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EDITORIAL ILLULINATION

Firet we must apologize to our readers, especially to the FAPA
members, for the extreme lateness of this issue. However we have
retained our quarterly system of dating, and intend to get back in-
to schedule again with the next issue, completing it Dbefore the
March FiPA deadline, To do this it will be necessary for us to ob-
tain the riecessary materiel 88 qulekly™ 4g possibiles O B L T e 01
you have any off-the-trail weird or fantasy fiction, we'd apprsci-
ate seeing it.

Some time ago we received a form letter from Weird Taleg which
wag sent to all the fan magazines, urging us to support the Weira
Tales Club. It ig an orgenization that hasn't done much yet, but

{Continued on kage 19]
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Haywood looked up, startled, as ho becamc aware of another's
pregence in the room, then relaxed at thc familiasr tones of Ereu-
ger's voice. For a moment he hesitated, wondering just what to say,
trying to stem back the wave of questions he wanted to ask in one
breath. Slowly, in an effort at nonchalance, he 1lit a cigarette.
Fut hie voice trembled slightly as he asked: "What happened, Wicke"

The other was a statue, etaring Dbeyond matter into empty
gpace. Silence seemed to concentrate itself around him so that he
was enwoofed and set apart in time. Then, as through an invisible
barrier, came his voice.

VHIONVE - ONE v e

"You left me about three hours ago ..."

Kreuger's 1laugh richochetted aslong the walls of ths room.
"Houre ... hours! Yesrs! Decades! Eons!™

The other rose hastily, extracted a bottle from the sideboarad
and poured out a long drink, then, at Kreuger's refusal, downed it
himself. "You'd better tell me everything, Nick. 3omething grim
has happened; I can see that. Tell me before it eats you.™

Ereuger chuddered, thudded into a stuffed chair. "The legends
€eem go prosaic now. I expected something out of Lovecraft, perhaps
-- although what I really was prepared for was outright failure.

"I wigh it had been -- a monster. We were deceived by the ab-
stractnees of the descriptions. I suppose everything we had heard
and read and imagined was so firmly imbedded in our minde that we
couldn's expect anything else. It was so completely different from
anything I was prepared to accept as ... Satan.

"The sengations -~ I can't describe them. HNearest thing to it
is the indefinite cense of expansion you get sometimes when drunk.
I felt that I was growing enormously, expanding in every direction
-- yet it was more than eniargement. I felt that new dirensions
and appendages were being added to me, that my form was being dis-
torted end altered. Jidn't dare te look at myself, or look around
me, fearing I would see something utterily hideous and know it was
-- myself. I did look finally -- had to, you know -- but there was
nothing to see. I could only feel it was there.

"Something was drawing me outward, some attraction. I knew
was moving through space, even though no definite perception of
motion was to be had. The growth continued, and, even as it went
on, things began to filter through. I think the formula opened the
flood-gates; the full deluge burst upon me at once, but it had to
batter on me for a time until my senses could be stepped up to per-
ceive the new impressione.

"Then, I began to see -- through. The room I was in, the la-
boratory ... it changed suddenly. But before I could appreciate
the new scere, it had shifted again, and then again. Things were
happening much too gquickly for me to grasp their import or to know
what was happening. My sense of time was gone ...

"How long it was ©before it became clear what I was seeing, I
don't kriow. I saw that room simultaneously as a section of gteam-
ing, lifeless planet, newly formed -- as primeval jungle -- as ice-
covered wildernessg -- as virgin forest -- as cleared land -- as the
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roorn I knew «- as a ruilnm -- as a pit where an enormous meteor had
impae ted coetxd;y final I oas-enpcy space. It @ 26 onegweseREthing

it ever had been and all that it ever would be. A kaleidoscope cof
forme and no format all. I tried borwill away ther sdight of ald. off
them, except that form in time with which I was familiar., Linecte 5
turned. Bud o longer it seomédwar s0did, uxibyto: mes: even. tholghs L
could see the laboratory I inew intimately, feel ite boundaries and
object® within those boundaries, I knew now that just behind --

ahead -- of thesge, in time, were other voundaries and things within
them that I did not know. Ag these thougqtQ came to me, and with
them the doubt, the scene -- flickered.

"Before I could adjust myself to sight, hearing expanded. The
subdued sound of traffic outside the lab became the axe-strokeg of
the firet men who felled treeg ir the forest that once covered this

city :=- the roar of ice ' gliding ovexr (the terrain -- the cries of
carnivores that once roamed here before the forest -~ the whime amnd
concuggion of shells ir some future bombardmsnt -- the crying of a
lotiely wind over the corpusiedsa fOlPOtte planet. The impressions
of sound were independent of those of sight. LicoRlé caci-g ice
around me, closing in around me, extendlng how far upward -- milesg?
~= gnd hear the crying .of the death=wind ;..

TThewoss Payiacs What would happen when the other senses ex-

panded into time% I tried to run to the door, even though I knew
it would not help; it secmed that I was & smake. I glanced down, a
gcream rising in my throat,  but I couldn't scream. It might be a
serpentine hiss that came out of my throat. But when I looked dowm,
~there were only the familiay humen legs I knew.

"Before I reached the door, an immense pit gaped before me. I
willed desperately %o walk over the floor of the laboratory and
somehow the golidity of that floor remained even though all I could
gee was empty space and somewhere the pin-prick of distant stars.

Yl concentrated harder than I've ever done before, and the
room came back. With it came the ordinary sounds of the city. But
now my ears were alert; every alteration in normal pitch seemed to
be the echoes of sounds out of the past or future. A Tleed o8 ex-
haustion paszed over me -~ I etumbled into the next room and fell
on the couch, my last conecious impressions being those of slither-
ing, nslithering soe :

"It must have been eons that I slept, and, while sleeping, the
expansion continued. Eternities passed, and I would waken to see
indescribable <things, only to fall back again before I could co-
ordinate imprescions. There were no dreams. :

"When I awoke, I wag back 1in my own room, lying on the couch.
For a time, I lay there thinking that the whole experience had been
a nightmare or drug-dslusion. But something else was beating upon
me »ss waves of emotbion, I feilt them, seething about me, bearing
down upon ne. Hear guch as I had never known -- the dread of things
such ag 1o maw dreaded; the hate of things that no man hated. They
fell upon me and left me gasping for breath. And with these fears
and hates were mingled yearririge such ag no man has ever known;
yearnirigs that seemed to tear the soul out of me. I knew how birds
and wild beaste yearn when locked up in cages «..

"Then the ficod changed to waves of pure ... evil, that is the
only word I can uge. Yot the simple wickedness that the religionsey
minded think of when they hear the word. Xot merely evil in refer-
erice to the bestial desires and acts of man, bhut "indescribable
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malignancy on a cosmic scale.

"Somewhere in space and time, there muet be a vortex of all
the hatred, fear, and sheer will to destroy that has ever exigted
and ever will exist. It ie not all human, for I felt these things
ag derived from a myriad of life-forme, nany non-human or bearing
no resemblance to those forms we know. It feeds upon these emotions
ag it were -- a conscious, yet unliving vampire-vortex extending
through eternity ..."

Haywood was silent for a moment. Then he said slowly: "Whe ther
or not this is illusion, Hick, it is magnificent. It may be horri-
ble to you. Perhaps you are mad, but, if £o, your madness is far
greater than the madness of any living man. We must explore this
thing carefully ... we must learn ..."

Kreuger laughed. "Where are you, Haywood, if you ever were at
g k3% " ‘cantiot “Tee JOW. All I can see is ice, ice, ice. stretching
niles upward so that I cannot find the 1limit of it, though some-
where nmust be a sky. All I can‘dee ig "ige, and ‘all I can hear is
the cold wind crying over a desolate world."

"iick! Come back. Come back to the present. Thig is reality;
the only reality you know. Concentrate, Iick. Concentrate and will
out everything else except the world you know."

Lreuger shuddered again; his eyes lost their wild glow. "pid
you ever £ee a soul, Haywood$ Neither did I. But I think I've lost
mine. I feel dead and empty and meaningles:, if anything has mean-
ing. I feel as the wind must feel crying over the lonelinese of a
lifeless planet where carnivoreg scream and prey on each other and
a man and hig mistrese are hiding from the police in a drawing room
at one time belomging to a man named Haywood.

"The vortex ... growing. It will pass eventually. It cannot
last after all 1ife is gome. After all matter has been converted
into =~- what% Licsten, Haywood -- somewhere in time: a fool called
Satan, and Satan came. Satan, Satan, brother Satan, show me your
iacg, Sagan, comfort me, speak to me, crush me beneath your cloven

&0 fEE3%

Haywood seized the other's shoulders; shook him furiously.
"Kreuger. Wake wp, man. You're here; you're all right. It was
only a dream, Nick. Believe me, it wags only a dream!"

His eyes rested on the other's. Keason again flickered in
them. "Back again. In the year of our lord -- but not for long.
There ig a hell, Haywood. Hot the unimaginative one the early men
described, but there is a hell. I think I've found it. You don't
have to die to go to hell, Haywcod -- I cannot die, now. I shall
live throughout all eternity because I am eternity."

He roge gtiffly and strode to the door. "A milliorn and a ' mil-
lion years have come and died gince I came to find you again, you

whose name I now camnnot recall. Look not to see me again, for I
cannot find you. Time and space have taken me unto themselves and
I am their beloved stepson. And £till I expand. Not much human of
rme left now. Something draws me -- outward --

"You who are man, as once was I, thirk me mad. Look at my
eyes, 1f you can still see me. Look at my eyes if eyec I have as a
man. Can't you see eternity starimg out at yout I called on Satan

gmd Satan came. I called on Satan and I am damned, damned,
damned ..."

THE EXD
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Most readers are convergant with phenomena from "Beyond the
Veil™ either through personal experience or by frequently reading
of ghogtly happenings. I am forced to confess that I have met very
few people indeed who can actually swear to having seen or heard a
"zhost™ -- none at all who have heard the reputed chain-clanking or
seen a "headless lady"™ gliding peacefully up the baronisl staircase
More common ocecurrences are rappings, moving objects, messagsse
through mediumg, drawing and painting while in a trance, and sundry
other "happenings" which go to make up the spiritual contact with
this woxrld.

Wo% so common are the pranks played by poltergeists -- it has
been stated that these latter mischievious imps have not been very
active for many years. However, we had an extremely Iinteresting
case in London early last year, and if I can obtain permission %o
publigh the details, it would make an entertaining story.

To dwell technically upon any of the above would f£ill many

books, has already done so, in act . Therecfore, I progose giving

you onlyv one instance, Takam rom the Case Book of & repnted London

¢€-*:eh1o(M Investigation Soci et" ~- The story vehind tThe facits you
) DA B,

can taze at-ifoce. . malue ifi.ygou wi
dedactlons, and .Laareant 4t will * 2
maing .o htrue siactusl saarrative. It has been zhscked .03 mysalf RO
all available avidence placed ut my .dicposal by.the actual dnvesti-
gatora »iun the cassc.

The gerawal aun- of -Thavriaed houses . are awnaedid & 59 be founk
with oll baildings, where, at some sariisyr date, violent emotiomal
events hgve walew. place; ghcn R 2 et @B 20 Ll w30 Tos, Wii0,;- Ghex;

H p

has ever heard of & new huilding hcul’ o

ah, V“u*'vor the're”ulﬁ Qf: yiows
e "Jx% GLsoel . Wt LS LIS Sua

K

irom the day it was bu17ts

A Torty mile ride Lfrom London southsasinerd oringd vhe :hraned
Leme die. Ghe.awhidhe 2elindiz it o sodiilent-wa 50 Lm0l bing SDonns andssreen
peuceful -valleys xneatling within gight -of the English-Channel: &
sypexrh skoealtl ty wofor jeded 2ity dwellexrg.to vecation over weokeands
er longer. wWhat could be more natural, in these days of rapid tra-

vel, 50 build a smaxt hotel on the oliffe far virom amy-town?

A faw years back an enterprising concern bought a c¢liff-top
gite gome miles along the coast, and commenced erecting = super-
modern hotel, imn, road-nousge, what-you-will, about 2C0 yards from
the wgea and adjoining the main highway. Although the building was
moderr: to alil outward appearances, the intericr was modslled upon
early English lires; oak panelling, low beamed ceilings, huge open
brieghksfireplaces; mullioned windows, etc. The main show piece was
th@ beautiful parelled Dining Room, paralleling the sea--the haven

f refuge for the businese magnate -- the very epitome of peace.

Unitil dwellers from "Cvexr The Border" thought otherwise.

Ko sooner had the hotel been officially opened, that it became
subject to spirit "rappings"” and "weiking feet" at all times of the
day and night. It'is alleged that in these days of go-called scien-
tific advancement, people do not scare so eazily -- or should not
shafiier splheromeriagigueh o  Ghissingignes. Especially ag knocks,
from a tap to a thunderous hammering, can be experienced at any
seawnce, or even "performed" in your own home with carsful concen-
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tration. Apart from the first mild alarm, guests began to be in-
trigued by the "ghost,™ more so after careful examinations showed
that there was no poegible interior source for anyone to be playing
tricks.

After a while the hotel even drew many more clients who simply
went to hear the haunting, especially as nothing further happened
to jolt the nerves or undermine the health.

The rappings were always associated with the Dining Room. At
no other point in the hotel was there the glightest vestige of a
nocturnal visitor. The taps could be heard quite distinctly coming
from sny of three panelled walls -- the fourth side of the room was
entirely glass-windowed, overlooking the cea. This wag enjoyable
and eery enough -- until the taps developed into heavy blows which
seemed to shake the very foundationsg. Trade dropped off -- guests
preferred not to ve startled by the sound of iron battering rams in
action a few feet away. Even people whose favorite music was usual-
1y played by an orchestra of pneumatic drilles shied clear of the
place.

The psychic investigators moved in, +taking with them two good
mediumsg, an infra-red camera and all the accoutrements necessary
for exposing fakes. From the firet seance they successfully made

"contact." The voice that came through belonged to a "Brother
Aloysius," who had a surprising stocry to tell -- they usually have
if you've heard many. ©He was -- or had been -- a monk in the early

12th Century, and lived in the Abbey, which, at that time occupied
a gite adjacent to where the hotel had now been erected.

vuring the course of his social sctivities -- that is, or was,
seeing that the converts in the surrounding district remained de-
vout converts, he had become enamoured with a young nun {or Sister)
who also dwelt in the Abbey and also sallied forth on 'good-deed'
forays. Their love ripened €o rapidly that they decided to renounce
their vows, and +tread life's thorny path without the aid of the
Abbey cloisters and emoluments -- which were mighty niggardly in
those days.

Upon hearing of their desire (and I use the clean sense of the
word ), the worthy Abbot was righteously indignant, verging to apo-
plexy, and refused to sanction such sinful thoughts, ending up by
threatening them with all the perditions of the dammed if they so
much as met each other again.

Time drifted on ~- it didn't march in those days -- and in due
time a child was born to the lovers. Aloysius rather cskipped de-
tails here, Dbut inferred that he had smuggled the girl to a wood-
land hut, where the birth had been attended by a local gquack sooth-
sayer. These things usually leak out sometime, and the 1E€th Century
geemed to be no exception. The Abbot arrived upon the scene amidet
a cloud of fire, the guilty couple and their offspring were herded
to the ALbbey, where the kindly Abkot conducted them underground and
personally bricked them up behind one of the tunnel walls.,

Aloysius denied that there had been anything sinful in his re-
lations with the girl, and counter-attacked the Abbot by accusing
that honorable man of being in love with the Sister. All this while
the stones were being slowly piled one on the other, and darkness
was creeping in on them.

To no avail. They died in agony. Now they had made contact
with human beings again, they would very much like to be properly
buried in consecrated ground, and there would be no further distur-
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bance. He directed the investigators to pull down the great open
fireplace in the Dining Koom, which occupied a position where once
part of the ibbey walls had stood, and underneath they would find g
DESEREe & o o

Several days passed while the investigators investigated the
posgibilities of the setup being faked. I gather that they were
having free board and the run of the wine cellar, so there was no
particular harry to settle the case. When all angles had been tried
and no tricks discovered -- Aloysius meanwhile working up the tempo
gomewhat -- workmen were appropriated and the fireplace demolished.

Underneath they found part of an old stone wall. Deeper they
discovered a caved-in tummel. This was gradually cleared and tho-
roughly searched, and one portion certainly did appear to have s
different aspect to the rest of the tunnelling. The rough-hewn
stones were taken apart . . . . and there reposed the three moul-
dering skeletons of the doomed trio!

after this staggering denoument, o0l1d records of the locality
were brought to light from the depths of various museums and parish
halls, and it was substantially proved than an Abbey had once stood
UPeR That spot.

Ah-ha!l You geoff I have not dieclosed place-names for you
to verify this story. No, but I have seen all the photographs taken
at that place, both infra-reéd &nd ordinary, and any member of the
Londor: fan crewd who attended the meeting wherein most of the fore-
going wasg discussed, will agree that this is true ag far as could
be checked. OUne photo in particular aroused curiosity. It showed
the long Dining Room with the investigators grouped round s long
refectory table. Behind them, superimposed upon the pegnelling above
the wide fireplace, can be seen a hand holding an urn-1ike object
a8 if in the act of hammering upon the wall. This particular photo
was taken away by one of the historians present, and later the
"urrni-like object"™ was identified as an sarly English chalice uged
for incense throwing.

Surprising what a couple of taps will reweal, dEn'tts 4%

THE END

_/fz‘n/ O/f 7/ame

by Harry Warner, Jr.

It made ite nest of myrrh and cloves and sage
and spicee garnered from the ends of earth;
Jith leaves and twigs and grasses all entwined,
The nest was made and scented with the herbs
and spices old and rare and some not known

To men since Time first roused and All began.--
S50 there it built and when its work was done

at length, it rested: lay there £till and weak;
and then the thing it worked for, and prepared
Againet, was consummated: with a sudden cry

It quivered; with a flush of light and flame,

A roay, a quaking of the very world,

A nighty beat of unseen vibrant wings--

Swift, high, through heights the new-born Phoenix soared.
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about Ghost-to-Ghost hook-ups, hitting a happy Medium, getting into
MRS TP oT T  thing; Se.be iflg. ond sapoak i mee termMssd t hathés 1pa8petlir ¢
oW bl Tcelan, The, 85 bl L ole v td rias ' Gal idas | hats sohfakhdng hagabgcn
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When we of the LASFS recently decided we shoud like to investi-

gate spirifualfsm & attend a seance with view to contacting Lovecratt,
Weinbaum, Howard & other departed celebiitys of the fanfascuewco

treld?™ 1 was appginted SGommiLice 0t 0n8 4 Lo make e el VAN e foXo [t
As assisfanf fF SeleCred ™ ihe EIT Quéetn, pho real |nadid=ihc siomtins | b=
tacting; & the trail lead to one Rev FPitzer, recommended as producer
ot d2oar tel SpYrT i par xInts

Towdligress a moment: Once upon a time,
b read en Argosyarn--a scrial, | believe it was, titled '"Decath from
Phe- ety on "Phe Efars Spel! Beath” or ssomedliing of the sort==wheres=

in it sezmd the only explsnation was & supernatural one. Yzt cventu-
ally a gigdnfic fravd was reveald & the whole atfair found to be quite
material'sttcs | think a.million  dolflars. was involved in the deal.
Now, tho it is exceedingly unlikely any|local fake coud atford to take
time to check up on me or Morojo for a quarter apiece ladmission price
fo the seancel sl | Awi shi .ot be+ ot ws it ifdc & swie about this
thing as | rue HeW...s o chior meeting o@r spirituwalist t was going fo
remove  my T Vige.bwsl G o1 s oibn ntelealeslls mE Shile -emb lomns Bdderanto star,
have Morojo do Ilkewise, & we were not going to give our namezs & whom
we represented & tell with whom we wisht to get in contact: Folfg fars
fetcht but conceivably, in the interim between our inquiry & the club-
attendance, the medium coud check on who Ackerman & Morojo were, what
the LASFS was  lwe. fellball in a5 bkbet sust publ isht & now available
trom Bx 6475 Met Sta - plug), & what Weilnbaum, Lovecratt et al auvthord
«+e8 so string us along.

Well, we didnt meet our medium the firstime
we tryd, so decided simply = to attendla meeting & see what we thot.
I suggested fto the - radi-gal that- it either of us shoud get the oppor-
tunity to <contect & dead one, we sholid call upon an Esperantist who
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had Mpassed omfa 2 & Eradddads | T ahly shiolk |sbe a8l bold - B speranto,
U cam-g5k $o-spéak Tomg mext; Ccoute ¥ N R desd ot-hesmE taiturel®
U may gather from the course of our conversation that when it comes fto
|ite-atter-death we are skepticalifornians...

Sio =it e sme e pas sy @ts

ter many peregrinations (1 hope that means what | think it doesl!) that
Mrj & myselt & our - psychic side-kick, Art  Joquel, #oundaspunsealvesein
o litide undetgpeoupdsapditorivmunder dheasped et ? thas gcgil s

As we
enterpd™we were handed  iittle white Tards & an envelope, it @dvengdis
structions tor adresing our messages so our mail woud be . revd beyond
Fhe Vgt o don b i Nogwhat we had. [osBe. S8 Dt dae Uskal o G0, sia:s, auiiican

awhile our. . meédium, «burnd abou} 3/41s, them wp in.aslbdonn) beezder. O,
Wi | T AT sk - WIS S S ONY, alhom IS THO. @ SADer G CMULS B T Gl S o lishy LS Gre] g\ @ s M iess
Ol e S Day ~Cabl) hms shat Qo:il. alwdws 5a¥oes Buid ma bl seenizal then shciks
nor s Hesecat .20 e :

90 the“ spirits begall: speasking I O0F 0]t udiesaiEn
ear; tonly- lopdsenpd .s0ds .. he:eoud- bear) S .he Trensminiegdimes sages to
those . in the auvdience trom motheks &sTathess: &ibrethers 6:sisighsad
sweethearts who told 'em everything was - hunkydorry-with them & not fo
worty abowd, their 4. job~ ok -they wergrgeing:to ged  r dhok Ral®e - juft
keep working ftor it - or very soon, now, & handsome stranger, a propo-
sal-of marriage, wedding -belles & may  the best -man Wynns [{Fire,
Chief 1)

Then a portable radio was passed around & thez dead actually
spokz to onel. Thils was what convinced me. (Ot whadgat wenlissaysd
The Revrtelt-the poom.while hissrasstderwaswpass iagsthe.spitidtconmug
cator around to .those upon whom it called. i the male voices emana-
ting trom the” lirtle 2-1lwber . soundeds:like.,varidakions ot dhespediihl
revggengdlssowet towe T covdye sbegiivcodnc idenkels Qicorse, woment's

voices came thru too. b undgensitandsihe® meverend £has aswiitek

So+fsin
neither Moreje wnor 4.ne&:. doqued hadsbeeny togetedito satatkabith or
t'rom anyvone on the  Other:Sides:%sWer aot&hos metist oEewoh 5 Laird s K el Sy
tho . R.nleticrs.adrest do.perseons; i #hedatd igngenapcinds opatlicifinside
ot seald slates, & latar messages in 6 difrent handritings came thru
on .ofCuastatgeheld . vp in thgoadniwidhis cipicgeclinghetkets | Bhabt . Yie
were slated ‘to get ours from g crystaly ves, Hehhfd semdihiitg~ol™iha
balRed@F 854

But alas! tho my Esperanticorrespondent —was  there fto
speak to me (the Rev did not identify my message as being in Esperanto
but simply said i* was a foreign language, wasnt 1%2) he coudnt 'cause
during the last war Pitzer had been bringing messages thru in German &
FrepehadhBuss Lana® Twhidnols &:ThctGovd Wadasud St 1o Gifo \JiFt a3 SRyt ANR
JoquelilieReshadeaskt CHASIFORT abowtidhe .m¥s ter i oUSEE A eUiMs ain ecs « Sl uime

rounding his death. lArty at _dhe times had the - ecrronecous -lmplieEcsisHiven
thatnwhott shed disBpegrditton a.lockiycodmi) T8iad Chge |if@idame I+ "He was
indetinite about his disapearance, saying simply that [ife was little

ditrent atter death; but he went on to encourage Arf in his "new work"
& safid thakh. hésvwasissure Foigo.phlaces®uliOndyione poss¥ble Fnterpreta~
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5 Mt LAST SCIENTIST
@ Dwane W /oimel

"Are you Sure, my son, that you wish ¢to go ahead with this
great undertakingi”

"Yes, father, I am!" Mal Zorn snapped. But a ghadow crosced
his atrong, tanned face. His gray eyes fell before hig father's
direct gaze.

"What'e bothering you, Mal? Out with it. Thie ie no time for
quibbling. Look at the years we've worked on this scheme----"

ligl Zorn hesitated, his eyes on the domed ceiling of the metal
gphere which would soon become his prison for five thousand years.
He would be unaware of the fleeing centuries. ~He would be asleep;
mumnified by & procege known only to his father, Ferel Zorn. When
ne‘awoké" i LT 4 '

"I can't quite 2es the---purpose, father. Granted that I would
be the last man on the earth. Whyt"

"My God!" Ferel Zorn stormed up and down the brightly polished
fdder. "You know why. I've told you often enough. Youfll have
complete isolation; complete freedom to study and work and dresm---
hasn't that been your ambition¥ Haven't you cursed 'civilization'
long emought Soon the carth will have no water. Even now the sun
ig dimming. A few more thnousand years and there will be no more
oxygen---or water. The cities on Antlantea that have escaped are
digintegrating---dying internally. Their oxygen machines will run
out of material before many centurics. The people are going wild;
celebrating, drinking; because they know it is the end. . . ."

"I have seen all that, father---but if there were some way to
Save humanity; if I had a definite purpose Dbesides merely learn-
ing----"

"Some day, when you are older, the vision of your purpose will
appear to you,"™ Ferel Zorn gaid significantly.

"I hope that you are right," Mal Zorn said. "Wow I am ready.
Life in this mad age is dull. Since the war of the sexes, when you
were young, the women have not troublied us. I have never seen one
alive---and I am glad."

His father's eyes gleamed strangely. "There you have another
reagon for wanting solitude. When your mother left me to join the
women and conguer the world, it ruined my life. Pe?haps-1 Tould
have become a greater man than I sn today., But we will forget that.
I am o0ld now, or I would ge with you, and waken when all others are
dead. kut my body would never stand it. Already I have lived past

my third century mark. You, my son, will ses many stupendous
things!i™
Mal gripped his father's shoulders. "Cut it, ‘@ad. Hurry and

give me the elixir and put me in the casket. Thé sconer I am un-
conscious, the better---except for vou. . . '."

from hig leather tunic Ferel Zorn took a small bottie. The
young man of twenty-five summers sat down in a metal ehairg+=Ris
eyee holding his father's steadily.

. "Dad, this is good-by---forever!" His voice trembled. He
gripped the older man's strong gmerled hand and winced at the pres-
sure. Tears filled those ancient eyes. a recklesg smile curved
Mal's lips. He raised the phial and swallowed the blue fiuid. His
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head seemed to spin into an abyss.

"Good-by, dad. Good-by .-« . Five thoug----- 4

Ferel Zorn tried to speal, but words caught in his throat. He
gank to the floor ©beside his son's chair. For the first time in
his long life he wept unashamedly.

Half an hour later he was busy over the form of his unconecious
son., He had many thinge to do before he ceased work and bolted down
the door of that great metal sphere. . . .

ial Zorn sat alone in his vast, hermetically sealed laboratory,
gazing through the heavy quartz windows at thse bleak desert stretch
ing away to the horizon., That day---the fiftieth since his awaken-
ing in the sphere---was his seventy-fifth birthday. And it had been
written by his father that he had a etrange task to perform before
the sun went down. lial Zorn was reluctant +to stir from his deep,
cushioned chair. After twenty years of building and remodeling the
metal chambers, and thirty years of study, he was weary in body and
in soul. He had never known loneliness equal to thig. In his youth
he had not suspected that knowledge alone could be so futile; so
maddening. Why had his father insisted on this 1life after death---
this leap into the future?Y For what purposef

Mal Zorn shook his head, as he had done many times before. He
rose from the chair, adjusted the oxygen and temperature gauges,
and walked to his large library, where the wisdom of the ages was
crammed, awaiting his touch. He had studied many of the tomes;
would read many more. Would he ever tire? Hde had, perhaps, over
two hundred years shead of hin. He gighed and strode to the metal
desk. He hadn't known about the letter until after the awakening.
It must, he reflected, contain something very important. Perhaps
the fingl cause hig father had hinted of. . . .

He opened the familiar drawer that no other hands had touched,
and found the long envelopse, yellow vwith age. A lump rosge in his
throat as he thought of this father, dead now so many centuries---
a mere whiff of dust blown far cut on the desert beneath the great
dimming orb of the sun.

He slit the envelope and withdrew a single sheet of paper. On
it, in Perel Zorn's handwriting, were the words:

"My beloved son:

"Granted that you are £t4ill alive and established in

ths laboratory we planned for you, I nave this one last

nessage to deliver. You may have wondered about that

sealed metal tube which I left ineide the sphere. I hope

you have preserved it as I indicated. I wanted you %o be

very wise and very mature before you met the inevitable

---for after Tfifty years of stuéy and work I know you

muet be very lonely. 5o, on this day, I wunt you to open

that cylinder. You are wise now, and will know what to

do. "Your loving father,

"Perel Zorm.'

Mal Zornm's hands trembled as he read the note again, folded it
carefully and returned it to the envelope. How familiar was that
precise longhand! He smiled a far-off smile. :

The sealed tube! Of course he remembered it. iany times he'd
been tempted to pry the thing open---but that note fastened to it
had stayed his hand.

He walked swiftly to his laboratory and opened a certain wide
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door. Inside it, leaning against the metal wall, stood a tall cyl-
inder, fully six feet long by three feet in diameter. He emered
it to the floor, carefully. Hie fingers touched the huge screws
which would unseal the 1lids, one on each end. He began loosening
the bolts little by little, one by one. A man of learnimg, he did
not permit his imagiration to conjure any wild fancies---but his
hands shook as he unfastened the last screws and heard the air
swish into that wvacuum.

He lifted off both caps before ne looked ingide. Then he
gasped in amazement. There on 4 padded cot lay a mummified woman!
She wag dark and small and beautiful, her hair lustrous, as if she
had slept but & few hours. He marveled again at hig father's secret
of perfect life-suspension---for even he, il Zorn, did not possess
that knowledge. ;

Suddenly the girl's eyelids fluttered open---as hig own nmust
have done on the day of awakening. (He recalled that his own cas-
k3t had been cpened by an auntomatic timing device built by his
father.) The girl's brown eyes mirrored bewi lderment and wonder.
Sne looked up, saw Mal Zorn, ané smiled.

dal had never seen a womsn smile---save in long-forgotten ci-
nemss--~and he felt curiously embaragsed. That he should experience
such an aniral emotion made him angry. Primitive sensations did not
mingle with absolute erudition. He shrugged and pulled the long cot
Lo ;. Bheseykinders The girl, clad in the scanty trunks and halter
of the period he had left in his youth, raised her slender arms and
gtretched dsintily. She yawned and laughed.

"WWho are you, stranger? And where---what is thie place?”

Mel Zorn'es mouth fell open. Great God! Hadn't his father told
thig girl, this child, what would happen to her--what had happened?

"I am kal Zorn," ‘he said. "The last man on earth---and you
Seem to be the last woman. Who are you? Ify father sent me into
the future five thousand years--but why he gent you I cannot under-
gtand." -

"You needn't get huffy," she sgaid, frowning; and Mal Zorn re-
volted at her simple words and enunciation. Had she no educstion
whatever?

"1 made a bargain with your father. He saved my mother from a
terrible disease. ILiy mother and I did not take sides in the war of
the sexes. We lived all our lives far out on the desert of Aiken,
ear dhoccity: . fofslorse There was & secret crgvice that gave out
0XygeNie There was a small oasis; some water. Then one day your
father found us. .other was close to death. Ferel Zorn saved her.
I said I would do anything to repay him. anything. Years later,
after mother was gone, he returned to the ocasis and brought me se-
cretly to hig laboratory. He said I would sleep a long, long time
and meet his own son in another age. I guess I have----7

ol Zoxrn grunted. "I believe yow, but I cannot see tha reascn
S0P 7 our - eomihp s

She smiled, @and glanced about the room. She ran to a window
of the 1laboratory, stured out over the desert. "What a pretty
gcene!™ ghe cried impulsively. :

"I suppose it is," Ilal Zorn replied, "the first time you see
it. I have gseen it too many times." ‘

"Jon't be so forlorn," she said gaily. "By the way, I'm star-
ving. Do you have any food---here?"

Mal Zorn nodded etiffly and walked out of the room. Her
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puzzled eyes followed his tall, anguler figure,

Por daye ilal Zorn wrestled withk the problasm. What to do% He
did not 1like women, Spec T 18ly " o e~ 5176% She was toco impetuous,
too young, and above all, uneducated. What else was of real worth
gave knowledge*

A% Pae U Ula Yl 4orA U hi% upon gl plan; Cbviousely the girl needed
conpanionship. 3he wug the type, hs csupposed, that demanded atten-
tion, and he, il Zorn, hud'mno time for inane frippery. Hins i Tt
wis a eimple one. He would create a s nthetic companion---a nan to
kgepiner ¥ oompeny~==a mun,  vgrhaps, whom the econld Tove., " &

Love. bal Zorn scowled <t his books und wiched that his father
hadn't been so irrational. Had he dreamed that his own scn would
fall into thie girl'e arms---even if they were offered---when he,
ferel LZorn, had cursed all of the opposite sex, including his own
wifet ag she 'the ineviteblet'

So Mal Jorn went ahead, locked her out of hig laboratory for
ceveral daye. Producing synthetic life was not difficult for a mer
of his accomplishments and learning. He had, at one time, planned
to mould a companion for himself, but for some reacon or another he
had mever done it. Now he had an objective.

hal decided to conetruct a man ecomewhat smaller than himself.
She wae small. That would be best. He would name hig creation
John. iould she like himY It would te worth a trial. \What wae her
name% It occurred to him then that he'd never inquired. Or had hef
Not that it mattered. . . .

Came the day when hig test-tube man wae conpleted. He had in-
gtructed the girl---whoge name he discovered wag Verel Swon---to
enter the laboratory at noon. PRFive minutes tefore that time he had
unlocked the door. Ilsanwhile he was bhusy wnreparing his new man for
the meeting. '

John, whe had been faghinned with average intelligence, had
dark blue eyes, Dbrown hair, sand a stout, musgcular body. He was
hands ome . Mal Zorn gave him some clotheu, which were rather large
but adequate.

"Wow, John," Kal gaid slowly. "I have brought you into being
for a companion. You shall live ag long ag you are faithful and
friendly to:your companion. No, 1 am "not the one. Her name is
Verel 3won. 3he is nice to look at---and I hope you will like her."

"Liam grateful, al Zorn, '™ -John ezid. dis oyes rvoved toword
the door. In them gleamed a strange light that puzzled higs master.
"I will try to please you---and her."

Mal nodded. The laboratory door opensd. Vverel's dark eyes
fastened on the two men by the window. 3he gasped.

"Where did you come from%"

"I have been hiding him---for a surprise," lal Zorn said, in-
troducing them. They exchanged covert glances. The girl seemed
excited.

"I trust that you will make good companions," ilal Zorn con-
tinwed. "You have the freedom of the entire place, as long as you
do not disturb me. ¥ow I muset go. I have work €o 0.« e pelise vl
know where everything is. 3ee that John has food and a couch.”

gl Zorn lefh: the wdom: already the two children had used
much of hig valuable time. Later he would build separate rooms for
them. He walked to hig liirary.

Thet afternoon uel. Zorn had difficulty keeping his mind on hig
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gtudies. Often he found his gaze wandering out of the window, a-
croge the bleak desert where no living thing moved. Before suneet
he became impatient and left the library. He would see how Verel
and John were getting along. He hadn't heard them, Yecause the
walls were absolutely sound-proof.

He walked into the laboratory. It was empty. He saw a tall
cupboard door ajar, but heeded it not. He passed on to the living
quarters. The children were probably prepuring a meal. He searched
the kitchen and the parlor and bedrooms; all of the neat metal
roomg. He found no one. This was strange indeed.

wal Zorn's pace quickened. He ran to the library---ransacked
it; then sped up the steep etuirway to the observatory. The oxygen
Jets had been turned off for two days, and he had difficulty
breathing. No time now for adjustment. He searched the observato-
ry. No one there. Then he remembered the opened cupboard. That's
whero he kept the oxygen holmets---for outeide use only. Had
they----% :

Focusing his powerful telescops, ilal quickly scanned the dar+
kening horizon. A% 128t he saw thent---far out on the pale desert,
moving westward. He turned on all the observatory lights. ZPorhaps
they would ges them. The fools. Didn't they know that after sun-
down the temperature dropped far below zero¥ They were at least
three miles away. In a few moments the great pallid sun would set
---then the cold of the poles would envelop everything.

Mal Zorm sighed. Perhaps this was best. He knew that he had
inbued John with a certain degree of intelligence---surely enough
to see the folly of such a step. He moved to a telescope more
powerful than the first. aven now the dimming light made their
figures indistinct. Then he gliapsed the pair as they topped a low
dune, stood silhouetted sgainet the dying sun. By the great father!
They wore only thin indoor garments and oxygen helmets. . . . They
would freeze within a few moments. The utter fools. Watching
closely, I@flal Zorn observed reluctanée in Verel's movements. Then
he noticed, with a start, that she was walking ahead of John, while
in hig right hand was an atom gun. Where in hell was he taking her?

Mal Zorn frowned. hat could he dof% Impogsible to rescue
ther now---they had gone too far. He flashed the observatory lights
on and off rapidiy, and cursed because he had no powerful search-
iights. ZEy the time he could travel three miles they would be fro-
zexn brittle. Aand at night---- Even his towering eruvudition could
not save then. He did not care so much. ILow he would be alone---
as he had wished. No more disturbances; no more interruptions.
ORI v iunh -

Suddenly he leaped to his feet and ran down the observatory
steps. His father had entrusted Verel Swon to his care. He nmust
try some th ing, He raced to the lavorstory, snatched the one re-
maining oxygen helmet. He donned all the heavy clothing he could
find, which wasn't much. He'd uever been outside those metal walls
after sundown. Why had they ventured theretY He should have’locked
the door., He began to0 realize how unstable were human ideas, plans
and emotions.

He pocketed an atom gun, a flashlight and a compass. Damn
thisg inconveniencse. Hig profound scholsrship seemed to fail him.
Removing his light sandals, he got into stout, fur-lined boots. He
turned on every light in the plsce---perhaps John would see them
and take heed. Tnrore would be no moon. . . .
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He strode to the sealed double doors; entered the compartment
between then. He heard the hiss of escaping oxygen, and he un-
latched tnre second door. The cold struck hig vitals as a knife,
despite hig heavy alothing he trembled and shivered, and ouly -a
great determination carried hig feet across the powdery sand toward
that distant rise where he had last seen John and Verel.

sl Coxrn realized suddenly that he could cause John's death
any instant by destroying the model in his laboratory. ~But that
would not save the girl. He walked swiftly across the flat decert.
The cold stars gleumed at him---seemed to mock hin. lial Zorn
laughed. They could not mock him. He was lial Zorn the Great---the
last and wisest man on carth. The lagt scientist.

He tramped onward, the awful cold c¢hilling the frail tody so
unuged to such hardehips. He glanced at his compuss, then at tne
heaver.g, and lest at the lights in hisg obgervatory. He changed hig
course a trifle and plodded on. How long he traveled he did not
know exactly, bat it seemed to hig frost-benumbed brain--encused in
the rubber-metal helmet---that he had walked for ages. And etill
he saw them not. The damn fools. The utter domn foole. Had they
no genge at ollY They were ignorunt---ignorant. . . .

Af Jast dal Zorn. saw the dune where the fugitives had stood.
with hands that could no longer feel he took out his flashlight and
threw & white beam on ths cold sand. Yeg, there wére the foot-
prints. Beyond and kelow the dure he followed them, where, to his
astonishment, they turned and pointed back toward the observatory.
What madness was this? He saw a wide disturbance in the sand, and
further on the narrow gandalled footprints became bYbroad, furry
tracks. He followed them---they were aimed sbtraight &t the metal

walls of his palace, now @ mere bright spot in the distance.

Suddenly the lights in the observatory blinxed out. Utter
darkness swallowed the place where they had been. The cold bit
deeper and deeper into Mal Zorn's thin blood; it touched hig brain,
and he burst out laughing. This was good---damned good. Tricked
by his own creation. They couldn't do that te him---the great Mal
Zorn, the last man on the earth.

He realized suddenly why he had found go few warm garments
sbout the place. They had teken them---nearly all of them. Curse
Jalie eurse Verels « - 4

Mal Zorn stumbled to the icy sand. His head felt light,
weightless. Vast, pyramiding thoughts flashed tackward and forward
geross enormoug gulfes of time and infinity. He shouted hoarsely as
he tried to rise. He rolled on his back and faced the cold stars,
They were 1laughing at him now, damn them. . . . Time seemed to
float backward---~forward---to leap up and swallow him. He saw be-
neath hin a great yawning pit of darkness,

al Zorn, the earth's last scientist, was dead.

"Ja fell for the trick---almost too easily," John said, sgip-
ping hig coffee in the metal kitchen. ™I hated to do it. He had &
wonderful mind----" :

I Jeneys. it..was cruel, ! . Verel said. "An awful pity---but now
it is dome. I'm glad he created you. . . ." Her eyes watched him,
fondly. "It would have been terrible living near him---all my life.
He knew so many strange and terrible things---he wag very brilliant
in his ownn way." :

"Yeg, it's too bad,™ John said slowly, solemnly. "Wow maybe
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we can start life---again. A new life. Civilization. Humanity
doesn't deserve to die---like this. I don't know Just how we'll do
1%, but we can try. Ual Lorn never intended to. A1l he wanted was
knovledge and more knowledge---but for what purpoee? 1t 'sTawful®to

geesa greatimind “inthat condition: I kriew the minute I set eyes
on him that he was as mad as g hatter.”
Verel rodded wistfully. She wae thinking of the many tomor-

rowg---of a new life and a new GHderstand ingi &5,

TH3 ZND
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TET - ..Dbane Rimél writes: POLARIS . .is getting bLetter
AL and better.  Number three is well balanced, and has
S BRI a good wvariety. I liked Lowndes' gtory the best, as
v AW UBueli: BHeT idBa-is furely original and striking. I

Wwas pleased “to see  the increase in size, and hope
that you can, in the- future, make it even lurger.

Vincent - llunning, one of the editors of that wonder ol (=it
world, Pluvo, cormentg: 73 Polarie wus ewell, Liked atout svery-
thing in‘it. 4rt Widner's cover was OK, Ray L's "Luana the Living"
€plendid, Lovmdes "The Other" also good, and 4SJ's "Imagi-kovies"
OK, as usual. Barlow's "Swearing of an Oath"~-perfect! & your edi-
torial ie interesting. The all fietion SipeC 18l S Soods Pl T like
the general fan mag set-up better. A1y all“fiction mag, such ase
this #4 Folaris, haz a place in the fan world, but Polaris appeals
more as a general mag, as it was instigated.

Bob Studley gets lyrical: The third and fourth issues of Po-
laris were perisct---at Jast I've found some good fan stories. The
est story in both issues was "The Tree on the Hili" by Duane W.
imel---I honestly believe that could have =old %0 Weird Tales, A1l
of the other stories and features were fine.

Brief comments from: '"Doc" Lowndes: Polaris s#€ 3 and 4 quite
excellent; = cover on both particularly fige. salfogkowitz: ITve
greatly enjoyed the four numbers of "olaris®™ that have appeared to
date. They are not only superior in quality, but in format as well.

M
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Uniless more readers send in nunmerical ratings on the stories,
we will have to abandon the idesa. Hot enough votes came in this
time to provide good averages. However, the votes received came out
as follows: For June, 1940, first came Duane Rimel's poem, "The
Worm, " with 8.2; next Lowndes' "The Other™ with 8.0; then 4e's c¢ol-
umn at 7.6, "The Truant" with 7.2, - "Lnang the ILiving"™ with 6.8,
Tucker's article with 6.1, and "Phs Swearing of an QOath™ with 5.6.
The cover by Widuer was rated 8.0, the contents page and editorial
7.0 each, the letters column 7.5, and the ads received one Vote o
10.0. For the September issue Rimel again took first place, his

"The Tree on the Hill"™ receiving 8.2; 'Ygdrasil" came Second with
7.4; then Miske's "The Single Strain®™ with 7.2; "Phe Quegtioner”
with 7.0, "The artizan's Reward" with By 6 sV and“¥Dream” A Eth 6.4.

The cover recéived 5.8, the editorial 7.0, and the ads 7.5,
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EDITORIAL ILLUMINATION

(Continued from Page 3)
we feel that it could be made into something worth-while if it were
given the necessary backing by the real fans. How about 1t%

Llmer Ferdue asks that we publish the following notice for the
FAPA members: "I am in receipt of a communicetion from E. A, Mar-
tin, of 2 Broad Street, iianchester, Conne¢ticut, in which he men-
tiong the Edward H. Coleg, 53 Freeman 3treet,, Wollacton, lMassachu-
setts, as having published a magazine thru the NAPA--the Olympian
Ho. 35, 'In llemoriam: Howard Phillips Lovecraft.' It was a 33-page
printed booklet, which those :that -have seen consider quite fine. I
have corresponded with others adabout -it, &nd dropped & request to
the Coles, but it would appeir th.t they don't have an extra fifty
copies on hand. However, they are willing to sernd a cepy to those
of our members who will request it of them. HNow, "if it wouldn't be
too late, would you kindly insert an.item in Polarig to that effe t%
I'ia scxry I can't amnounce it myself; and perhaps your own item
would appear toc late to do any good; but it would be appreciated."”

iy we recommend three new fan msg.izines as keing of particu-
lar interest to those who care for Iolarist Piret is Nepenthe, a
magazine of fan poetry issued by Zarl Singleton at the N.I.T. Grad
House, Cambridge, ifss. Then there is an unusual new maigazine,
Fantasia, from Lou Guldstone, £69 Sixteenth Ave., San Francisco.
Last but not least is Art Joquel's Specula, from 1426 West 38th St.,
Los Angeles. #ll are ten cents each.

Ye Zd attended the Caicago World Science Fiction Convention
and had 2 marvelous time there, but was disappointed in not finding
more weird fans there. Why don't we get together at the 1941 Con-
vention in Denver and make & showing for the weird side of fantasy«
Write to me or to Lew iartin, 1258 Race 3t., Denver,Colorado, for

details.,
SUPPORT THE DENVENTION

The Sold.ier

by Damon Knight

He lay in stinking holesg, half-filled with slime;
Gouged out by cruel blows from shrinking Earth;
and clutched to him the soil, that gave him birth,
In derror and despair., -and for a time,

I watched, and wondered, puczzled, for what crime
He must lie so and epent wha tever worth

Was in him, in & fearful death. o mirth

\iag written in his face, nor thought sublime;

But only agony, and mindless fear,

That took control of him, legt he should die.-
And then, with metal fingers, Death ceme near,

and he lay staring 8% the darkened sky.
And theniz my worgdjbegan to d?sappea¥

Iyv: bards of shrieking flame -~ for it was I.
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