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A lachrymose maiden named Beryl

Shed tears all the time by the barrel.
Her friends and relations
Soon lost all their patience,

And groaned at her, "Don't CHRYSOBERYL!™"

GhleEtmo

GEM TONES, published alternately for SAPS andfor FAPA,
is en individzine which owes its individzi-nality to
none other than G M Carr - for which all others devout-
ly give thanks and commiserations. It extrudes itself
approximately eight times a year from the premises of
3200 Harvard Ave. N., Seattle 2, Wash., which premises
are supposedly occupied by WESTERN REFRIGERATION CO.
Hah! Naive people! This priceless GEM of purest ray
serene is not for sale, and may be obtained only through
the appropriate APA or by exchanges with other fanzine
editors of their stint of blood, sweat and tears {also
brains, wherever possible.) Copyright 1951.
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EDITORIAL

This is the time of year for spooky talec

by the fire, for telling of the '0la Country®
and of timerlor; rcae. For remembe.ing the \
weird and ghosti, cstories of our childhood (
and the songs tact mother used to sing.
Chrysoberyl GEM TONE3, is, therefore dedi-
cated to the daydreams nf a past generation,
as reflected in the ecaoing memories of an-
other culture. These are the songs and
stories that my mother used to tell, these

are the jokes ard cartoons of a simpler daJ.KLr\

Ry
A,

These are even, possibly, the opinions of a :
generatior. to whom right was 'Right' ~nd (@
therefore unmistekable, and wrong was Bvil s
and utterly reprehensible. ‘'there was no -
easy excuse for wrong-doing, and no other 4
reward expected for rectitude than a clear -
consclence and a sense of integrity. i

I hope you enjoy this experiment, for a ch-nge,
but if you don'c¢ that is just your misforvuno.
I have enjoyed doing it and that, after all,

is the main reason for its existence,
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YVIOLITS ANI‘)' VI%’R 10L
(Tsk! Tsk! And me so fussy about spelling!)

Some day I guess 1'll have to write an article explain-
ing that I don't really think the appearance of a 'zine is
more important than the contents. All I've said is that ev-
en the begt contents can be improved with artwork to relieve
the monoivony. That's why they put pictures-in Bibles, Uay-
be I could liken my attitude toward a SAPS mailing by compar-
ing to a pile of packages under the Christmas tree. So the
prettiest wrapping doesn't always contain the richest gift--
it certainly enhances a cheap one! I frenkly admit if some-
body gave me a diamond bracelet wraovped in blooay butcher pe-
per it wouldn't stop me from wearing the jewels... bdut you
must agrée a 50¢ bottle of cologne gets off to a better be-
g€inning phen all dolled up in cellophane and tinsel. (And
some of thece mailings do contain a-choiee collection of o-
dors.)

Strangely enocugh, this mailing so strikingly demonstrates
the above, that I am not even attempting to rate it on the
nunmerical basis of the last two V&Vs. On that basis, Royal
Drummond's PIPSQUEAK would have walked off easily with first
place. He had an attractive cover, artwork, poetry, variety
-of contents, well arranged. (By the way, Royal, "Yes" to the

suggestion that the OE be f activity requirement.
‘ But in the pile of fmﬁfﬁe&fﬁ’%%f"z considered the best

in this mailing, his was the only one that had any illustra-
tions (except for Coslet's one concession to pudlic demand.)
Here they are:

THE BIG O: E&L Cole, 614 Norvell St., =1 Cerrito 8, Calif.,
still holds Tiret place in tié mailing, and that réview “of
*The -Thing”-was - probedly the-dest—article-im-the- whole-SAPS:
#16: - The chunge of nawe'prunmises well for this 'zine, since
it indicates that the Coles are able to listen to public op-
inion even though they may not be capable of understandingit.
Their chief claim to editorial competence lies in their abil-
1ty to obtain excellent material from 'big-name! sources and
their undoubted cleverness in asgembling the material tobest

advantage. Inasmuch-as the actual production of the 'zineis
done by others, they cannot claim credit for the excellence
of the mimeographing. Probably it is just as well that they
refrain fror attempting any illustrations, because their



taste in art would probably be more suitable for distribution
by & furtive Frenchman in a derk alley than through the U. S.
Postal Service.

HURKLE: Redd Bogge. I've read The Return of the Native sev-
eral times because ] enjoyed it (though I do not know why --
it really isn't very exciting, the people are just ratherdul
people doing just the ordinary dumb things tha! ordinarypeo-
pla do. Now I am glad to find out that it is a classic, full
of unities, structures, and episodes. Next time I read it I
will look for them. Maybe enjoy the book even more for feel-
ing so erudite.) .Thenks, Redd, I was glad to see this anal-
ysis. (Note: You ‘presume' incorrectly. It happened.)
BOFFIN: Ev Winne, Welcome. Glad you put that auto-biogra-
phical sketch at the bottom of p.6 -~ here I've beem babbl -
ing in a state of epistolatory confidence as fromone fapnne
a trio of others.. and just between us girls I'm gled I did-
n't say any more than I did! BOFFIN was beamtifully done...
perfect reproduction in the copy 1 got. 1'm slowly turning
green with envy over some of the mimeographing in SAPS, in-
cluding this one. The idea content was interesting, layout
attractive, easy to Ttead in spite of long paragrephs. 3But
is it heresy to say that one or two pix would have improved
it?! Maybe a cover to add just a touch of allure?

SCIENCE FICTION REPORT CARD #5: ' Bill Austin. Drummond did
a nice job of putting thiszs out for Bill, and the information
contaiped in it makes it the sort of thing one takes out of
the fanzine collection and places in a handy spot near the
bookshelves for easy reference. I remember when Bill passed
around those seemingly endless lists of questions: What 1is
your favorite magazinet? Author? Story? etc. etc. I could
not see any reason for it then, dbut now I see how righthe was
and I'm glad he persisted.” By the way, did you folks know
Bill has sold his Wolf Den Book Shop? There!s rumors of rom-
ance in the offing, and the young lady in question is also an
stf fan. Writes, too, but not professionally -- yet.
COSWALZINE BACKTRACK: Walt Coslet, (Tho else?)  Walt says he
can’t please everybody, but at leest he's trying. I thought
that i1lo was cute. EKpowing those endless Montana plains,
preries and hille, I'd say it ought to be his tongue hanging
out rather than his neck. Those reviews were interesting -
some subtle flavor of personality that was not so noticeabls

in his articles. Glad you yielded to the pressure of the
SAPS whe Knew a good thing when they read it.



SPY RAY and SPECTATOR, Richard Eney, without a bit of sweetnia!
on them, 'still rete the top listing with me because of what they
say and the interesting way they say it. ¥hat kind of mimeo inic
and machine do you use? Sure wish I could get nice clean print
like that, Thanks for the 'first' for my little 'rose...! Guess
I1'11 hove to regsurrect it if somebody likes it.

The second pile of fangines, those that I considered good
but not cutstanding, all had covers, and some were quite elabor-
atas
OUTSIDERS: Vrai Ballard did a beautiful job (as usual) on those
hekto'd covers. By the way, I have the pan type hekto, Never
used one before, so when the copies started getting dim I Just
wet the gelatin end kept on going. Didn't know any better and it
seemed to work so I thought that was what you were supposed todo.
Furthermore, if I needed some more of a particular print, I just
put the master back on a clean spot of gelatin and ran off some
more. They weren't so good, of course, but there they were. Now
my trouble is to put some more gelatin in the pan. Used itupon
OPAL. ' Stuff came up in chunks all over the paper on the last few
borders. What causes that? I've run up to & hundred cards from
one master and quit because I ren out of cards, though they were
still coming off OK. ' Couldn't get that many from the larger de-
signs, though. The gelatin would start to 1ift from the pan, he
story by Pederson was good, but that cernation stumped me...what
year wes this supposed to be? ,

REVOLTIN' DEVELOPMENT: ‘Mertin B, Alger. Darnit! You scooped me!
I hal it all worked out to run a photoatencil in the FAPA mailing
and got fouled up at the last minute - but you'd have scooped une
anyvay because the SAPS mailing came out first. Nothing revolting
about the development of those snaps... what are they? Stills?
NAMLTPS: Henry M. Spelmen III. Terrific cover. Its got everything.
If you could persuade SS & TWS that all they need is a universal
symbol for 'Next To Naked Neroine', 'Well Clad Hero', BEM, Space-
ship, assorted stars and planets, think what & saving in time it
would be. All they'd have to do would be move the various sym-
bols around ‘the same background, shoot it from various angles -
maybe use various lighte for color effects -- and there you cre.
Let the imagination of the reader, not the artist, supply the
-rest, I doudbt the fate of fandom is as black as you foresee,

No doubt there will be changes, but the change will probably be

welcomed. When the boom is over and the prozines dr:g back to
a workable few:, the 0ld die-hard fans will like it all the more.
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JPD PICKLE #1: Paul D. Cox. You should gripe! We've had a
3% seles tax out here so long we've stopped wincing at break-
ing our last buck for the measly extra penny on a 984 purca -
ase! Are they breseking you in easy by using tokens? Te Just
abolished them and now it is a penny on every 15¢ and over..,
10¢ for telephone calls, 15¢ streetcar fares... about all the
nickle is any good for any more is a newspaper and : half an
hour of parking (if you can find a parking meter).

SKYLARK: I don't know why I keep expecting something better
from Sid Gluck. I guess it is the litho'd covers that fool
me. The Ashford article came through fine but the rest Ioould
barely read and after I did it wasn't worth the effort. Dros-
dick may have written 'Cycle! before 'The River' came out (..-
VON FANTASY RTADER #16) but I would have enjoyed it more if I
had read it first. That is merely my misfortune, for 'Cycle!
is good, too. The strawberry ice cresm wasn't bad, either,..

And now to that pile of 'zines the mailing would have
been just as well off without:
BILGETARP: Why not just "Burrp!" for a title.. 0K, OK. So
You boys are o0ld emough to walk into a tavern without having
the bartender demand to see your birth certificate. So you are
even able to down a drink (and keep it down). So what? Vhy
brag so hard about it? So can geveral million other citizens
One question: "hich of you boys did Briggs use for a model
for the legs on the cover pic?
ZAP; pap
AL LA BABOOM: The sight of that kindergarten rogues gallery
made me wonder how they keep their adolescent nastiness from
trickling out the wet spots behind their ears. If I thought
- Max Keasler had sense encugh to use it, I'd spend four bits
myself and send him a dictionary. The 'Mars is Hell' cartoon
strip deserved a better vehicle for its undoubted cleverness
and humor., I certainly can't sgy the same for the Ray Nelson

smut, ;.,-s*a
Ny %
LN
< 1JJ
Boy, do I need *, 7
a shave)} . /4 TN ™.



NACKEN 4
aclrea. han speler pa boljan bla...)'

.cken's song rings o'er the billows blue,

Jow lovely to hear that clear call! .

¥2r7en and majdens dance two by two

Where stars' shining imsges fall,

But Nacken, when he 1ifts his 'gaze on high,

Quickly averts his glance; .. =

~ For, brightest of all the stars 1n the sky _3
Freya refuses to dance. = ;

Greater than humen despan' is his pain

Love that he offers is scorned. = .
Waters grow dark as the stars dim and wane
By s.arhght no longer adorned. '

Nacken's harp rings over hill and shore g

~ Telling his grief to all -
~Till, hid 'neath green water he plays no more.
Thus ending the merma.ldergs' 'ball.

“ -
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GRANDHMOTHER'S TALES (as told by my motﬁer)

Ch, you can be smert if you want to, and ssy that such
things don't happen, . but I know what I know and I have seem
what I have seen.. 4

I remember one time when I was a kirl.. Oh, dut let me
start in my owmn way from the beginning.

Xy father was what you call & "wise man”", he could hedl
sickness, and he could hear meny odd things. 1 can remember
when I was just a little girl how my father wiuld walk back
and forth, back and forth, and every once ina riile he mould

go outside and lock up end down the road. Tl:n ve weuldlkr.ow
someon® was coming, someons that would need ks he.p. St-e

enough, 1t wouldn't be long before there would be a knock un
the door and somsbody's servant would come in with word tr-.i
so~-and-so was sick and needed help. Or perhaps & cart would
come with a bundled-up figure in it, and then'from th: .2 k-
ness of my father's room would come the sound of & muttering
and chanting behind the closed doors.

Cne time, I remsmber, ome of the rich farmers from tow

had a grudge against my father so that when he made 'is an:-
nual trip to the city for Christmas cheer, he would not tdke
ny fether's order for a bottle of "Bramnvin® with the re:i.
Well, my father didmn't say anything, but early on Christmaa
morning, while it was still dark outside and bitter cold, a
knocking came at the door. My father got up and let in the
little girl who worked for this farmer. She came timidly in
clutching a bottle of brandy. She stemmered out,
; “Farmer Dahl, he said he is sorry. hé forgot to get yowr
order for Bramnvin soomer, and sent this bottle over for the
Christmes. [Pleases, he's got an awful toothache. " He couldnt
sleep all night, He wants you to take it away."

Ky father took the bottle from the half frozen young-
ster and lsughed, ” 1
: *woll, thanks. Now you come in and have some pancak-e
and get warm while you wait for deylight. The idea, to:send
out & kid in the cold morning like this... Hnh.*

YOh, no," the scared scullery girl objected, "I have to
&0 right back. He said to come right dback and not stop on
the way, but to bring back your answer as fast as I can. He
has an awful toothache -~ he can't rest at ali!" "

"Never you mind eabout thet. You sit down and warm up
your cold hands snd feet. He isn't bothered with the tooth



E’a_che any more. You can sit down and rest, he won't care."

The little girl was afraid of getting a beating, but
it wag cold and dark out ~ so she stayed, and when she got
home, later on that Christmas Day, she found that it wasas
my father had said, the master had lost his tootheche and
fallen asleep just about the very moment she had knocked m
my father s door. ; !

Oh. yes, I can tell you that farmer did not trytophy
any more tricks on Imsr Imarsson from then on...

Ag for myself, you gee this scar on my chin? 1 have
had it since I was five years old, eand I will ecarry it to
ny grave. See how deep it is, how it goes clear down into
the bone? Well, this is how I got it: =~ — s
_ My oldest brother, he was about fourteen years old at

the time, used to go to .the woods and cut wood for the win-

ter. He would take the gled and the horse and be gone all
day. I was only five years old, too small to be of anyuse
in the woods, but I wanted to g£o along. Naturally, bdrofer
said,’ ' T .

"No, this is not & picnic. I have "to work, I can'tbe
loaking after you." ‘ i ' '

I still persisted, and vhen he left I ran behind. I
hid behipd bushes and stayed out of sight until hehad gome
about five miles. When he stopped, I caught up with him.”
Brother was anzry, of course, but it was too far to semd a
little kid like that back home alone, 80 he let me stay.

I played around and helped to pick up and carry wood
to the sled and otherwise enjoyed myself, getting underfoot
like children do to this day. But, ags I was pickingup the
sticks he chopped, 1 got too close. During ome mighty sw-
ing with his axe, the head flew off the handle and hit me
right on my chin. The blood gushed out and my chin dang-
led down from my face, cut clear open to the bomne. There
we were alone in the woods, miles from any help, Just bro~
ther and myself. Luckily, my father had taught him 2 few
of the simpler spells, the good ones. So my brother push-
ed the dangling chin back into place and I could hear him
nuttering the same kind of spells that father used to mut-
ter when people came to him. Sure enough, the bdlood stop-
ped and the chin stayed back in place. I had & stiff face

for & while with the wound gaping open at the edges andall
white , but it healed and now only the scar is left. 1



could have died there in the forest, though, if my }:;rotherl0
had not been the oldest son, the one my father taught.

Yos, 1 remember another time 1 was helped, though it
was not my father nor my brother this time, but a stranger
that I did not know. It was after I had gone into service.
You know, we were so poor in the old country in those days,
let's see ~~ I was born in '64 and went to work when I was
seven ~-- that would make i{ in the early 1870's, well, the
little kids had to go to work as soan as they were old en~
ough to carry sticks or 1=3d 2 cow. There was no food for
them at home. Those were the bitter years. Put they kept
me at home as long as they covld so I was seven when I went
out to work for a farmer, watching the cows in the summer
pasture and doing what little a seven yeer old girl could
do around the kitcher yard to earn her keep.

This time I was running barefoot over the gtubbled
fields where the grain had been cut and the sharp stalks
were left still stickinz up. A4s I ran barefoot (nobodr ha.
had shoes to waste on weekdays), I jumped and landed with
one bare foot right on a2 sharp studb. It went right throug.
my foot, and I went lirping and crying through the fieldtc -
ward the farmhouse. 4is I got to the road I met o2n 0ld man.
He stopped and lodkced at me, and then asked my name.

"Marta Imarsdatter" 1 sobbed, as I stood on one foot
with the blood dripping down from the other.

“So. Imar Imarson's girl.." he said. "Well, Marta, I
know what your father would d& for you if he were here, so
will do it for you."

He knelt beside we and tock my foot in hig hand. Then
he dlew on it and waved his hand over it and I could hear
him muttering. It sounded like my father., As he worked,
the pain went away and the bleeding stopped. He stood up
and let me go and I ran off quickly. Phe foot felt stiff
dbut it didn't hurt, so I hodbled along on it as fast as I
could. It felt numb, and clumsy to walk on, but it didn't
hurt any more, The foot never did hurt during all that
time, although it swelled up until it was twice as big as
the other, and became hard and purple and shiny. It look—-
8d awful, and women ugsed to throw their hands in the air
and scream or even faint when they saw me running around
on it. But it didn't hurt, not even when it popped a hole
on the top of the instep and the yellow pus ren out with
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vits of straw and stubtble. After a while the swelling went
down and finally vent away altogether and I was all right.

I didn't get to see my fether and mother much after 7
went to work. I worked from place to plase as I grew up, &
only onc2 in a while did I have a chance to meect them, They
had many bzbier, many mouths to feed cven after I jeft home.
¥y Tatas. was a crigple., He and my mother had owned a small
store wkh~a they were yomnger. but durirs the l:ng years of
the farire foll ) wing the "Hindred Years' Wer" t.ey lost it.
My fathe: vas ton essy going for a businessman in those days.
When he saw that people wzre hungry, he gave them food. And
when he saw they cculd nct pay, he did not press them.

And as though it was not bad enough that he was a soft-
hearted, good natured fellow, gentle with his creditors even
when it meant taking the food out of his owmn children's mou-
ths, he svffered another blow, His skies got tangled in a
fence one winier and left him crippled and slov-moving. ‘When
they lost ‘their little business, he todk up tailoring for he
was handy with his hands. But there vasnt't much money to'be
nade in a poverty-striken country, and they were very poor.

4s though it were not bed enough already, he suffered
still worse crippling. He was called to a job of work in‘a
nearby town one winter's day, and when the job was over his
employe.s gave him & good drink of brandy to werm him up on
the long walk home through the bdbitter cold. The employer
had no w2y of knowing, of course, that liquor always made
him sleepy.... but, walking slowly through the darkness ir
the bitter cold, fatigue crept over him more and more until
the sleepiness was too much for him. !

At Lome. my mother looked at the smpty road as the night
woreé on and grew uneasy. She walked restlessly back end forth
often putting on her shawl to walk out to look up the lane to
see if my father were coming. Finally, she put the children
to bed and told them to stay there.

"I'm going out to look for him," she said, "There's some-
thing wroug that he does not come. You children stay in bed
and keep varm. 1 will come back with your father.” -

She started out into the derkihess and cold, looking and
calling as she went. Sure enough, half way to the next town
she found him, lying 2loangside the road in a snovbank, asleep
in the frozen come tLat preceeds death. She picked him up
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(for she was & strong woman, tall, with broad shoulders and
red hair) and carried him home. There she put him to hed.
Ais hends and feet were frozen, and before long it loo.cd es
though he would lose them. They even called a doctor (ond
people didn't c&ll doctors easily in those dsys). He shook
his head.

WThey'll have to come off if you want to save him., I
can't do snything after they get this bad, only amputate to
spare his life."

"No," my mother sald. "Without his hands and feet he
would be only half 2 men -- he would t2 better dead. We will
wait and pray. If he lives, he wiil hiave his hands. If he
dies -- it ig God's will. But at any rate he would dle a whole
=an, "

So she tended him herself, as best she could, in the 01d
Country way. She fed him like a baby, and for three long years
he was & helpless invalid. But he lived, end he kept his hands
though he lost some of his toes. He finally go! well enough to
welk and use his hsnds for rough work like carpentering, ctu’ Ls
was even more crippled than before, and slower to get a.ounc,
In epite of his handicap he lived to be ninety-nine years and
eight months o0ld before he died. But my mother died when sh:
was still & young womsn, worn ocut with grief and hardship.

I cen stil) remember the years when I was home, We chil~
dren often stayed hore al one when both mother and father werec
out working. Sometimes mother would leave a pot of sour rye-
meal mush hanging on .the hook by the fireplace, but often there
was no food until she came. Boiled potatoes with maybe a salt
herring wes & good mesgl. We played in the empty house, and if
it was very cold we used to huddle in one end of the big fire-
place with a small fire at the other end. It was the warmest
place in the house. -

Father had made a sign for us to know when they were com-
ing. Just ss they turned into the lane we could hear it. When
it was mother that was comirg, we could hear a heavy foststepm
the porch outside; when it was father who was coaming, the door
latch would rattle and 1ift. Then we would hurry and btuild up
the fire and put weter in the kattle, because it would not be
long until they would be homse.

After I had grown up and merried, I went back to visit nmy
father, for my mother was al ready dead. I stayed with him for
a week. He was doing odd jobs of carpentry them, and I slept
in the room right next te bhis —orkshop.
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One night I was wakened from my sleep by the sound of

hammering in the shop next to my room. I wondered why my
father would get up in the night to work, btecause I knew
he had no order for anything thet was in & rush. 1 though*
perhaps he couldn't sleep, or had a notion to get wp and
meke sonething, so I went back to sleep in gpite of it.

The next morning at breakfast I asked him what he had
been worring on a1l night. He put down his spoon and
looked at me,

"What do you mean?® he asked me.

"Why, you were hammering all night on a piece of work.

I could hear you sawing wood and pounding nails. What were
you making in such a hurry?*

"Oh, you heard that, d4id you?" He lodred at me strange-
1y, "I wasn't in the shop last night, Marta, but no doubt to-
night 1 will be. Before the day is out there will be need of
a coffin. That is the sign they give me, so that I will bte
ready wher the word comes.™

All that day I noticed he seemed preoccupied. He sharp-
ened hig tools and looked over the stock of coffin lumber. He
sorted out boasrds and laid them to one side, and cleared awey
the workbench to make roam., Sure enough, before the sun went
down he had an order for & man's coffin, and would have to
work fast to get it ready for the funeral next day. That vwas
the last day of my visit since I was leaving that day, but I
know my father worked all night in his shop to get the coffin

i ready. I had heard him, - the night before.
| MM,MWMN/'\D
THE PANCAKE SONG o
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.All things have an end but the sausage it has two: two, the
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pancake it has none at all, it slinks down any oo.
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In our chlldhood Swedish Folk Tune.
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"Hey, Ho! A toas' to the bride and groom," Svend cried,
and the merry crowd caught up the cry, "A toast to the bride
a toast to the bride.. may the joy of this night remain with
her for as long as sha lives!"

Glasses were hastily refilled and 11fted for the toast,
"Skoal,% they shoried, "Skoal..."

"Bu* where is the bride?®

"Yes, wher:z is Dagmari"

%lLeonard, where is your bdbridei®

%Oh," the bride;room laughed, “She's gone out to tell
Leoc the newe. She feels sorry to leave the beast after all
these years. It is not every girl that was raised with a
lion from childhood."

"Yes, Leonard, you've got a regular lion temer theres, "
Svend spoke up, *you'll have to watch your step. She knows
how to handle a 'lion' by now." Leonard joined in the lau-
ghter at the pun on his name.

"Fell, she certainly ought to, if anybody does.®

One of the women spoke up vigorously. ®How her fat ber
could have had the heart to let his little girl go into the
lion's cage like that every night for all these years, I111
never understend! Why, that big brute could crush her with
one blow of his paw!" She shuddered. "1'd certainly never
let a child of mine do it, no, mot if the pay were twice as
good! !

*] wonder who Old Karl will find to take her place..he
won't have much of an act left now that Dagmar is leaving he
circus. Has he seid anything to you, Leonard?"

“No, he hasn't said much. 1 rather guess that he just
plans to show Leo in the hoop act for a while, Bug you cen
ask him,." he gestured toward his father-in-law, sitting mo-
rosely in the corner staring into his mug of beer.

_ "Oh, but Leo is so tame he shouldn't have any troudble
getting ¥dm to act with another girl..."

"Ygh, if he can get another girl that is tame snough
to act with Leo!"™ The crowd laughed and Leonard passed the
Jug around sgain. L

"] wonder how Leo will take the news that Dagmar is
leaving him,.,."

"Oh, Hulda, how can you be so silly. A lion can't un-
derstand anything like that...®
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"Well, Dagmar seems to thinmk he can. She told me she had
not dared to tell him because he is so jealous. Every time he
sees Leonard go by the cage he spits emd growls at him, Just
a8 though he would like to tear him to bits if he could get at
him,*

¥Leonard doesntt like Leo, either, you can tell that, I
saw him standing by the cage one day as Dagmar did her act and
he stared at Leo like he'd tear him to pieces with his owmn two
hands if he lifted his paw against her.™

"You know, I noticed that, too. He looks so fierce some-
times he almost looks like a lion himself,.."

"Tah, I know what you mean. If Leonard had fur insteadc’
skin he would be almost as much of a lion as Leo is. ..All of
that yellow hair of his, and the way he walks...."

The accordian struck wp a tune and the music filled the
smoky little room until the candles flickered in their socksts
and the fire shot up flames through the isinglass of the stovs

"A dance... get Dagmar, Leonard., Let's have a dance.."

0ld Karl looked up uneasily,

"She's been out with Leo for a long time, hasn't shet®
He glanced around the room, unsesingly. "Yes, she has be:r cut
a long time. Long enough to tell him what she has to sey. L
will be sad news for Leo. He loves her, and she loves him, too,
Karl dripped sentimental tears into his beer.. Ris grief at 1:s-
ing his daughter to another man was genuine enough, and none the
less because he was losing the main attraction from the aniuwal
act upon which his 1ivelihood depended. Leo would be a good at-
traction still, but the novelty of seeing & lovely maiden enter
the lion's cage and rest her golden head beside the massive Jawse
was the greatest drawing card. It was hard to believe that suck
2 fearsome beast was gentle as an old watchdog, and as affectior
ate. When he lifted that heavy paw and placed it on her slender
shoulders, the crowd would hold its breath until she slipped safe-
1y out from under. He sighed again, heavily. Aye, it would ke
hard indeed to find another girl to take her place -- agnd Leoc was
getting too old to learn new tricks easily...

“I vwopder why she stays so long..." Leonard fldgeted with
his glass. "It shouldn't take all night to g8y goolCbye to that
animal. He can't understand enything, anyway.?

"Ch, I don't know about that," Hulda spoke up, "I bet that
he understands a lot more than you thirk. After all, he's known
Dagmar ever since she was a liitle girl that stood no higher than
his shoulder, He acts like he understands every thing she says..
and maybe even things she doesn't say, too."

"Ach,." Leonard put down his gless with a gesture of disbe-



lief and stood up. "I'm going out and get her, She's wasted
time enough out in the shed fussing over that lion. Anybody
want to come out with me?"

Yah, sure, Let's all go out and say goodbve to Leo....
Gome on, Karl. You'!'ll get your beer all watered down with
tears if you sit there bawling all night. Cheer up, man, may-
be Dagmar will present you with a granddaughter to train up
for a new act with Leo."

The wedding party bustled out into the animal barn, lau-
ghing and singing. The lanterns reflected yellow and green
gleams from the animals' eyes as they passed along the rows of
silent cages. Too silent.

"Funny the animals are so restless, yet so quiet." remar-
ked Karl, "They act uneasy ~- more uneasy than just from hav-
ing us walk in;.~ Dagnar, Dagmar, are you all right?"

He broke into a shambling run, the lantern bobbling un-
easily in his hapnd... "Dagmar...%

Quickly Leonard passed him, running toward the cage at
the end of the barn, then stopped short with an anguished cry.

"Dagmar, my bridel"

The lights from the lantern flashed into the cage.

There she lay, dressed in her white gown with the myrtle
wreath still on her golden hair. Leo's paw was on her shoul-
der in his usual possessive pose, but this time her head ley
twisted at an angle on his other paw... an angle impossible
for a living head to hold...

Leo's yellow eyes looked into Leonard's blue ones with
unutterable hate, For a brief moment they seemed to ask,

"Whose bride?® :
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", ...a rO0se by any other name...,"

"fhile my address as published in the two 0-O's reads

*Paris Detachment," actually I'm not in Paris at all, but
dwell in Versailles, France, Versailles is approximately

twelve miles from Paris, twenty minutes by train., If Ide-

sired, I could be started upon a drunken debauch in "Pig

Alley" in less than an hour after leaving my hotel room."
Lee Jacobs, ORGASM, SAPS Mlg.#15

PARIS, Sept. 6 -~ (AP) -- Paris police, pushing a mor-
ality campaign, conducted a spectacular roundup of susp i-
cious characters in the Champs Elysees sector early today,
but made only nine arrests.

Blocking streets with patrol cars, swooping dowmn on
subway stops, halting private cars, the police questioned
1,400 persons,

Of these, 153 persons, including 87 women, were haul-
ed off to police stations. But only nine were held for ve-
rious law infractions.

Last week, police held a similar raid and arrested
160 persons. .«.SEATTLE TIMES, Sept., 1951

"....we have unalterably opposed views on science fiction.
We like ours heavy on the science and even heavier on lit-
erature.... you suggest we soak our heads in the amassed
works of Albert Einstein, We have. ......In the meantime
we're going to resoak our heads in the amassed works of Al-
bert Einstein. There's romance there!"

Les & Es Cole, Letter to Sam Merwin, SS, Sept.51

W, ...Now, the trouble with being an intellectual snod is

that you leave yourself open to all sorts of attack if you

make one teeny-weentsy error. Especially when you write..”
Les & Es Cole, "THE BIG O", SAPS Mailing #16




