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We've been sceing foreign film classics or some-such title at
the ialace of thc Legion of Honer in San Franecisco about every Sat.
irement, off an on, with us have been Evereti Wyers, Rita Bayvne,

Lou Goldstone, Joe Fortier, Tom Wright, my ccusin, On the program
was an early silent German movie, SIGFRILD complete with mechanical
fire-and-smoke-breathing dragon, magic swerd, little dwarfs, and a
cloak of invisibility. The invisibility angle was handlcd necatly
with just suggestion of Sigfried barely visible in outline and hi-
light.

THE CABINET OF DR.C.LIGARI was another silent Gorman iovie with
a stock horror plot. The only intorcsting item was the background.
weird, twisted houses, triangular doors, odd shaped windows, surrcale
istic paintings on the strect pavements, tilted anles and so ¢n,
very good in spots, very poor in others, but enjoyable on the whole.

(turn to page 10 pliz)
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ifou stopped just inside the door whose lock his skillful fin-
gers had picked just a moment before. Outside the wind howled like
a banshee in mortal fear of its life. A storm was on the way.
Somewhere in the peculiar little old house a shutter banged away at
a window long since without panes. The noise echoed and re-echoed
through the gloomy joint.

Lou heaved a silent sigh and attempted to
shake off the feeling of evil that had pervaded his rather quest-/
ionable mind. He peered into the darkness. In the room to the
right, must be. Already he anticipated enjoying the fruits of this
nights work. He wondered if he'd have to kill the old hag. He
stepped forward and froze. "What was that soft padding noise? He
stood perfectly still, his body icy cold, his ears striving to
pierce the darkhess. Like she gradual swelling of waves on a sandy
shore the soft padding drew closer and closer. Then through the ope
pressive blackness he saw eyes, eyes of naked evil, green, gleaming
with lambent fire; eyes straight out of hell. Or at least so he
imagined. They closed toward him, those singular eyes, closer and
closer. Accompanying the soft padding of hidden paws.

Suddenly there
was light. Soft green light. A throaty voice spoke.

"¥ou-needn't
be afraid, my cats are quite harmless. The little devils."

Lous
stared unbelievingly at the owner of the voice. Never bofore had he
secn a woman of such perfcct loveliness. Hés eyes drank of the '
smooth shapely length of her black clad body and rose to observe the
blood red of very kissable 1lips, the warm green of her cyes and the
long black hair scintillating in the mellow light, *

"You sought recfuge
from the wind and rain or perhaps there is some trouble with your
car?" she quiried. It seemed to Lou that her cycs approved, appro-
ved of his rather besodden good looks. Besodden with alcohol, that
is.

nYecak, that's it," stammcred Loug the spell of her beauty broken.
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Well, almost broken. "Ny car broke down. Saw your dumm...., errh,
place; and thought I'd beat it over before the rain really started
coming. Door was open so I just slipped, 1 mean stepned in. Hope
you don't mind."

"No, no, nat at all. Visitorz arc fow and far be-
tween here, I'1l be glad to accomodatc ycu for the night although
1, ah, am all alone herc." She leerced innocently.

Lou looked at her
again, his mouth went dry and sweal stood out on his palms. Sho
smiled and turned. Unmindful of the furry horde about Wity PG ol
lowed her into an inner chamber. A brazing firc, crackling merrily
away in a huge fireplace, threw a circle of light about a large
comfortable looking couch. Lou didn't rorgect the girl but he was
slightly distracted by the chest of glittering gems which stood by
the mantle.

"My jewelry fascinatcs you?" she asked as shc sank down
close, very closc, beside him on the couch. |
. “GLrr, yecah, I was ad-
miring them, ncver saw so many sperklcrs in one luimp before." '
"I
have been collecting them for an awfully long time." She murmuread
the words. Her bourbon-scented brcath fanned his check, an instant
later she was soft and yiclding in his arms. Like @, plete of Jello.
Lou forgdt cverything in the riot of ccstasy that acsccnded
on him as she pressed her body against him and he tasted of her
moist scnsual lips. FPanting, hs pushed her down on TS o e

Even as he did so, his brain notcd
- that the cats werc pressing closcr
. ‘—s\ . and a warning bell rang dccp with-

_Jd“-\k in his. skull. :They sat in o circle
g Sk \\ rimming the lighted arca. Their
7 eyes gleamed in the flickering

L;, \ light. They were waiting, waiting
N for somcthing they knew was com-

\
A
} ing. But not quite what Lou eX-

ﬁ\\ ; pected to come.
e -~ But the warning

b 4 1 vanished as he delved into the

swirling passion of her body, He
?1 kissed her eyes, her pulsing th-
j roat and cxpericnced the tingling
////a y-! thrill of her darting tongue. He

felt her caressing lips on his
neck, kissing,  moving restlessly and suddenly tiny pricks as of
sharp needles pgnetrating his skin. At that moment the warning bell
clanged furiously—hd}ting his head. It was just about time too.
He spmang up, his pﬁssion dropping from him like a heavy cloak to
be replaced by the chill of a nameless dread.
N, 533 Her tongue, it was
scratchy, pointed like a catsd Her gges he now noticed, the pupils
were dark vertical slits in irises of green.
She rosc from the couch
and came toward him. The inviting smile had changed to one of pure
ovil., Now she was anticipating a fearful pleasurc to comeé.
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"Your teeth," gasped Lou in a high pitched scrceam, "pointed
Just 1like a: ezts."
In aeswer she purred. A warm, dc.p sound that
made Lou decide to vacats thz premisces. It also made the cats
move, Movec in toward the poor ignorant jerk. _
Flignt was uscless.
Lou, his face the color of over-ripe putiy, cast around for some
means of c¢scape. Then his hand shot to his pocket ani came away
with a very peculiar knife. Now I% just haprpened that Lou, in his
nocturnal wanderings, sort of wandered into a housc af a former gl-
obe-trotter once and sinc2 he hadn't been there for amusement, he
had picked up thé blade, not because it was a good weapor, but be-
gause it was silver; and you know silver brings. 2 price of sortis
even throygh a lousy, crooked, fcnce. New I.don't wan® to hack this
up too badly, but by a strange coincidencc this globeirotiter had ob-
tained the knife in far-off India for a price as fantastuc as its
age. The thing was covered with inscriptions and had &t one time be-
longed to a sorcerer. 2
At the sight:of the knifc our lovely heroine
stopped and the evil lust vanished from her eyes Lo be replaced by
stark flaked fear. Voicing a scream she stumblied baciiwards but it was
too late, the blade swumg down. Crimson blood spurted from her neck
and her terrified scream broks off in a mouthful of swect blood.

For
scconds nothing moved in the room. Rourecrouchcd back staring uncer-
tainly at her crumpled b3ack-clad body 2and red bloocd. The cats .cven
seemed uncertgin about the %hole thing.

A background of crime and mur-
der now stood Lou in good stcad. He gathered his nerves together &
turned to the chest of jewelry, his eyes filled with grecd The dope
forgot one thing though, her little devils. Now hc heard thear $Soft
padding as they ‘advanced upon him. My how fiercecly théir gyes glowed
in“the 1ight‘of thevdyifig firc.

From the doorway, from thc aark corn-
ers of the room and then they werc on him. He bcat at them franti-
cally, his terrified hands striking blindly. Their sharp claws st-
ung him, tore his flesh, ripped cruelly into bone.. He could fecl
his hot life blood draingng from him. as hc went to his knees in the
silent  feline massi'“Hellish!/ blackness, pilerced eycballs, lacerated
face, a trillion stinging pains descended on him and he dicd.

That's
all except that some ass of & cop stumbled on a particularly grue-
some find the next morning. He found the clcan-picked skeleton of
a man lying near the body of the old ggl who lived in the Jjoint.
Nothing of value was found exccpt for a fancy silver knife.

finished?
Then wipe up the stinking mness!
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1l S ) on LU NCH

by Boris Vyacheslav Schwackhamer

The pilot Raznac shot a startled glance at the rocket engine.
His tiny ons-man spaceship tremblod violently. ' Yes!  There it was
again, the heart-stopping tremors of the rocket cngine.

¥Pocketa,
pocketa, pocketa, queep'’ said the rocket enginc.
Raznac's hecart
beat a frightcaed tattoo. "Queep, Qqueep, queep, pocketal" spluttered
the heart. . y
Hastily Raznac pulled the cmcrgency lever that dumped his
remaining fuel supply. The golden ligquid ppread out in thc vacuum
behind his hurtling ship. No danger of firc now; firec won't burn in
a vacuum. Sulddenly the cngine quit cold.

"It must be -out of fucl,"
thought Raznac. . The nosec dropped, throwing Raznac forward across
the controls. Suddenly the tiny ship went into a death spin, hurt-
ling straight down for the harsh, alien surfacc of thc moon. Raz~
nac strugeled back into the pilot's chair and fastened thec safety
bé&lt.

“This is the end!" he said aloud. "I shall die unmourned on
the cold facc of the mocn. Bvery night upon earth millions of peaple
will look at my grave." He closcd his eyes.

The ship crashed, throw-
ing up a huge grey geyser of soft pumice. Like-a ricocheting bullet
it bounded across the alien surface, pocketa, pocketa, pocketa,
QUEEP. The qucecp was the ship striking:a huge metecorite. With a
rending crash the fragile ship burst asundcr, throwing the hapless
body of the pilot high inte the air. It came down bcforc the entr-
ance of a mountain cave.

Weakly Raznac lifted his head and saw the
cool, inviting interior of the cave. .On torturcd hands and knces
he crawled inside and fainted dead away.

A long long time later he
awakencd z2nd felt hands pawing his body. Soft, inquisitive hands.
Life on the moon! He opened his cyes with a start.

She was a2 vision,
a beautiful, pale ivory, winged vision. r Her long dark:trecsses cas-
caded down her back like a riplling waterfall. She had wings! Gor-
geous, breath-taking golden wings joining her shoulder blades. &St-
artled, he looked up into her-soft eycs. ' :

“You are hurt, yes?" she
inquired soothingly.

He gulped and held up a frail hand. "I am hurt,
yes. My ship, it crashed out there. 1 crawled in herc to cscape
the burning sun. But...who are you? You'rec alivel"

"Of a certainty
I am alive strange wan. I am a Cummi.”
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"A what?"
A Cummi. I am a Cummi girl, from the tribec of Cummi.
Cummi is god. Cummi made this world. Cummi gavc us wings to fly.
We are Cummi's."

He looked up at her through weak eyes. His sireng-
the sagged and he fell back on the cavern floor, "Yyater...."he cr-
ied, ™I am'dying. ‘Please give meiwatcrl"

Alammed, puzzled, she bent
over him. Her short transparcnt bodice did not hide thc heaving
breasts. “iater? ‘What is water? I know it not." g :

£ - _ t%ater...you know,
agqua, H20, I need a drink or I shall diec.” '

i "Oh! You wish to slake
your thirst.” Why did you not say so? She ripped open the bodice to
revecal gleaming ivory breasts. Here. . I cannoct givc you water for
I have none. But I can slake your thirst.”

; - Eagerly Raznac slaked his
thirst. ' Pocketa, pocketa, pocketa, quecp. He wiped his chin and
suddenly found himself thirsty again. Jillingly Lhe msaubtifel Cowi-
ged woman succored the thirsty pilot, Tenderly, like a mother fond-
ling a child, she held his weak body in her arms whilc he slaked his
thirst.

#%hen hc¢ was done she looked fondly on him. “You arc tired,"
she said. "You must sleep," :
He 1looked at the mouth of thc¢ cave and
saw the dread shadow of night creeping across the moonscape. In-
veluntarily he shuddered. ,
“] dare not slecp. That creeping cold will
kill me. I must stay awake to keep warm." -
' "Nay," she said soothingly
#I'shall kecp you warm."”
_ The '‘girl lay down . .and spread onc great wing.
Wwillingly he crept upon it and sank in the feathery down. She pull-
ed him close to her gleaming, ivory body so that he might soak up
the heat of her. And over them both she spread the other wing like
a downy coverlet. :
"Now yc! shall be warm,! she said softly. "The cold

cannot touch us herc. ‘What.....what are you doing?"
From: the folds
of the feathers Raznac whispered. "I'm thirsty agailn. Don't mind
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as a sop to FAPAfans who don't likc amateur saxifiction, and mo.
bibliophiles who fecl disappointed when there is nothing in their
line in the issue we present the table of contcents to the

Science  Fiction Quarterly

No.l Summer 1940 Cover by Jack Binder
Novel---The Moon Conguecrors by R.H.Romans
Shorts---Space-Ship Derby by Milton Kaletsky
Package of Power by David C.Ccoke
polar Doom by John Cclecridge
The Gentle Brain by Arthur Allport
Life Inside a Wall by Harl Vincent

No. 2 Winter 1941 Condiwiley Frank R. scail
Novel--The Shot Into Infinity by Otto Willi Gail
Noveclette---Double Destiny by Helen 'Weinbaum

Shorts--- The Wall of Water by Raymond Z. Gallun
Aartificial Universe by Jokn Ccleridge-——

No.J Spring 1941 ; Cover by Frank R. laul
Novel--Rescuc From Venus by Ed Larl Repp-
Novielette-~Rocket's Swan Song by Viec Phillips

Shorts --Cosmos Lye by Martin Pearson
Callistan Tomb by Paul Dennis'Lavond
The Life Jewel by Oliver Saari
Weapon Out of Time by James Blish
Femintown, Mars by Clarcnce Granoski ——
Nc.4 Summer 1941 Cover by Frank R.' Paul

Novel---Tarrano the Conqueror by Ray Cummings
Shorts--Earth Does Not Reply by Lawrencc Woods
The viorld on the Edge '

of the Universe - - -by Martin l’earson
O P s Path of Empirec by Hugh Raymond ——
No.5 « Winter 1941-1942 Cover by Hannes Bok '
Novel---Into the Fourth Dimension by Ray Cummings
Shorts=--Power Plant “Sr EEE Gt 20
Ephony's Specctacles by Clarencc Granoski
Baby Dreams by Allen Wardand
Caridi Shall- Not Die by Walter Kubilius
ihen anberos Camc by Jamcs Blish
Novelettes--Sir Mallory's lagnitude by G5.D.Gottesman
ST ThC: Tl .0 "Uni t ing by Hugh Raymond —
No.6 Spring 1942 Cover by Hanncs Bok
Novel-~-Shadow Girl by Ray Cunmings
Novelet-~Einstein's Planetoid by Paul Dennis Lavond
Sherts--Saknarth by Miliard Vernc Gordon
Gangway For Homer Y SREOTEY R Y RN
Crisis by Cecil Corwin
Mission by John Holkis llason
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No.7 Summer 1942 Cover. by Jceua'iusacschi
Novels (stf)--The Great Mirror by Arthur JUVBurks
(fantasy)--8Starstone World by Hanncs Bok
Short Storics-Up There by Martin iearson
Boomcrang by Bowen Conway
Stroke by John L. Chapman
No,.8 Fall 1942 Cover by Hannes Bok
Novel~--- Brigands of the ioon by Ray Cummings
Short Stories-Gentlemen--The Quecn (stf)by Bob Tucker
Glory Road (stf) by Hugh Raymond

The Hidden Conflict (fantasy) by Martin Pearson
The Half iian (fantasy) by Basil ‘'Vclls

Highway (fantasy) by Wilfrcd Owen Morley
No.9 uinter 1942-1943 Cover by Milton Luros
Novels----The Far Detour by Arthur J. Burks
The Growing Wall by D=avid "H. Keller
Wings icross Time . by Frank Edward Arnold
Shorts----Bomb by #illard Vernc Gordon
Lunar Sanctuary by Walter R. i'reston
Hecll in the Village by Hugh Raymond
The Perfect Incéncrator by Arthur Lambert
The Delivercrs by Richard iorrison
ilessenger to Infinity by J. Harvecy Haggard
No.10 Spring 1943 Cover by lMilton Lurocs
Novel ---~- “andl the Invadér by Ray Cunmings
Shorts----The Dopr by Clifton B. Kruse
Jake and the Sth Columnist by arthur'G. Stangland
Mission From arcturus by Robert Abernathy

I sce I have more space so I might just as well fill it up with
the table of contents to the cne and only
AHMAZING ANNUAL --large size-thick-a Gernsback pub-50¢ ncwsstand

price-

The iaster Mind of liars Edgar Rice Burroughs
The Face in the abyss Abraham Herritt
The lian {thc Saved the Earth austin Hall
The ieople of the Pit A. Mcrritt
The Man Wwho Could Vanish ie. Hyatt Vorrill
The Fcline Light and Power Co.

is jorganized o=~ -- Jacque lorgan
Under the Knife H.G.Wwells

COVER: iaul Interiors: aul, Martin Gambee
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& "" an early German talkie was interesting only becausec a fat,
chubby Pcter Lorre was in it. Even the German dircctors typed him
as the mad murderer. Otherwise it was in the traditional Hol¥ywood
style, hopror movies must have stock rlots the whole world over.

The GOLEiW was intercsting in spots. Der CGolem was a German
silent movie. The Golem is a clay wan that can be brought to life
by the magic word written on a picecec of papcr, enclosed in the Star
of David and screwed into the Goleam's chest. He is called upon only
when the Jews in the ghetto are in serious trouble. The guy who was
inside of all that padding and make-up and atop six inch or more
’ elevator shoes padyed the role to the hilt. iihen thc Star of David
. was recmoved he'd just fall over so stiff and wooden, he really looked

like an inanimate hunk of clay. The dircctors of the Hollywodd film
Frankenstemn must have seen the Goleam beeause once or twe scenes in
were coped dircetly we swecar.

Sceing that this is a spiey dirly fanzine, we'll mention that
Lou Goldstone saw and talked to the infamous Earry Honig; actually
and literally. Honig was with somc other "Bohcmians" sceing the
pitchurs same as us'ns.

Lust on Luna in this issue was schcduled for Dishabille #2 ;
which never appeared incidentally. Dishabillz #1 came oul in 1945
and some prudes in Los angles throatenad to report it to the post
office(ials). That is until they found out who somc of the authors
were, but we decided not to play with fire and aboniconcd ncbulous
plans for a second issuc. On hering (not herring, or hering, but
hearing (we've no correction fluid as you've no doubt noticed))
that generous offer to make up the diffcrence betwecen a regular
Fii’A mailing and RRXpr:ss costs, we dégided to print this thing so
the man wouldn't be disappointed.

4 BET on this mailing: Croutch's little item wilil rcally be
the filthiest in this mailing. Dunkclberger DUNKELBERGER!:'!: what's
he doing im the Xpress mailing? This I've got to seel Burbeo will
be no more nasty than usual, nasty is the wrong word, uninhipited,
sorry Burp. also betcha there will 2t the most be only two others
besides us. e shall see, see, Sce.

SEE you Jjokers in somc other mailings somz other time, that
is 211 for this time diddlers, or would be anyway; ceh kiddies?
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