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FINALE

Fhis, the February 1935 number, is
the last iswue of THE FANTASNY
FAN. The life of ‘TFF has extended
over exactly ane and a half years—since
September 1933, and during that ime
we have learned that there are not
enough lavers ol weird fiction who are
interested enough in the subject to pay
for a fan magazine. We may call itan
experiment that failed. We have done
everything in our power to keep TFF
fram going on the rocks, bul our worst
fears have been realtzed. Our printer,
a fantasy fan himself, pave his services
for an amount far below thar charged
by athers sothat TFF could exist from
the first, but a steady increase in well-
paying jobs has deprived him of the
time he usually devoted to printing it.

Qur greatest regret is the necessity
of brezkingoff H. P. Lavecrait’s **Su-
pernatural Horror in Literature'” in the
middle af it. [Dozens of shont stories,

puems, weird articles and columns will
have to he returned o the authors.
Woeiters who wuuld like their unpub-
lished material to be turned aver to the
editors of Funtasy Magazine vhould ad-
vise us of it, all ather contribuions to
be mailed back before May first.
Subscribers can help us and them-
selves at the same time if they will ac-
cept back numbers of 'I'F) in payment
for the future issucs that they cannot
receive. This will lighten the burden
upun the editor who has alrcady losta
couple of hundred dollars in the ven-
ture, and will provide readers with the
issucs they missed or duplicates of those
they have. In the latter case, they will
hnd that backissues of TFF are steadily
increasing in value. The first issue,
September 1933, which is out of stock
long ago, now markets for a value be-
tween SU cents and 51. per copy.
Prices ol hack numbers are as follows:
Oct., Dec., 1933, Jan., Feb., Mar.,
{continued on page 96)



X2 THE
SUPERNATURAIL HORROR
IN LITERATURE
by H. 1. lowecrafc
(copynght 1927 by W._ Paul Cook!
Pann  Seventeen

Many of Hawrhoee's shorter tales
exhihit weirdness, cither of atmospere
or of incident, to a remarkuhle depree.
“Fdward Randolph’s Porrait,” in
“Legends af the Provinee House,™
has irs diabolic moments. *“I'he Min-
wter's Black Veil' tfounded on an ac-
tual incident) and "*'The Ambutious
CGuest'' imply much more than they
state, whilst ““Ethan Brund' "—a frag-
ment of 4 lunper wark never completed
—riscs o genuine heights af ¢osmic
fear with i1s vignette of the wild hall
country and the blazing, desolate lime-
kilns, and irs delincation of 1the Byranie
““unpardonahie sianer,”’ whase troub-
led life endswith a peal of fearful laugh-
1er 10 the night as he secks rest amidst
the Hames of the furmace. Sume of
Hawthorne's notes tell of weird (ales
he wauld have writtens had he lived
longee—an especially vivid plat being
that concerning a batlling stranger whao
appeared now and then public assem-
blies, and who was at lust fallowed
and found to come and po from a
very ancient prave.

But foremost as a finished, artiste
unit among all our authar’s weird sna-
terial is the famows and exquiritely
wrought novel, *"The House of the
Seven Gables,™ in which the relent-
less working vut of an ancestral curse
15 developed with astonishing power
agzinst the sinisterbackground of a very
ancivent house—ane of those peaked
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Ciathie affairs which formed 1the first
revular buttding-up of aur New  Fng-
land coust rmwns, but which gave way
after the seventeenth century ta the
more familiar gambrel-ronfed or classic
Geargian types now known as ' Cal-
O these ald pabled Gothie
houses scarcely a dozen are to be seen
todday in their opiginal condition thru-
out the Upited Sates, bur ane well-
known 1a Hawthorne snil stands in
Turner Mrect, Salem, and » pointed
aut with doubiful authority as the scene
and inspiration ot the romance. Such
an ediice, with s speceeal peaks, is

onial

clustered c‘hlmnt'_\'.\. LY nwrhnnumg
secomd story, its grotesgque corner-brac-
kets, and s diamaond-paned Lnice
windows, 15 indeed an objece well-cal-
culated i evobe sombre reflections;
typilying as 1t dies the dark Puritan
age ol concealed horror and wirch-whis-
pers which preceded the heauty, r12-
twmality, and spaciuusness of the eigh-
teenth century, Hawthome saw many
in his youth, and knew the hlack tules
connected with wome of them. He
heard, ton, many rumours of 4 curse
upon his vwn line as the result of his
great- grandizther’s acverity as a wiich-
crult judge in H2,

From this settitig came the tnmonrnal
ale—New England's greatest coniri-
butian 1o weird htersaure—and we can
feel in an instant the authenticity of
the aimosphere presented tous. Steal-
ity horror and disease lusk within the
weather-blackencd, moss—crusted, and
elm-shadowed walls of the archaic
dwelling sa vividly displayed, und we
grasp the brooding malignity of the
place when we read that 1ts huilder—
old Colunel Pyncheon—inatched the
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Lind with peculiar ruthlessness from
its original seatler, Matthew Maule,
whom he condemned to the gallows
as a wizard in the vear ol the panic.
Maule died cursing old Pyncheon—
**God will give him blood to dreink"
—und rhe waters of the old well on
the serzed land wrned hitter. Maule's
carpenter son cansented to build the
great gahled house far his father's
triumphant enemy, but the old Colo-
nel died strangely an the day of us
dedication.  Then followed genera-
tions af odd vicisstedes, with gueer
whispers about the dark powers of
the Maules, and peculiar and some-
times terrible ends hefalling the i’yn-
cheons.

The overshadowing malevolence of
the ancient home—almaost as alive as
Poe's House af Usher, tha in subtler
way—npervades the tale as a2 recurrent
motif pervades an operatic tragedy;
and when the main story is reached,
we behaold the modern Pyncheons in
a pitiahle state ol decay. Poor old
Hepzibah, the eccentric reduced gen-
tlewoman; childiike, unforunate Clif-
ford, just relcased from undeserved
imprisunment; sly treacherous
Judge Pyncheon, who is the old Cul-
onel all aver apain—all these figures

and

are tremendous symbols, and are well
matched by the stunred vegetation and
anaemic fowls in the parden. It was
almost a pity to supply s fairly happy
ending, with a upion of sprightly
Phaebe, cousin znd last scion of the
Pyncheons, to the prepassessing young
man who turns out to be the last of
Maules.  This union, presumably,
cnds the curse. Hawthorne avoids all
violence of diction or muvement, and
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keeps his implications al terror well
terror well in the background; but ac-
casional glimpses amply serve tn sus-
ain the mood and redeem the wark
from pure allegarial aridity . Incidents
like the bewitching of Alice Pyncheon
in the early eighteenth century, and
the spectral music of her harpischord
which precedes a death in 1he family
—the latter a variant of an immemor-
ial type of Aryan myth—Ilink the activn
directly with the supernarural; whilst
the dread nocturnal vigil of ald Judge
Pyncheon in the ancient parlaur, with
hix frighefully ticking watch, is stark
harror of the most poignam and gen-
uine sort, The way in which rhe
Judge's death is first adumbrared by
tle mations and sniffing of a stranpe
cut outside the window, lang hefore
the fact 15 suspected either hy the
resder or by any of the characters, is
a struke of genius which Poe could
not have surpassed. [ater the strange
cat watches intently ourside that samc
window 1n the night and on the nexe
day, for—something. It is clearly the
psychopomp of primeval myth, fired
and adapted with infinite definess o
its latter-day setting

But Hawthomne left no well-dined
literary posterity.  His mood and ani-
tude belonged to the age swhich closed
with him, and 1t 1s the spirit of Poe—
who so clearly and realistically under-
stoed the natural bassis of the horror-
appeal and the carrect mechanics of
its achievements—which survived and
blossomed.  Among the earliest of
earliest of Poc's disciples may be rec-
koned the brilhant young lrishman
Fite-James O' Brien (1828-1862) who

became npaturalized as an American
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GLEANINGS

by Lounis C. Smith

| promuse to write an article ahout
that Great High God among fantasy
authors, M. P. Shiel; much of the
best science-fantasy, trom a [terary
standpoint, has been writen by him.
Anyway, when you read *“The Pur-
ple Cloud,” *"Dr. Krasinaki's Sceret’”
“This Above All" or any af the
uther twa score novels penned by
him, such littie matters as scientihe
Accuriacy heud
{which does not by any mezns imply

never cnter your
that his science 1s nor correct 16 the
N'th degree). A hypnoust with
words s J\l P. Shiel.

Aud he is—and has been—almost
as much =a

sume  of

Heaven-barn genius as
the charucters he weaves
thsough the pages of his novels. He
is Huene with a hall dozen languages,
is literally a master of all sciences,
writes in a biinding, complicated style
no one else on Earth could imitate—
much less create'—and has written as
many hooks as Haggard, Burroughs,
and a few others combined. Ar 12
he wrate 2 novel; at 14, printed a
newspaper; and at 15, wrate novels
{ar serialization 1n large public papers.

l.ester Anderson, fantastiac extra-
ardinary of Hayward, Califorma, s
{ortunate enuuph to count himself a
very good friend and correspondent
of the lexicographical {(hah') Clark
Ashron Smith.

Speaking of whom: Smith and H.
P. Lovecraft are ureat friends, by
cortespondence.  Luovecraft relers o
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CLAS as "My good old friend and
correspondent, Klarkash-Ton, Heir-
vphant of Atlanus and High-Priest of
Tsathogpua, '’

Agamn Bram Stoker! His latest 10
chance my way 18 ""The Jowel of
Seven Stars.”" With cvery reading of
this English weird-tale master; 1 am
serzed 10 profound melancholia, de-
sparring the fact that he did not live
anothet twenty vears, 1o pen anothar
scare novels. Not content with being
a master of superb plor {(involved plol
too!) Stoker went to exquisite pains
to nstill that wltra-weird and chilling
sense of the unresl so characteristic
of hie work.

Iy "“Jewel of the Seven Stars,” he
»pins a yarn of Kgypuan queens who
wicld a strange and powerful inAuence
over the lives of presemi-day people;

{continued on page 95)

Supernatural Horror in Literature
{continued from previous issue)
and perished honourably in the Civil
War. It is he who pave us “* What
Woas 102" the Rrst well-shaped shart
stary of a tangible hut invisible being,
and the prototype of de Maupassant's
““Horla;™" he alsu who created the in-
imitable “*Diamond Lens,'’ in which
4 young microscopist falls in love with
s maiden of an inhAnitesimal world
which he has discovered in a drop of
water. ()'Brien’s carly death unbouh-
tedly deprived us af some masteriu!
talex of strangeness and terror, though
his pemus was not, properly speaking,
of the same titan quality which char-

acterized Poc and Hawthorne.
([scontinued Ac ‘This Puint)
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The Slanting Shadow

by

Mr. Abner Follansbee, investugator
for the Society for Psychic Research,
stopped his car to peer out into the
Wisconsin woods. Vo his companion
he said, “"This is apparently the place,
Fred. Therc's a sipn oft to one side.
Pretty well shot. ‘Kroll's Inn'. Let's
gce that young lady’s letter again.’

Fred Teany took a lerter from his
inner coat pucket and thrust 1t toward
Follansbee, who opened it and regard-
ed the scrawled writing dubiously.

**Probably just another wild goase
chase,”” he said presently. *'Looks to
me more like 3 matter for the palice.
The girl's guardian, Uriah Kroll, dis-
appeared over a year ago—and since
then his room has heen very strange.

August

That's all st amounts ta. 1 suppose
the young lady thinks she's got a ghost
on her hands.”"

The younger man smiled. “‘Some-
thing about a shadow, isn’t there?""

“Yes. "There's a queer shadow on
the bed in his room when the moon
shines,” she writes. 'l can't under-
stand it. Ieshouldn’t be there." That's
all.”

“Very lucid,” commented Tenny
laconically.

The inn itself was a quiet little housa
of stane, hugging the ground in the
middle of a clearing not very far from
the heavily wooded roadside. A flap-
stone walk led up to a low stone porch,
where the key to the front doar lay
under the mat, just where Miss Har-
riet Sears had said it would be in her

W,

Derieth

letter to Fallanshee.

As he bent to unlock the door, Fal-
lanshee said, "*At least we can thank
goodness we're alone. Miss Sears is-
n't likely to come hursting in an us at
all hours of the night=—she vawedshe'd
never aet foot inside the building unul
we'd settled that shadow business ™’

He threw the door apen on a short
hallway lending directly into a low,
raftered suting-room, inta which Fol-
lansbee immediately strode, followed
by his companion. The room was
comfortably and well furnished with
antique pieces. The chairs were cur-
iouslycarved and obviously hand-made.
Follansbee, howaever, wasted no tume
in the siming-room, but led the way
into another, smaller room, and around
into a farge bedrioom in the southeast
corner of the building.

‘This was the room which had been
occupied by Uriah Kroll, prior to his
disappearance, as described in Mis
Sears' letter. It was a large, oddiy
furnished room, with a bed against the
south wall, 2nd a single chair next 10
it, the north wall of the room aext the
door being occupied hy what appeared
ta he work-bench. Follansbee, having
loocked curserily at the hed, went over
to the hench and bent above it.

Tenny came over and stood at his
side.

“"What do you make of iti"" Fal-
lansbee asked.

“*Quecr outht,”” Tenny replied.
“*Looks as if he might have been blow-
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ing glass, doesn't it?"'

Follanshee bent and took up a hook.
"WWell, lunk at this.”" he said in scr-
ptise. “Arbarel’s Treatise on Magic."

“Yes,”" supplemented Tenny ex-
citedly, ''and see here—he's wur 2 tri-
dent, and incense, and oils—why, he
dubbled in magic!"’

**No doubt ol it,”" assented Follans-
bee gravely.

He put the hook down and exam-
ined the instruments on the bench.
He chuckled oddly to himself, held up
a magical diagram made on 2 sheet of
stff paper, and smiled at it with Tean-
ny. Then he wroed away, looked
once more about the room, and said,
"IN you brought the lunch kit, we'll
eat. T'he sun’ll go down in abowm
three—quarters of an haur, and the
moon’ll be up shonly after. \We might
a3 well be ready.”

"\What's the procedure?"’

"We sleep here—nice, comfertable
double bed, a5 far as | can see,’’ re-
plied Fullanshee,

Lunch eaten, the two investigators
returned to the bedroom where they
were to sleep. I'he moon had already
risen, so lang had they sat in the kit-
chen, but it was not yer throwing its
light through the single window ra the
south. Faollanshee and Tenny sat talk-
ing for the better part of an hour.

It was the older man wha first nu-
ticed that the moonlizht had reached
the counterpane of the bed. " There
we are,”” he said.  ““Now fur the
shadow. "’

They satlor a few minutesinsilence,
while the light of the muon crept in a
parallclogram across the counterpane.
But there was na shadow save the sha-
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dow 2 tree, a few beunches ol which
dipped into the moonhighr.

Presently Follanshee rose and went
in some irritation over to the bed and
stoad lovking down at the paich of
moonlight.  ""Bamy 2s can be,”" he
murmured, ohviously refernng to Miss
Harriet Scars.

Tenny, who had dnifted to his side,
said suddenly, “‘what a funny angle
thase branches ha\fc!“

Follansbee bent abruptly closer. ' As
it they were coming from above,” he
murmurmed. *fiut look here—they're
not just branches—they're like a forest
of little trees, and what udd spines
for leaves!"'

Suddenly he whirled 10 the window .
"Oh, now | sce,”” he said harshiy.
““There's ma tree af amy bind beyand
the windeu ("

“Nor anything to make that <ha-
dow,”” added Tenny.

They stood fur afew moments seru-
tinizing the plass and luoking through
it into the clearing outside.  The line
of 1rees o the somth was too far for
any shadow to reach the house; the
trees were shadowed inan uneven line
acruss the clearing below. Then they
returned to the bed and stood looking
down at the counterpane.

"“Well, there has 10 he some ex-
planatien,”" said Tenny.

Follansbee nadded. ""But 1 don't
get it,”" he said. Then he stopped
abruptly, staring down at the parallel-
vpram of moonlight widening eyes.

‘Fenny fullowed the older man's
startled gaze.

There, inthe moonlight, was atiny,
moving shadow—ashadow only slight-
Iy over twu inches in height, moving



February, 1935, THIE
with incredible rapuliey, yer achieving
no distance in the parallelogram of
maoonlight—the Rgure of 2 man!

Back and forth #t ran within a space
50 small that it might have been cover-
ed by the extended palm of a hand.
The two men stared In growing a-
mazement, Then Fallansbee turned
to the winduw again.  But there was
nothing there—nuthtug on the glass,
nathing agamst the glass outside, no-
thing Hying against the moonlight in
the sky.

Hec wened back 1o the bed. The
shadow was stll there. He bemt,
peering intently. The incredible sha-
dow was running wildly, this way and
that, its tiny arms outflung, its spindle-
legs moving rapidly upon the counter-
pane, a thing alive, yet wihout sub-
gtance.

*‘Good God,"" muttered ‘I'enny at
last. “'It’'s a2 man—it's a live man.
But whera is hel’

"I don’t know,”" Follansbee jerked
out.

He stood for a few moments more,
his fascination for the usbelievable
shadow holding him there; then he
swung away and went over to the
wark-bench, where he lit 2 lamp and
began to thumb swildly through a group
of the old bouks lying carelessly aban-
doned there.

Tenny followed, asking, *'Can |
help?*

Ihe older man nodded. *‘Check
up nn all references to magical designs
in these books,” he said.
an idea.

ullvc Fot
I don't know what's in t,
hut it's worth trying.””

It wa. Follansbee who found what
they soupht. “"Here it i8,"" he said
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suddenly. *‘Nlagical designs on glass.
It's been marked up by sumeone, taa
Parts of it are
llegible, but the sense of it can be
mitde out. Third paragraph down n
the second colummn.”’

Tenny bent to read the printed lines
on the vellow page:

—Kroll, moxst likely.

““Certain mages have hrought int
being wardsaf glass—invisible in glass,
the objects of such consistency that
though they cannat be seen in the light
of the sun, they are shadowed by the
moon.. . The glass is of no ordinary
kind, but must he specially made. And
the creatures to be placed there may
be drawn fram the mindor from life.""

“Yuusee? vutin Follanshee, draw-
ing the hoak away. '"That's whar he
was dutng—hut something happened.
He tried 1t on himself, and vanished "’

Tenny turned astonished eyves on
the glass in the windew.

Follansbev abruptly left the work-
bench and, poing over to the window,
raised 1. “It's the upper pane we
want,  he murmured. ‘It must be
broken—there's no other way. lur
be careful thur 21l the pieces fall into
the room."'

As he spoke, the older man pulled
down the upper half of the window .
Then he drew the curain down out-
side the glass, and 1nto the raom apain
bl‘lﬂ“’.

“All nght,”
Fred.”

Tenny rapped sharply against the
glass of the upper pane. h did not
break. He struck it harder with the
trident from the work bench.  Still it
did not break. T'hen he smashed inta
it with all his strengin.

he said. “*Break it,

The glass
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hroke into ieredibly small fragments
that slichered down the drawn curtain
to the Hoor.

Follansbee let the curain snap up.
Looking down, he and Tenny exclaim-
ed simultancously. The window lay
in silver fragments on the carpet in
the moonlight that stretched to the
bed—htut beyond the fragments ran a
tiny dark shadow, of substance now.

“"Good God!'" breathed Follanshee
hoarsely.  “'The dimensioms didn's
changeld"’

“I's Kroll," <id Teany. He
swooped to serze hold of the bgure on
the carper, but at that moment it dis-
appeared under the bed. He sank 1a
his knees.  “Kroll!"' he shouted.
*“Came out, Krali?’

Vhere was a vague scuttening noise
beneath the bed.

Fullansbee came tn his knees at
Fenny’s side and pecred into the
moonltduskbeneath the bed. "' Kroll**
he whispered woftly. Turning abrupt.
Iv, he said to Tenny, *Get over an
the uther side. He's skirting the wall
toward the door.”’

Tenny moved to vbey.

Then suddenly there came a quick
rustle, a dark shadow launched itself
from the wall upon the 1wo-inch fig-
ure that crept toward the door, there
way a shrill squeal, a tny human
scream, and abrupt, unnatural silence.

A rar”' whispered Fallansbee
shakily.  “"Afy Ged?

He got up unsieadily and lonked
down at the bed. The moonlighr lay
unbroken on the counterpane.

The End

KARLOFF'S MONSTER

by Foreest |, Ackerman

An interview ol exlreme interest
to fantasy filmr fans was thar of Boris
KurluBl with Jimmie Fidler over the
sir on the " Hollywood on the A"
progiam carlier v the year. Karioff
spoke: "'l vhall create a2 Monster like
Frunkenstein’s. No brain=just a huge
creature which shall guard against re-
porters and uterviewers. Connect
the clectirodes'” A smap.  ““'Throw
the swiiches™" A crackling of elec-
ricny. And Karloff, crying: “*It lives

it muves!. .t lives.. Karlof's mon-
ster LIVEST"  Then the Monster
spake=—with the voice of Jimmie Fid-
ler, the interviewer. “*Alas"'—Kar-
loft wax i despair; *“1 Aaee created 3
Frankenstein monster: it's 2 fan mag-
azine wiiter'”'  And Jimmic Fidler
then proceeded to question  him.
Proving himsell ta be unything bwt
vne of the many monsters he has
portrayed,  William  Henry  Prate
(knawn on the screen as the man
from  Karloffornia who is sure to
never Boris) stated in a private word
addressed 10 his admirers that he
ereatly appreciated all their letters,
and that he wax always pgrateful for
critscism feceived of his work.

His next pictures will be “*Frank-
enstein Lives Again!™ A Trip ta
Mars," ““The Woerewali of Lon-
don,” and "“The Raven."
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The Legacy

by Kenneth

My friend, Frederick Brown, and
| are lawyers. lawyers ofien come
up against strange cases: but the case
that Brown had a~while ago, was the
nddest and by far the most weird 1
have ever heard of.

Brown and | were lunching togeth-
er ane noosi, when the subject was
broached ol the peculiar things thu
one sometimes mects up with.

“James,"" said Fred, *'You never
had anything happen ta you that can
campare with a certain case of mine;
I'll wager an un.”"

““Shoot,” 1 said.  “'let's have an
carful. What'< it all abour?”’

1 had a legacy,”" he hegan with-
out hesitation, “'a few weeks ago,
that was void 10 all concerned unless
it was signed by ane man.  All athers
invulved had attached their signatures
to the documients. Bur, Opgleman’s
—that was his name—was missing.

““You mean the Ogleman that died
a shurt time ago?™" | broke in.

"The same,” Brown admonished.
*'1 must hasten to add,”" he went on,
“that a time limit was setr, on this
certain day, in which the signatures
must be obiained. Ogleman was not
in town.

*“The final limit was set for 8 P,
M. For days, before the last one ar-
rived, my client had ‘me sending ow
feelers in all directions trying to con-
tact this one man. “T'he evening he-
fore the fnal day, | at last got in touch
with him, and he pramised to come

B. Pritchard

without delay. He wired back that he
would leave in the morning as he was
situated ina place where transportation
lacilitics were natthe heat. Al [ could
do then, was wair.

“Ten o'clock the next morning 1
Oepleman had
heen struck by a speeding aurn. But
as | read funher, | realized that the
man would arrive anyway. His con-

received o relepram

dition | did not know, as the mesvage
had imparted no more than the 1wo
facts 1've already given.

"It was hall past seven that even-
ing that the missing man showed up
at my client's home, He was quite a
sight, | ean assure you."

My friend paused as though o re-
Heet upon the wnusuval scene. His
eyes widened for a moment in sudden
horroe, und then he continued in his
regular manner.

*1 found myself looking a1 him as
I shook hi one good hand. The
other arm was in a sling that had been
hastily made. His head had a bandage
around it, and his face was white; al-
most the colar of several patches ad-
hering to a1,

"My elient shook hands with him
ako. "(lad you came, Ogleman,’ he
said, "'Kverything depends on you,
you know "'

" Yes," said Ogleman as he relin-
quished his hand, ‘1l know that the
legacy must be signed.”

“Iis voice seemed strangely hol-
low and unnatural, and there was an
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unreal apprarance about the man.

““He turncd 1o mc. 1 shuddered
somewhat at the bits of blood that
had caked on the bandages. ‘We
must hurry,” he said, ‘The time s
short. Have yau the papers ready?
he asked eagerly.

"*Yei," I replied, ‘evervthing is
ready. Come over ta the table with
me. There is a chair there, and you
can sit down and sign.'

"1 felt that he would callapse 1f he
did nut be scated soon.

"I handed him the pen, and gave
him the papers, showing him where
to sign.  Being hurt as he was, it was
very difficult for him to write. How-
ever, he managed ta scraw! his name
on the last sheer. Al was legal,
then.

“1 took the pen from his hand and
ratd, “Now i is done. There won't
he any more trauble overit.' 1 some-
how forced a smile.

**My client beamed approvinply.
But Ogleman never stirred. | lovked
at him. He pitched forward on the
table. | was ereatly alarmed and has-
tened my client to summon a doctor.

“"Ogleman was deud!"'

“I've heard of tales like thar he-
fare,”" | remarked dryly.

“*Maybe.”" rejoined Brown, *'But
the docter said chat Ogleman had
been dead for ten hours'”

The End

FANTAMY FAN, February, 1935
WITHIN THE CIRCLE
by F. lee Baldwin

A. Merntt 15 contemplating 1 sequel
to ““Thru the Dragon Glass.'

Robent Bluch recemly sold his se-
cond story to WT ., Tule: “The
Feast in the Abbey."”

. P. Luovecralt 1s wurking on a
tale called “ I'he Shaduw Qui of
Time.”

Adolph de Castra, authar of “The
Last Tear’™ and "*The Electric Exe-
cutioner,” Is 74 years old, a graduate
of Bonn, and master of 7 languages.
He has had published work of undoub-
ted :imporance. Some of his unpub-
iished books are of great patentizl in-
terest and value... . He lived in Meai-
co from 1922 to 1925 and had inter-
views with Villa and his generals n
1923; from wham he derived an ac-
coaunt of the end of his associate and
colleague Ambrose Bierce at the hand
ol these revolutionists. "Fhere are
three slightly differing reports as to
Bieree's death, all of which are prob-
ably carelessly rransmitted variants of
the actual faces. 1de Castro’s uriginal
name is Gustav Adolf Danziger—he
changed it during the World War,
taking the name of a remote Spanish
ancestor. He came to America in
1886 and was x dentist for a leng
period. Albo pursued politics to some
extent and was American consul at
Maudrid for a ttme. The piece of
work he did with Bierce was translae-

{continucd on pape 96)
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The Mirror

(Annals of the Jinns - 9)

by R. H.

Upon a certain day in the year of
the Plague of Dragons, the Emperor
of Yondath held count in his ancient
palace above the erypts. Many of his
subjects had come from sheer curiosi-
ty, and when he cast sentence wupon
Khalda, at least two of the more
squeamish shuddered. For he had
condemned the sorcerer Khalda m
the tortures of the Green Fungi, and
of course every one knew what meant.
Even if they had been obtuse ar ip-
norant of the ways of the torturers in
the subterranean rooms, the austere
and saturnine look upon the face of
His Majesty would have implied much
that was not pleasant.

But Khalda, the only pupil of the
wise one Valnar, stood scornfully he-
fore the throne and gave no sign of
terror, although his doom was a fah-
led and terrible one. He even can-
trived an ironic obeisance before they
took him away. The two ugly slaves
that held him exchanged significant
looks as they silently led him out of
the porgeously-hung room. “Then
those who had gathered began to de-
part, and many resolved nat ta anger
their ruler after that.

Khalda's crime, it had been pro-
claimed, was that of high sacrilege.
Not only had he sought through an-
cient and unwholesome magic the
creation of artificial life, but he had

Barlow

spat upon the greenstone feet of the
great 1dol in the market place, and
asserted that the deity was impotent
and its priests humbug.  Perhaps this
iconoclastic behavior was regretted by
Khalda, since his destination was naot
pleasant to contemplare, but he gave
no sign as the slaves led him thraugh
a series of connccted chamhers. Fach
of these dimly-lit rooms was more an-
cient in appearance than the one pre-
ceding, and after he had rraversed
same dozen, the very bricks of the
wall were so slimy with old moss that
they emitted a noxious odour. Like-
wise the passages grew steadily darker.

legend 10ld of the things tha lay
beneath the palace, and of the Head
Torturer Malyat that had dwelt in his
crypt for untold years without being
geen by man. It was said that his face
was obscured from even his victims,
by an ancient and grotesque mask.
On this Khalda reflectec asthe guards
paused ta light their tapers at a scance
tipped by a pool of sulphurous flame
that seethed and boiled endlessly. He
wondered at this, fur no tracks dis-
turbed the settled dust, yet the torch
was as if newly kindled. Guided now
by this melancholy light, they descend-
ed again, their torch but little dispell-
ing the gloom. In this manner they
made their waytoward the lower cham-
bers. Khalda wondered at the lzbor
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that must have poune ino chiseling
these chambers from the rock, and at
the ponderous ornamental masonry
that remained yot immovahle after so
long a time.

At lenpth they came to an ulumate
passape [roming a huge doar af iron
curiously decarated and covered with
the patina ol acans. This appcated
most formidable o the prisoner. [t
was upan this anctent portal that the
ruards smate with their clanging hraz-
en swords and then rctircd, leaving
Nhalda alone. He wondered what
evil thing would appecar as he saw the
door slowly apening.

Then, in a terrible silence that his
shrieks did not whally dispel, 2 metal
prajectinn pot unhke a tenacle rhy-
thmicaily emerged, swayed a moment,
and wrapped itselfl about him.

And he was drawn into the cham-
ber of '.\lalyal

Four cycles af the crimson moon
elapsed before rumours found their
way to the cars of the emperor. A
1zle was told of the last creation of
the sorcercr, 3 masterpicce of malign
sorcery, that had escaped destruction
by the zealuts of the preenstone pod.

It was said that all the work of
Khalda was evil, but that this last
creation was supteme. Even unto his
last days he had labared and expended
his talents upon a certain mirror of
strange desipn. No man knew the
purpuse for which it was shapen; but
it was certain that Khalda had not
constructed it for the dubivus vanity
of reflecting his withered visage. The
polished glass in it had come from the
subterzanean artizans of Saaldac, and
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it was polished and silvered by deviaus
means. And the {frame was of chony
strangely wrought with a monstroos
carving.
this, yet nonc knew ns precise where-
abouts, and the rales could hnd no

definite origin.

Cireatr skill had pone inin

Sa the Fmperor had scrolls letrered
in the heiroglyphs of the land, and
these were posted zbout the capitol
And

they suid that anv man that could pre-

and all the outlying provinces.

duce this nuerar would have a reward
hestowed upon him.

At first theee came many with false
claims, but a supplementary praclam-
ation was issued, to the efAect that im-
posters would be painfully disposed
of, and thereafier the ruler was lile
annoyed.

Hut irr time there came an' ancient
vne, unbelievably hhthy, and clad n
garments of odorous antuuny.  His
face was hideously wrinkied, yet 1t
held a certain inscrutabled wisdom.
I'his repulsive being came unto the
palace gates and demanded entrance
And the guards at frst laughed, and
then grew angry, and would have run
him through wuh their long lances,
had not the Emperor intervened and
For
he had heard the commotion and be-

called upon his men 1o desist.
came curious. [hus admittance was
pranted 1o the begparly person, and
he entered as if he had expected this
from the stact.

In dignity he went, and buwed he-
fore the throne, strangely incongrous
amid the rnichly clad servants that
shrank from hun in repugnance. Fhe
make

Emperor's dwarf saught to

mock of the foul being, and ralled
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completely off his cushion in gales of
false amusement; but he saw the eyves
of the stranger and siraightway climb-
ed back, mumbling in a surly tone ro
himself,

The Emperor bade him state his
mission, and the old one spoke In a
manner remarkable for one so un-
couth, saying, ~'| have hrought the
object you desire.””

With great interest, the Fmperor
bade him display i1, but the old one
refused, stating in tones of cenainy
that he wished to make a few obser-
vations Hirst

“‘| might press my claim,” obser-
vaed the Emperor, somewhat amused
by this effantery.

"1 helieve | have likewise the right
of naming my price,”’ supgested the
old man.

“Truly,’”” assented his majesty,
“*hut first tell me, what is this mir-

ror?”

““It is the mirror of Truth.”' was
the rcply.

““A prenty allegory,”” remarked the
Menarch, and senled back.

So it was, the unclean person spoke
freely in the caurt of the ruler.

“Yau will recall that this mirror
was canstructed by a certzin sorcerer,”’
he began in anunpleasant tone. “*And
you will alsa recall that this sorcerer
did you a grear service once...did he
not, AMajesty?”

The Emperor lunked startled, and
then very prave. i

“He did...but how came you to
know of this?"'
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| shall elucidate when the time
has come. Likewise, did yaou promise

certain things to this sorcererin return
for his labors?*’

I"he eyes smoldered
with secret fury, but he said nothing.

““This you ignored, and some
moans apone had the wonderworker
— I believe he was referred to as a
blasphemer in the sentencing — this
man you had hrought before you and
sent to the terrible rortuees of Mal-
yat. Am | not correct?’”

Emperor's

““That is common knowledye,”
asserted the ruler, uneasily.

**And he was taken 10 his doom?”’
"My slaves seldom fail me.”"

"I am grateful o your majesty, lur
truth was essential. | have the mir-

ror here,”” said the ald one, abruptly.
*‘\What wish you in return?”

ad . .
It is yours—my payment will be
given me in due time."”

And as the Emperor leaned {or-
ward, the man announced his identity
and drew back his tamered robe, re-
vealing the horror that lay beneath.

Then as the Emperor gazed in fas-
cinated repulsion, Khalda drew forth
the mirror, with its strangely shapen
bandle, and held it up that all mighe
see,

And when the ruler looked thete-
in, no man may know whar was re-
flected, terrible
thing occurred. Some dire magic was
at wark, far the doom that came unto
his majesty was alien to all accepied
lines of death.

lor a stranpe and

The End
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The Little Old Lady

by P.

Connors was genuinely  puzzled,
What had happened to the old lady?
Surely she could not have fallen from
the car. On the ather hand why should
she have left before reaching her des.
unation and how could she have ot
out without his notice? Her disappear-
ance was perplexing.

He had first scen the old lady when
he had siapped to admire the pictur-
exque church an the ourskins of $Hunts-
vile.  Weuaring an old fashioned, ra-
ther shabby, tafletz dress proamented
at the 1hroat wnd wrists with birs af yel-
lowed lace, a bonner thar proclaimed
her adherence to the lashions of 1880
and with 3 sole jet pendant hanging
fram her neck, she was standing near
the car as Connors came our of the
church and serolied through the ad-
toinng grave yurd reading «uaine in-
scriptions on the tombustones. Her
inanner was loeforn and pathetic as
the edged timedly up o Connors 1o
ask in a low voice if he were driving
an to Millkown., \When Connors re-
plied inthe alirmative the ald lady hea-
antly mumbled that she had nat seen
her daughter in Millcown for five years
and could she nde inro the city with
him.

Since the front seat was loaded with
bundles Canners had placed the old
lady in the rear and drivens on. Some
twenty miles had been traversed and
the outskirts of Miiltown reached when
Connors discovered he was out of cig-
arettes.  Stopping the car at a carner

J. Scarles

drugstore he wenr 1n to buy his favor-
ite brand. Onee inside he recalled the
ald lady’s presessce and, stepping our
again, asked if she would Like an ice
ercam suda.  Her pleasure and grar-
tude secined all oy of propoetion to
the affer uaril <he sard she had not
tasted ice cream tor over fyve yuars,

When they were ready ta drive on
again Cannars asked the old Lidy wheee
she wanted 10 be taken. At first she
was cortain she could walk the pest nf
the way but finally agreed with Con-
aor's insistence that he could casily
drive her to the daughter's home which
she had never visited. Number 17
Purthind street was the addeess she
vave, an address that ok Connors
far out of his normal raure into an un-
familiar section of the ey, After
pechaps hfteen minutes of driving he
rcached Puntland streer and stopped
the car ata corner to inquire directions
for number 17, T'he first person he
askedl pointed ro 2 house four doars
from the corner,

It was at this mamenat that Connors
turned around and discovered the old
lady was mussing.

Her disuppearance was puzzling. It
seemed unhelievable thar she could
have left-the car withaut being noticed
by Cannors, ar that she would have
left withiut so much as **Thank you,""
but the, fact remained that she was
gene. Connors jumiped out of his seat,
lonked upand down the street, planced
behind the car, peered inta the corner
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there wwas no stpht of the old lady.

Cantors was both perplexed and
irritated . After o moment's indeei-
s10n he stepped across to number (7
and rany the hell.
ansswered by a pleasam looking, voung
woman.

"Pardon me,”” wid Connors, 'l
am afraid | don't know your name,
but are you expecting your mother
today !

"Ny mother,”” replied the woman
with a gasp, “‘why — why, what do
you mean?

*‘A nice uld lady 10 Hunteville this
maorning asked me ta drive her 1o 17
Partland strect 10 visit her duughter
whom she haidn’t seen tue five years,
1 heought her inta town hut when |
stapped ai the corner there 10 inguire

Fhs summons was

the way | found she was no longer in
the car. 8o | came an here to ask i
she had zlready arrived.”

*“\Whar did <he lnok like?'"

A aweet old lady, shart and slen-
der, snow white hair, pale thin cheeks,
wearing an old favhioned taffeta drews
with yellowed lace and a jet nccklace,
I's that your mather®''

““Yes, that is my mother but she
died in Huntsville Bve years ago to-
day.”

The Fad

Gleanings
(continucd from page §4)
of mummified cats walking again and
striking in the durk, vampire-like; of
hypnotic spells and influcnces; of de-
velopments sa utterly mystifying and
gripping, the reader cannot put the
bouk down after ance opening it.
And Bram Stoker's novels are not the
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abbreviated two-hundred page baok s
much 1 evidence today; they are vol-
umizistis; though nar, | might men-
non, ax  nhnite’ av CAnthony Ad-
Verse -

—_—

Here 11 something — nat serictly
fantasy, but certamly of unerest o all
who muke fanrasy a hohby—which |
have deemed worthy of passing on:
ahaut twenty years ago there lived n
Honolulu, in the muchsung Hawai-
nn lslands, a man, W, ). Wester-
velt by name, wha spene all his SPare
tume in the collecting of lepends and
myths about voleanoes Perhaps the
best result uf his effares was a linle
book called

-
Valcnoes,

“Legends of Hawaiian
simall bt crammed
the fly-leaves with fascinating histori-
cal, sciemtific, and myihological data.
Others bad 1he itles of **Legends of
Ghosts and Ghost-Gods," **Legends
of Old Hanoluly,"'
Mawi, ™
but they read like fisst-rate weird sto-
Incidentally, this 1s a feld for
practically  unwouched;  tales
built around Hawaiizn and uther old
native legends have heen searce

“Legends of

eic.  No, nor irue fantasy,

res,

stories

Cnce, in those dear dead days when
| first awakened to the call of fantasy,
| was seazed with some stranpe out-
brezk of enerpy;and typed 1wo copics
af Edmond Hamilten's first  tale,
“The Monsier God of Mamurth.”
The copies are still on had. Nm
faultless typing, but readable. If any-
one has not read 1his preat litele story
by Hamilton, I'il gladly send a copy
1o the Arst 1wo fans writing me.
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Finale
(continued from page #1)

June, Aug., Sept.. Oct., Nov., Dec.,
1934, Jan., Feh., 1935 — 10 ccnes
each; Nov | 1943, Apr., May, 1734
=20 cents each; Sept., 1933, July,
1934 — out of stock. We would ap-
preciate it if you will take your relund
in back wsues, which, as we aid, will
soun prove of considerable value. Sub-
scribers who would not like to do this
will receive a refund in cash, charging
them ten cents for each number se-
ceived in their subseriptions. Al re-
turns will be made befare May first.

Su, good-bye, friend reader—it's
been nice o have mer you!

Within Fhe Circle
{continued from page 901

ing the German novel of Richard
Viass=""The Monk and the Hung-
man's Daughter.”" He was German-
speaking and (1889) was not flucne
in Fuglish. Bicrce, on the uther hand,
was a master of English but knew no
German.  De Castra=or Danziger
—admired the Voss navel and made 2
rough eranslation, with certain modi-
fications, into such English as he knew
Fhen Bierce took that crude transia-
tion and made the present admirable
tinglish novelette vut of it. "I'he book
as it stands is a curious three-man job.,
It is not a weird tale.

Good-bye, Friends
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ADVERTISEMENTS
CLARK ASHTON SMITH precenn
THE DOUBLE SHADOW AND
OTHER FANTASIES—a hookler can-
taining a halt-dozen ttnaginative and at-
maspheric tales—storics nl exatic beauty,

hottor, terror, atrangencss, irony and
satize.  Price: 15 conts cach {coin ar
stamps).  Abe a smali cemainder  af

FBONY AND CRYSTAlL—a book of
prose.poems published at %2 00, reduced
to $1.00 per capy.  Huerything  sent
pustpaid. Clark Ashton Smith, Auburn,
Caliturnis.

WEIRD TALES 1924-25-26-27 and
Ghent Stories.  Have several incomplete
ssuer W.'T, 1g27-28 29 to sell ut 10 ctr
cach, 1'sa sume 1931 32 covers and hve
istues TFF.  Jureph Rabinsky, 141 Lin-
coln Ave., Elizaheth, N, |.

FANTASY MAGAZINE
CAPresses IS SINCerest regrets that
THE FANTASY FAN

can no longer continue.

It vou have nat yer read FAL, try 1t
now, forin the April fissue, which is
dedicated 0 Weard Tans, the follow-
ing outstanding features appear:
“Nymph of Darkness™
by C. 1. Moaore
A new “Northwest™ Smith story,
illustrated by Miss Maore
H. P. Lovecraft, a biography
by IF. l.ce Buldwin
also articles hy Farnsworth \Wright,
Scabury Quinn, and others.,
FM features many articles and poems
by such foremust authors ac Clark
Ashton Smith, A. Meree, Francis
Flagg, and 1. P. Lovecraft regularly.
IU cts a capy, 25 cts for 4 months
Science Fiction Digest Company
87-36—1062nd $1., Jamaica, N. Y.



