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he iwings
7/e‘ve been seeing foreign film classics or some-such title at 

the Palace of the Legion of Honor in San Francisco about every Sat. 
Present, off an on, with us have been Everett Ayers, Rita Bayne, 
Lou Goldstone, Joe Fortier, Tom Wright, my cousin, On the program 
was an early silent German movie, SIGFRIaD complete with mechanical 
fire-and-smoke-breathing dragon, magic sword, little dwarfs, and a 
cloak of invisibility. The invisibility angle was handled neatly 
with just suggestion of Sigfried barely visible in outline and hi- 
light. .

THE CABINET OF DR.CALIGARI was another silent German movie with 
a stock horror plot. The only interesting item was the background. 
Weird, twisted houses, triangular doors, odd shaped windows, surreal* 
istic paintings on the street pavements, tilted anlcs and so on, 
verv good in spots, very poor in others, but enjoyable on the whole.y b (turn to page 10 pliz)
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CAJ'S MC&W

by Lric .inters

Lou 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 ihe gradual swelling of waves on a sandy 
shore the soft padding drew closer and closer. Then through the.op* 
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 thera 
was light. Soft green light. A throaty voice spoke.

'•You needn't
be afraid, my cats are quite harmless. The little devils."

Loue 
stared unbelievingly at the owner of the voice. Never before had he 
seen a woman of such perfect loveliness. Has eyes drank of the 
smooth shapely length of her black clad body and rose to observe the 
blood red of very kissable lips, the warm green of her eyes and the 
long black hair scintillating in the mellow light.

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

"Yeah, that's it," stammered Lou? the spell of her beauty broken.
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Well, almost broken. "My ear broke down. Saw your dumm .... orrh, 
place; and thought I'd boat It over before the rain really star 
coming. Door was open so I just slipped, I mean stepped in. n p 
you don’t mind.11 at all> visitors are few and far be
tween here. I’ll be glad to accomodate you for the night al oug 
I, ah, am all alone here.” She leered innocently.^ 
again, his mouth went dry and sweat sttod out on palms, 
smiled and turned. Unmindful of the furry horde about him he fol 
lowed her into an inner chamber. A biding fire 
away in a huge fireplace, threw a circle of light ^™t * large^ 
comfortable looking couch. Lou didn t xorgvt th^ g-rl .
slightly distracted by the chest of glittering gems which stood by 
the mantle.jeweiry fascinates you?” she asked as sho sank down 
close, very close, beside him on the couch., yeah> z was„ad. 
miring them, never saw so many sparklers in one lump before."^
have been collecting them for an awfully long time.” She murmured 
the words. Her bourbon-scented breath fanned his cheek an instant 
later she was soft and yielding in his arms. Like a pi^tc oi jviio.

Lou forgtt everything in the riot of ecstasy that aesc^ndtd 
on him as she pressed her body against him and ne tasted of he 

pushed her down on the couch, 
Even as he did so, his brain noted moist sensual lips. Panting, he
that the cats were pressing closer 
and a warning bell rang deep with
in his skull. They sat in a circle 
rimming the lighted area. Their 
eyes gleamed in the flickering 
light. They were waiting, waiting 
for something they knew was com
ing. But not quite what Lou ex
pected to come.

But the warning 
vanished as he delved.into the 
swirling passion of her body. He 
kissed her eyes, her pulsing th
roat and experienced the tingling 
thrill of her darting tongue. He 
felt her caressing lips on his

neck, kissing,/moving restlessly and suddenly tiny pricks as of 
sharp needles penetrating his skin. At that moment the warning bvll 
clanged furiously-hurting his head. It was just about time too.
He sprang up, his pkssion dropping from him like a heavy cloak to 
be replaced by the chill of a nameless dread.

x X Her tongue,
scratchy, pointed like a cafcsB Her yyes he now noticed, 
were dark vertical slits in irises of green..

it was 
the pupils

She rose fr^m the couch
and came toward him. The inviting smile had changed to one of pure 
evil. Now she was anticipating a fearful pleasure to, come.
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’’Tour tooth," gasped Lou in a high pitched scream, "pointed 
just like a cats."

In answer she purred. A warm, de_p sound that 
made Lou decide to vacate the premises. It also made the cate 
move. Move in toward the poor ignorant jerk.

Flight was useless.
Lou, his face the color of over-ripe putty, cast around for some 
means of escape. Then his hand shot to his pocket and came away 
with a very peculiar knife. Now it just happened that Lou, in his 
nocturnal wanderings, sort of wandered into a house of a former gl
obe-trotter once and since he hadn't been there for amusement, he 
had picked up the blade, not because it was a good weapon, but be
cause it was silver, and you know silver brings a price of sorts 
even through a lousy, crooked, fence. Now I don't want to hack this 
up too badly, but by a strange coincidence this globetrotter had ob
tained the knife in far-off India for a price as fantastic as its 
age. The thing was covered with inscriptions and had. at one time be
longed to a sorcerer.

At the sight of the knife ou~ lovely heroine 
stopped and the evil lust vanished from her eyes to be replaced by 
stark flaked fear. Voicing a scream she stumbled backwards but it was 
too late, the blade swung down. Crimson blood spurted from her neck 
and her terrified scream broke off in a mouthful of sweet blood..

For 
seconds nothing moved in the room. Dou crouched back staring uncer
tainly at her crumpled biAck-clad body and red blood. The cats even 
seemed uncertqin about the ^hole thing.

A background of crime and mur
der now stood Lou in good stead. He gathered his nerves together & 
turned to the chest of jewelry, his eyes filled with greed The dope 
forgot one thing though, her little devils. Now he heard uhear Soft 
pad.ding as they advanced upon him. My how fiercely thdir yyes glowed 
in the light of the dying fire.

From the doorway, from the dark corn
ers of the room and then they were on him. He boat at them franti
cally, his terrified hands striking blindly. Their sharp claws st
ung him, tore his flesh, ripped cruelly into bone.. He could feel 
his hot life blood draining from him. as he went to his knees in the 
silent feline mass. Hellish blackness, pierced eyeballs, lacerated 
face, a trillion stinging pains descended on him and he died.

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

f inished?
Then wipe up the stinking mess!
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£U S J on LUJ^IA
by Boris Vyacheslav Schwackhamer

The oilo-t Raznac shot a startled glance at the rocket engine. 
His tiny on^-man spaceship trembled violently. Yes! There it was 
again, the heart-stopping tremors of the rocket engine.

’1 OCK> ucLa

po-cketa, poeketa, queep'. " 

beat a frightened tattoo.

said the rocket engine.
Raznac's heart

"Queep, queep, queop, pocketa!11 spluttered
the heart. • .Hastily Raznac pulled the emergency lever that dumped his 
remaining fuel supply. The golden liquid ppread out in the vacuum 
behind his hurtling ship. No danger of fire now; fire won t burn in 
a vacuum. Suddenly the engine quit cold.

"It must be out of fuel,"
thought Raznac. The nose dropped, throwing Raznac forward across 
the controls. Suddenly the tiny ship went into a death spin, hurt
ling straight down for the harsh, alien surface of the moon. Raz
nac struggled back into the pilot's chair and fastened the safety 
b^lt. "This is the end!" he said aloud. "I shall die unmourned on 
the cold face of the moon. Every night upon earth millions of people 
will look at my grave." He closed 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 queep was the ship striking a huge meteorite. With a 
rending crash the fragile ship burst asunder, throwing the hapless 
body of the pilot high into the air. It came down before the entr
ance of a mountain cave.

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

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

§hc was a vision, 
a beautiful, pale ivory, winged vision. Her long dark tresses cas
caded down her back like a ripiling waterfall. She had wings! Gor
geous, breath-taking golden wings joining her shoulder blades. St
artled, he looked up into her soft eyes.

"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. I crawled in hero to escape 
the burning sun. But...who are you? You're alive!"

"Of a certainty
I am alive strange man. I am a Cummi."
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"A what?”
”A Cummi. I am a Cummi girlj from the tribe of Cummi. 

Cummi is god. Cummi made this world. Cummi gave us wings to fly. 
We are Cummi's."

He looked up at her through weak eyes. His streng- 
the sagged and he fell back on the cavern floor. "Water...."he cr
ied, "I am dying. Please give me water!"

Alammed, puzzled, she bent 
over him. Her short transparent bodice did not hide the heaving 
breasts. "'.Vater? "Vhat is water? I know it not."

"'Water... you know, 
aqua, H20, I need a drink or I shall die."

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

Eagerly Raznac slaked his 
thirst. Pocketa, pocketa, pocketa, queep. He wiped his chin and 
suddenly found himself thirsty again. Willingly the beautiful, win
ged woman succored the thirsty pilot. Tenderly, like a mother fond
ling a child, she held his weak body in her arms while he slaked his 
thirst.

When he was done she looked fondly on him. "You are tired," 
she said. "You must sleep."

He looked at the mouth of the cave and 
saw the dread shadow of night creeping across the moonscape. In
voluntarily he shuddered.

"I dare not sleep. That creeping cold will 
kill me. I must stay awake to keep warm."

"Nay," she said soothingly 
"I shall keep you warm."

The girl lay down and spread one great wing. 
Willingly 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 ye shall be warm," she said softly. "The cold 
cannot touch us here. 'What.... what are you doing?"

From the folds 
of the feathers Raznac whispered. "I'm thirsty again. Don't mind
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"M" an early German talkie 
chubby Peter Lorre was in it. 
as the mad murderer. Otherwise 
style, horror movies must have

was interesting only because a fat, 
Even the German directors typed him
it was in the traditional Hollywood 

stock plots the whole world over.

The GOLEM was interesting !n spots. Dor Golem was a German 
silent movie. The Golem is a clay man that can be Drought to U£ 
bv the magic word written on a piece of paper, uJcHsc _u i o? Davi? aid screwed into the Golem's chest. He is «ll.a upon »ly 
when the Jews in the ghetto are in serious trouble. The gay who was 
inside of all that padding and make-up and atop six meh o. i . 
elevator shoes pilyed

The directors of the Hollywood film 
Frankenstein must have seen the Golem because one or uw~ semes 
were coped directly we swear.

Seeing that this is a spiey dirty fanzine, we’ll mention that 
Lou Goldstone saw and talked to the infamous Harry Honig, actually 

... other ’’Bohemians" seeing theand literally. Honig was with some
pitchurs same as us'ns.

Lust on Luna in this issue was scheduled for Dishabille #2 ;
#1 came out in 1945 
port it to the post 

office(iais). That is until they found out who some of the authors 
were, but we decided not to play with fire and a cordoned nebulous 
plans for a second issue. On hering (not nerrmg, or hmmg, buo 
hearing (we’ve no correction fluid as you've no doabu uOuicodJ 
that generous offer to make up the difference between a regular 
FAPA mailing and RRXpr^ss costs, we dadided to print this thing so 
the man wouldn't be disappointed.

which never appeared incidentally. Dishu.01 
and some prudes in Los angles threatened to 

That is until they found out

A BET on this mailing: Croutch's littl
the filthiest in this mailing.
he doing in the Xpress mailing? 
be no more nasty tihan usual. 1 
sorry Burp, 
besides us.

Dunkelbergor DUNK
This I've got to

m will really be 
ELBERGER1'. what' s 
see' Burbee will

uy wuu.u nasty is the wrong
Iso betcha there will at the most

word uninhibited,
be only two others

We shall see, see,

SEE you jokers in some other mailings 
is all for this time diddlers, or would be

some other time, that
anyway; eh kiddies?

broke 4- on slnke 
e ver y

1 e C e o per £ ca ia

luj wy cm
For TVv 1 $

GARBAGE
PDiTiOaJ 

of mcROA/

FINI 
End 
KAPUT 
Stop 
ENUFF
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