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This is an occasional megazine. It will appear at the will
of the gods and Dale Hart. Address all commnicotions to:-

Apartment 20, 1116 Georgia Strcet, Los Angoles 15, Calif,
Issucs free to members of the Fantasy Amateur Press  Ass'ng
ten cents a copy to others. Letters of comment soliciteda
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HOTLS ON THE PORTS:

Sidnoy Johnston is working on his Phe De at Columbia U.
this summer....Harvey Gross is a June '47 graduate of the U,
of California at Los AngelcSe.e.George Ebey will be remembcr-
ed as the co-cditor of "Sappho"e.s.Rual Askew, Jre. is work-
ing on & book of poetrye....Robert W Lowndcs no longer is in
sympathy with the carly poom prescented on p:.ge sixeesaGoorge
Crone is & local writer end college student...e.Alex Chorney
formerly odited "Scop," the literary magazine at UOLA,and-1s
doing graduate Work now.s.s.Robert-Peter Aby i3 engagcdr ~In
preparing French poctry for American publicution, with ghe
suthorization of the poctse.sss.Rcdd Boggs is the co-cditor of
"Tympanye "
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SCIENCE

The arc of shells in calculuted flight,

- The éreud torpedo in its. oily.wake,

The crushing strength of tanks in enginec g2
And gas that rots the flesh off, flake oy flake--
These are the fruits ¢f science in these days,

* The votive offerings to the dog of war--

Proof science is no deity tc¢ rrailse,
But only human as all humans are.

Science oends low pefore the greed cf nen,
Serves strongly in the cause of fear and hate,
Is ample helper as the ranks go thin

Before grim ramonant death, insatiate.

Vet science still is man's one hone from pbirth,
His only chance to make a home of Earth.

-——SINEY JOINGTON.

Sonnet written pefore the first Atom Bomd)

A e = e — = -

An earthworm's not a lovely creature,

Tor he has neither face nor festure,
Nor any eyes to see~-

He has no hair with darling curls;

Ye has no shining teeth like pearls;
His life!s no jubile=.

Vet he has perfect sgymmelry,
Ané does not work for a cegree,
But eats dirt merrily,
ind thinks: "A foolish creature, Man--
vho says that he is better than
A high-class worm, like me?"

~--=SIDNEY JOWNSTON.
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(For Those "ho Would Apply the Methods of Science to Lt

Gaunt philcsophers live in narrow rooums,
Gray minis extracting meanings so profound;
Thelr sticky webs of tangled thought confound
Qur pcetics in ten thousand tcmes,
Weaving, weaving on their 4dreadful looms
Melancholy maxims which propounc
That the apple falls, the world is round,
That cead men sleep forever irn their tombs.

Upon the sterils table of their prose
Lies the Ariadne of our art;
Tike necrophilists they defile the rose
Which would grow inviolates in her heart.
Flendishly they 1ift her garments, ani <isclose
Her tender ninples and her virgin part.

--—-FARVEY CROSE.

apostrophe to freuc

to see the thought oehind the thought
to know the man beyond the man
to split the skull and probe the orain
and pick the patterned neurons ocut
\
he sought beneath the fiction of appearance
what is held beyond our seeing
revesled with his surgeon's knife
the subtle singing cord of all our being

the filching lanthorn consciousness
dims the moon of Areams

spicder's spittle cannot spin
thresds to sew these seams

this is writ in the hornbock of night
in designs of most intricate fire

harvey gross
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UNVERNAL RENMEWBRANCE

Though she,

Even in death;

~ark hair nette” with unvernal leaves,
Is here in nale-simulate? life,

She cannot assume a form thzt will oress
TLess sharply my breast.

Her bones

Are cold hung in my arms

Ané the leaves muss my clothing.

Troweh: T,

Who would cold-chisel her name on the Capitol steps
Vhile a million patriot Americans watched,

Am mindful ever of the tender sentiments

Given faithfully,

I cannot rememper our cuality at &ll

In langui¢ days of the world's vernallty.

-—--"ALE HART.

PIERROT'S PATTER

I felt the moonlight lave across my face

An? “reamec I “rowne’ within a wash of light;
Leaving no flake of foam or silver trace

I felt the moonlight lave across my face
Tike some lost love's last delicate embrace;
Tnraptured in that crystalline delight

I felt the moonlight lave across my face

Anc dreamed@ I dérowned within a wash of light.

---GECEGE E3EY.
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THE ENT OF A 2ILETTANTE

The tinny niano near the oar hd. ourgeois. notes only,
Tise the nlaver “i¢ not choose to rise from the ourgeols
Just for the leclectation of one customer.

The young man of the heavy-1li.ie" gyes
2ic  not exmnect Brahus

But he hopeé for the lizhter moments
of Tschaikowsky.

He got neither Brahms nor Tschaikowsiy.

e got a wheezy version of The One C!'Clock Jump,

Although the time was two-thirtv in the afternoon
of an intolerable 3lay.

The effete gentleman left quickly,
with dis$taste bHut without ostentation,
Per  ther pifSivacsr @ i, qUETEETS.,
Unworlily to a painfultdegree,
he realize?, sudcenly,
that he shoull leave the worl:.

(O]

o

Which he did, shortlysafter.s
The osullet was commonmplaces, &
to convention. i

aching his oerroom.
. his last concession

3

In “eath, he representec an ovarouriene: art
fallen of its own weight.

The coroner, something of a litterateur,
Remarke that “ecalencs is its own sxcuse for.peing.

-—=DALT HART.

Trom "Trilogy ¥or This War'"
Why should & giliEle.goice,; sing
when the worll has peen shot
through the wincpine?

---Rual Askew, Ji.
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RENUNCIATION

What need have we for Life?! The common multitude can live,...

Aye, let them live and feast upon the worldts illusions., e

Care nothing for the world: always hefore our eyes we see

The moving shapes and shadows backstage. Yhat could this world give
To gquench our thirsts? The wells of paradise, the lakes of hell
Alike we know for shadows, The herd sins. Once, we sinnéd; then,
One day the veil was lifted, and we saw the world of men,

And that which lies behind the world, and from our minds the spell
Of life was lifted, We have known all things that were, and all
That shall or can he on this starry starme with life imbued,

And we have seen the light called Lucifer set up aceinst the heart
Uf chaos known as God, === Aaye, we could enter in the feud

snd see the light disrupt the darkmess tyrannous: the fall

Of God, Sut-~this: to blast the seed whence life-impulses start!

-=-=~ROBERT W, LOWNDES,

HE

He was not yet fifty when he saw

The fat becoming adipose around

His heart, He knew his mind was quite as sound
As ever, for it served him like a claw

To lacerate the rock of opposition,
ind fascinate the rich and vex the poor,
No acrid fever dazzled his volition,
His solemn heart was blind to every lure
Of the starved and dying,

Unly once,

Like some enormous pupret, he collapsed
Amone the perfeet blossoms of his cardeny
His singing cry of terror burst and lapsed
Unheard, like privacy, and simple pardon
Cane to ridicule his warring sons,

--=GEURGE CRANE.

(Used by permission)
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I: death is a arcam of darkness
upborne as

the flame of resinous trees
which have fallen across

volcano craters

it was amsze coming

of electric darkness

attenuate-drawn

without placidity
thought was suckea
through the hollow tubnes
of the senses into

a comuon reservoir

i am a ousy man
the coroner saicd

II: heaven is a far countrr
a porphyry column

slightly truncated

he stoou among the Greek ruins

of Topehlitsnishts

ané fell when the nights and days
were pulled away tec he stuffec
intc ths hole they lug for hin

planet-nrecisely

he orbited carelessly
toward a limited cosmos in
a perfumed cancellation

ct
C

-~

e me a corner lot in hell

2 g
be used to say

:

-—-JALE HART.
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FROM AN OLD FAERY TALE

Mountain and swampland--and which to choose?

The 1little girl ran in her recC-hot shoes.

Behind her followed red disaster,

And the child ran fast, but the shoes ran faster.
Past diamond castles where wizerds screamed,

The red shoes danced and the child's eyes glsamed.
The world rolled up in a little olack »all,

And nobody, nooody, saw her fall.

Down, down--desp down, where Proserpine

Yawns over goblets of mandrake wins,

Choked in a capital bath of clay,

She suffocates until Judgment “ay.

But the little red shoes are dancing still:

I saw them dance in the wind on the hill.

How brightly they shone in the red moon's light,
Twinkling hells in the red moon's light...

I think I shall try them on--tonightl

__-GZORGE EBEY.

CEZANNE ON CEZANITE

Cezanne! Cezanne! ch, what you said

In. this boskithat I. j@st -peadd

It has a flzvomss igiomasle,

That time will never rencer static.

It stands alone--it is, indeed,

The essence of the artist!s creed.

Sound the trumpets: rooty-toot-tootl

That for the boys in the Institutel

Thet for Le Grande Academel!l

~own with the Philistines--one, two, three!
This is the stuff of a great philosophie:
"No one is going to get their hooks in ma."

---GEORGE FEBEY.

CENEEREUEERENARERLECANEEHRAVORRENCEEERANRNELARLIRHNIINERELAE



PCEM FCR THE MAN 7HO COULY NOT RECOGNIZE “EATH

It wes: difficult Fepshinm: tevthinkeof gisgelution,

Ye sav 4denth in & osroken oranch of wil. thyme
or in the me . gyretiecns of & wep-entungles fly
out never ser its sullen face in the mirror of
G

He sa7 death onlvy ag manifestad in other things.
tHCt onene

ars
Flels smiling
on unﬁmr every

Irn & nsrrow lanc e nlucked
as-vearz Within “the WS oL
yhan e found snekes of ‘4ss
plossom.

,_J‘ I
,._l
n o

s
1 ti

--~DALE HART.

SITTIFG 3Y TUE RA™IC

Py

snd -ig, so censcious of the deep delusion,
(Sepliing the olalin,

The life thi.t 1Is neotseErt,

Seeking & certain pulss in the transfusion),
Plug dn our hearts, znd Jjerkour darus zwiiile,

a3
FAl S

(Renrinted from “00P o permiscion.)
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Maul my eyes then, whet your ruazor teeth \
Against the raw cool splinters of my shin,
Dress me in scarlet, furthermore, come pin
Upon my watered broast some badge of this
So gory spite you mocking cell your kiss;
I can no lonzer raise my flesh within
This shell of weary, puiice-shoven skin
Which you heve drained as dry winds suck a heath,

Prctending now no longer honking goese
Who raised templar rcsistance from within
With Ffrightened tempest and night-warning hiss,

I hereby, bub not passively, bto Bthis
Qutragsous violence subnmit. My Skibi'g
With thirsty Dbody, needs not you but pceacc.

—---ROBRRT-PETER ABY.

&

/OVE 'S WINGLENESS '

Ky flesh is torn; the torment of my will

Barces bitter teeth and turns upon my pridc

As some sanc beast might gnaw his very hide
7o rend the leperous wound which eats him still;

Though Love's a gory maw, mine cannot i B 1

The aching emptiness fecar burns inside

Its own derision, can do nought but slide
Tts slattern tongue along my spine with skill.,

Yot must I tond my Love and pat its head,
Feed it on soimets apiced, ‘for it is minc,
My unique Love, my bastard changeling child

Who is a ravening boast with stricken, wild
And sightless eyes, the wallowing foet of swine,
The single, boundless wind of one alrcady dead,.

---ROBERT-PETER ABY,
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THE MIGHTY FORT

Contentiously his soul abjures

the dung oi scilence, rank manures
whcrein tuc maggot-worm endures,
and ventures into bowels of truth,
attacking with an udcerous tooth.

He views an oak one perilous hour,
rain-drenched beneath a private shower;
his glbbousﬂeyes are_hot,and gbur,
while periwinkles fall 1ikc sléet
into & blank Parisian street.

He contemplates the shaman moon
in mirror dreams, and roars a tune
tornadic from a wild bassoon,
while Fortean volcanoes flare

high in ‘the. fulminating air.

He limpses the Ambassador

who vanished and was seen no more;
ne walks the metaphysic floor,
then, with Promethean aplomb,

he smites the viscus with a bomb.

--~REDD BOGGS,
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