..." 1 ~ oo x b

"Eymm," she said lazilw, "Where did you 2ct that Irom:

”Eccleﬁi%tes.“ i ;- .

"ice." There was a long silcnce.,

"D?iize?" There was no answer. He stood over the bed and sawthat she
slent. He stood there a long time, just watching her, drinking in her
beaﬁty. She was something he couldn't tear his eyes from. He scratched
his youthful stubble, and was aware that the candles were low, cast-
ing a ruddy glow, decpening the shadows cn her face, crcasing her an-
kles and thighs, accenting everything that nceded to be acccented, and
perfectly. Her breasts rosc and Tell to the even tempo of heor breath-
ing. He walked over and blew out the candles, thourshtfully.

Clark stretched out full lensth on the rourh floor of the cave us-
ing his hands for pillows, staring straisht into the blackness of the
ceiling. The ground felt good azainst his back. He nrinned., Something
ran throush his mind over snd over apgain,

A time to love.,. A time to love... A timc to lovc.,...

Soon, he slept.

The End
ASSAY REPORT
Tfor the July-Scptember issue:

PLACE AUTHOR STORY POINTS
1 Don lownrd Donnell I LOVELATOU, JOBERTA il 57
2 Tom Covington A BIT FREATURE 2,36
3 J. S. Semens i PRI
4 Terry Carr . SUPER BOB 5. 29

oo+ and the Nov,.,-Jan.:
1 Larry Saunders A PHOWE Is klicING dsmas
2 Al Leverentz TARRY TIHOU HeitB 20
3 Toby Duane COLINW AfD THL LEIRECHAUN 2.83
4 Ken J. Krueser SOLUTION T-400 3.50

For once, the ratings flowed in in a manncr reminiscent of o0ld times
-—~%hanks to my consistent bewailing, There is no rating sheet provided
gor your use in this issue, so I am not too hopeful about the results.,
1 hope, though, that you will fool mc and scnd in wour storv-preferon-
Ecs1in volume. In the latter issue, the pocm most 1iked was VIGIL, by
isabeclle k. Dinwiddie, and second was Tobv Duane's THR MAN-HEART. :

In the next issuc, you may derfinitely expect DeWeese's long

story,
which was promised for this issue. r

Circumstances intervened, however.

~—THE EDITOR
oot
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A yellow star 4
Burned wanly in the spreadinn dawn,
Then died.

] ol
%Hello, Joc, how's the missus: ‘
; ’ "Fine, Bill,
. ey 1
Did you seec the news?™
: "No, what's up?"
iSomething about a new bomb, K factoE
0f two hundrcd, whataver that means.”
"Probably
llothinm, they're always talking about new bombs,
Sy Y o "o
And anvway, we'rc not at war.
] "Well, I don't %now,
I hcar this one's sonething new." ey
"That's what they say
About any new stuff, Remomber the first
Atom bomb?"
"Yrah, well there's nothing _
we can do, and likec you said, we're not at war,”

A red star
Burned ficrccly in the black void,
Then died.

~~-Keran O'Bricn
THE SEA AT EVEHING

It was in the purple evening, as the moon rosec on the sand,

#hen I heard the restless waters calling me across the land;

And I left the moors and meadows and the forests stretching free,
Left the wind-swept ficlds behind me, and went dovwn to meet the sea.

Eow the surges roared to pgreet me, soared %o meet me as I cane!
And it secmed that they were calling clearer, chorusing my narnc.,
/1th the moonlight on them ~lowing like the luster in a npoarl

fnd the sapphire dwelling in their depths, I saw the waves uncurl

As thev spread their crvstal fingers, carving ficures in the sand——
That the sea had known and bounded, tales from every distant shore;
And I knew thet the enchrntment would be with me evermore,

That the restless roll and refluence would shackle mc apart,

ror the sea was in my spirit, and its song was in ry heart,

=-- Andrew Duanc
TAVERN OOD
The melancholy

faces drift in nmloom 1like pale
headlights throu=h the fog.

-- Walt Klein
22



WHAT THE CAT DRAGGED IN

All letters for this column should

be sent to Robert E. Briney, 551 .

Western Avemue, Muskegon, Michkigan.

No letter should exceed 250 words
in length.

Dear Bob: Maybe you're wondering what my reaction was toward Saunders' story, A PHONZ
IS RINGINGe Well, I'm still wondering, too. I Jdon't know whether I liked it or whet -
her I didn'te I'm perplexeds Before 1 go any further, however, I must admit that the
story held my interest. The suspense was superbly executed. But when I read the end'-
ing, I was disappointed. It seemed as if Saunders had a good idea in the beginning...
but as the tale progressed, he forgot about ite He seemed to be in too much of a ruel
to get it finisheds 4And the ending struck me——huh? I'm still saying "huh?" Perhaps
I skipped a vital paragreph in the story-—I'1ll have to reread it one of these days and
possibly my "huh?" will change to en "Oh!"™ I don't know, thoughs The short-shorts, I
didn't care for, and as for Leveren‘z' columnee.s I ca&nnot see how he considers " The
Crimson Pirate" as science~ficticn. He creates an ergument that really isn't an argu-—
mente CP was a comedy, anyway, and it was supposed to create a laugh, which it 3id...
This is the first time I have heard it classsd 2s science fiction. /If memory serves ,
it was not Leverentz but the movic reviewer he quoted who classed "Crimson Pirate " as
sclence fiction, thus reflecting the public opinion of sf.-—Ed:7' Not that sciencefic~
tion is Tespectablef—but Leverentz =irould have chosen a better example to illustrate
his pointe —=Joe Semenovich, 15507 71st ivenue, Flushing 67, New Yorks P.Se: In 50
LUTION T-400 there are 399 werds! You're wrong, Ken, I took time to count thems

[Eﬁgging from the following letter from Larry Saunders, we doubt thet you missed a vie
tal point in A PHONE IS RINGING. In fact, you probably noticed something that _no one
else has bothered to coument upon, and which Larry mentions in his letterr-Ed$7

Dear Bob: 4&n explanation for the confusiion that probaebly resulted from the appearance
of A PHONE IS RINGING seems to be in order. I wrote the story some years ago while I
was under thie influence of Leiber, Bradbury, eand Benet. When I submitted it to Paul ,
he accepted it with reservations. In other words, he was confused. He suggested that
I might rewrite it and clear up & few points. This seemed like & good idea. The fact
remains that I am a lazy SOB, in other words a typical fan, and I never Jid rewrite it
for hime Its appearance in the Nov.~Jan. igsue of F-F thus came as a complete and ut~
ter surprise to me» I was both pleased and embarrassed. Embarrassed because the sto-
ry is a confused messe. A8 it stands, I know what's going on but the readers do not—-—~
a situation which should not be allowed to happen. Rather than offer you my full ex—
planation of PHOKE, I offer you my 2pology instead. Ghu forgive me« 75 Toby Duane's
COLIN .ND THE LEPRECHAUR waswell-written and capably handled. Ken Krueger's SOLUTION
T-400 was an amusing play on words. The best item was Ll Leverentz! TARRY THOU HERE,
which though unoriginal, was masterfully pilled-off. INTRANSIGEANT impressed me with
its Nietzschean bitterness. Can't say that I agree with him... Vho gives a feint, un-
heated Jdamn whether sf if "respectabld or not? If I went to read something respectable
I can turn to D@Btoyevsky, Balzac, Dickens, Hardy, or even Nietzsches i4is for the song
RUDOLFH——well I can't stand it either, but not for the same reason. The song just is
no good—it stinkse. The majority of commercial songs do. I listened to this tripe
all my life and it had no apparent affect on mes I just outgrew it. Now instead of
the current Hit Parade, it's Brahms, Bruckner, hiahler, Handel, Ni¢lsen, Strauss, etc.
-—-larry Saunders, 170 Washington .ivenue, Stamford, Connecticute.

Cheerio: ibout the matter of .1 Leverentz' red-nosed raindeer. This is a version of
Rudolph's birth that I picked up somevherc, I don't remember just where, but it sounds
only too truee You might check with Bob Bloch-— he's in the advertising business and
will probably know the scorc. 777 iy understanding is that the song was_deliberately

written a few Christmasses ago to promote Seard-Roebuck merchendise. /im inclined to
think it was liontgomery Wargd rather than Sears—I can remember when the first rash of
that Rudolph bilge ceame oute——Ed./ Some bright advertising genius sold that company



a package deal: a song to do the plugging, and "Rudolph" toys, books, soap, clothing,
etce It worked very well, too, with perhaps hundreds of Shdusemdscofhdollars worth
of junk being palmed off on the kids and their helpless parents. #75% That sort of
promoting is done all the time to sell many products. When one of George Palls in—
terplanctary movies, VWHEN WORLDS COLLIDE, was being readied for the theatcrs, one of
the movie trade journals I subscribe to rcported that Paramount had arranged to plant
an article on how the picture was made, in ASTOUNDING. And that's just what happen—
dd. &t least, fricnd Campbell printed ite 735 Meonwhile, they've got a new picture
coming up next kay, WAR OF TER WCRLDS, and the publicity men arc bust again. Onc of
them has bcen in contact with me, getting names and addresscd of both pro and fan
magazines, so there's no telling what kind of propaganda barrago is about to come our
wayl —--Bod Tucker, P.O. Box 702, Bloomington, Illinois.

Decar Bob: I'm a little confuscdbbout the Lovecraft Collectors' Library. On the con-

tents page of F-F it states that onc volume has been published and there arc six morc |

to go, the sct to soll for $2.25. On page 18, it says thc set will consist of six
volumes and scll for $1.20. I'3d like to get the sot, but..e.well, could you clcar up
the confusion? 4nd what about GROTESQUE? I'd likc to sub, but how much 3docs it cost
and how ofton is it publishcd?—Richard Billings, 610 E. Strecet, Korth Vilkesboro,
iijorth Carolina.

/The truc stato of affairs with regard to the Lovccraft Library is as follows: therc
aro scven volumes in the set, onc of which has been publishcd and a sccond of which
is about to appcars Pricc for thc sot of scven ie $2¢25, or 35¢ per volume if pur-
chascd scparatcly. As for GROTESCUE: as was statcd in F-F, the magazinc is now dc—
funct, duc to the induction of the cditor into the srmy. The first thrcc issucs of
the magazine, however, arc still available from the cditor of FiAN-F/RE @ 50#. Take
it from us, they arc well worth gettingl-—Ed./

Dcar Bob: On thc pleasant sidc of the lcdger, the fiction. .4 PHONE IS RINGING——a
rathcer cxccllontly intcgrated yarn. 4 ccrtain resource of technique and imagination
definitcly presente TAREY THOU HERE-——wcll Jonc. heybe I had better say no more, cx-
cept that to the best of my knowlcdge my rcason for the placing of this story is eh#
tircly acsthctice COLIN & THE LEPRECEAUN—clcvere SOLUTION T-400—this is a story?
The titlc was good cnough as a pun, but that was ebout thc best part of the wholc
thing. ### Now for thc CiT. If this worc the only communication I cover rcccived from
Al Lovercntz (dircct or indirect), I would think him a terriblc fellow indccd. det—
ually, he sccms to be & rather nice guy. However, I can't let a challenge of this
nagnitude go by without some response. Case I3 My reaction is entirely wrong. Con—
clusion: Al was edusing entirely too much from my short remarks, and his lack of ac-
guaintance with my personality at the tims. Case II: ..l is completely wrong. Con-
clusions cfe my remerks in preceding F.N-FiRE. I probably erred in the direction of
charity. Case III: .rticle fails insofar as it led to individual interpretations on
the part of the reader—interpretations which vere false, but pleasel not malicious-
ly so. Conclusion: i1 errs by excess in his reaction. This I think is the most pro-
btable. There may be many more positions, but I think I've covered the ground suffic-
ientlys Now that the fiery one is in the lirmy, it may not be just to get the last
word by default, but there seemed no other course. I trust ..1 Leverentz will forgive
me. —Keran O'Brien, 186-29 Avon Road, Jamaica 32, New Yorke.

s



