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EDITCRIALLY SPEAKING
THE DOG IN THE MANGER. It is excessively distasteful to encounter a
fellow hobbyist who is unwilling to share witn
his fellow fantasy lovers the results of his research into fantastic
literature save at a prohibitive price in either money or self-respect.
A New York fan, one A. Langley Searles, has been coupiling a rather
large ana pretentious bibliography of fantastic book titles (certainly
a project which has 16ng been needed in our field). Instead, however,
of publishing it as a complete voluue, he has caused individual leaves
of it to appear at irregular intervals as a supplement to a "fan news"
sheet. Couwplete sets of the portion published to date cost 5¢ per
sheet from the publisher (not Searles), as contrasted with the charge
of 15¢ for 15 sheets made by The Acolyte for comparable mimeography.

Believing that tihis extortionistic method of publication was
adopted by the mimeograph-less Searles only as a last resort, your edi
tors last fall rmade overtures to him, offering both to help him exten-
sively with the vast labor of compilation and revision and to mimeo-
graph and publish thegpbibliographg for him as a complete bound volune.
His arrogant and supercilious reception of our disinterested offer made
any such collaboration utterly impossible, unless we were willing to
sacrifice far more self-respect than any hobby venture ocan be worth.

Since we were dissatisfied with the haphazard way in which
the Searles biblio has been published (22 sheets in over two years),
we then wade plans to publish a title-list of our own. Though Searles'
unwillingness to collaborate made it necessary for ue to plan on redoing
the vast amount of work he had already been over, (certainly an irri-
tating waste of time and effort!), both our own honesty and the surpris-
ing nuuber of errors in the completed fragument made it impossible to
use Searles' listing as a partial basis, as we had originally intended
when we assumed Searles would welcome cooperative help. But the work
is badly needed by collectors and students; we felt that a definitive
listing was worth whatever sacrifices it wight entail.

A letter received from Searles on December 8, however, puts
an entirely different face on the matter. OSearles inforus ue, nastily,
that his bibliography is copyrighted, that any bibliography which we
might elect to publish would subject us to an immediate lawsuit from
him. We doubt strongiy if .such a suit could possibly hold water; wit-
ness the large nuuber of copyrighted dictionaries, encyclopedias, and
other vooks of reference--many of which cover the identical ground
without infringing each other's rights. On the other hand, family and
other ovligations leave neither of us in a position to take a chance
on naving to defend an action; whether collectable or not, such an epi-
sode would involve us in expensive attorney fees.

So, regretfully, we shall have to withdraw from the field.

We would not have violated The Acolyte's long-time rule against publi-
shingz controversial matter Dy wentioning this mess had it not been for
the fact that we: felte#it best to ®xplain the whole matter fully and im-
partially, then drop it. Also, some of you may in the future wonder
why it is that this magazine carries little or no bibliograpnical in-
formation. .

If the scope of The Acolyte may from now on seem somewhat
curtailed, we suggest that our readers give a vote of thanks to A. Lang-
ley Searles, fantasy's dog in the manger. FTL

——=00000-==
A NEW SEMI-PRQ MAXES ITS BOW., The editors of The Acolyte wish to ex-
tend congratulations to a very promis-
ing new séemi-professional literary magazine, Different. This periodi-
cal, the firet issue of whioh may be expeoted about March 1, is the
i it (turn to page 19)
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9. NARCISSUS ;
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Splenetic pale Narcissus, in the green dead depth of some
rotting pool thou seest thine image drown and re-emerge amid the shift-
ing iridescent films of corruption, the beautiful bright soum that dam-
ascenes with fantastic arabesques the fetid waters. Or in the brazen
mirrors, mottled with verdigris, of Queens that were fair and fatal,
avid and insatiate of love or pain in lands the desert has now obliter-
ated, perchance thou viewest the implacable perverse nympholepsy of thy
mien. Or in the rusting shield of some ancestral warrior, peering with
a casual curiosity, thou findest thine eyes alone reflected in pools of
clear steel amid the tarnish, and in them a spark that has fallen from
the perished flambeaux, a gleam from the brave and rutilant camp-fires
whose ashes have fed the fertility of alien fields, sown and harvested
a2 thousand times since the red autumn of the last, legendary battle.

====0000000=~==
10. THE PERIL THAT LURKS AMONG RUINS

K * % Xk %k
"Go not too often among ruins," said the Demon in one of his
rare moode of admonitory confidence. "For there is a strangeness in

the shadoie which these memorials of the vastness of the Past, broken
though they be, have thrown for so many centuries upon the selfsame
spot as in the dawm of their erection. Such shadows have gathered
strength from their ancient and unbroken brooding; and they are not as
the shadows of natural objects, for human time has accumulated within
them like unswept dust, and memories of the dead cluster there like
bata in a cavern. They have all the power and all the sopor of despair;
they are deep as death and hollow as 1limbo, The earth has grown abys-
ral beneath them, and the air is full of unseen precipitate gulfs.

"He is not wise who walks freQuently and habitually amid
these shadows. For, heedless of the peril, one may aslip on some invis-
ible precipice of the Past and go falling forevermore, a phantor: among
phantoms, sere and purposeless as a blown autumnal leaf, through the
windy eternal night of bygone things. Yea, lost from time, he shall
whirl impalpably with the gusty sand through shattered arches and be-
tween domeless columns; apart from the cycles of being, he shall dwell

henceforward as a shadow with shadows."
****t**#*************#******t*************#******#********************l
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To split a skull and laugh in furied glee at the Ted soul revealed,
To strike and fend where death doth sing in evexry tongue of steel,
ight make my life a precious article, .
That now I barter as of little worth,
Trading rich days for doubtful coins
Which may or may not buy me one tomorrow
In the exchequer of the careless fates.
Fool's gold, farewell!

Satan, on guard!

No more you'll hoodwink me with dreams of future bliss.
Find other nen to sell touorrows to.

Those coina I sweat for---yours---I1 throw away!

You planned no payment, and I ask no pay. = .
--=--Fritz Leiber, Jr.
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EDGAR POE. AND THE FRENCH - PARNASSIANS

Translated from the French of Legn Lenonnier by Harry Warner, Jr.
-QUOQ=-

Repeated allusioens to the influence of Edgar Poe on both Bau-
delaire and the first symbolists make it seem fitting to consider the
intermediate bond, and to study the connections between Poe and the
French Parnassians.

If Poe and Baudelaire have remained so closely associated in
the memory of the French réading public, certainly it is in no small
part due to Gautier. In the obituary that he devotes to Baudelaire in
the Moniteur, Gautier apeaks at length of Poe; the following year, in
his Report on the Progress of Letters, he resumes the task.

But moet particularly tarough his edition of the couplete
works of Baudelaire did Gautier publicly emphasize Poe's importance.

He olosely united the two men in his preface; with the result that for
fifty years, .so long as the copyright of Calmann-Levy endured, readers
of The Flowers of Evil noticed these remarks. It cannot be doubted
that this Incited them to read the works of the American. And if it
be noted that they occupy three of the seven volumes of the Complete
Works of Baudelaire, it will be realised that Gautier has sent both
men forward toward glory together. Thanks to him, the work of Edgar
Poe has been embalmed in that of Baudelaire, like a strange insect in
rare amber.

Nor was this done solely from respect to Baudelaire and his
well-known admirgtion for the American. Gautier himself sharsd that
admiration. How much influence Poe exercised on his fantastic tales
we shall demonstrate elsewhere. In the role of poet as well, he has
adopted the aesthetic doctrine af Poe.

Did not Gautier himself, in his first prefaces and particular-
ly in that for Mademoiselle de Maupin, proclaim the cult of art for
art's sake? And he still repeated these principles of his youth two
decades later, in the manifesto that announced publication of The Art-
ist, and in his poem on Art. Through psychological reasons quite dis-
similar to those of Poe, Gautier arrived at this philosophy independ-
ently. FreQuenting painters and sculptors, a painter himself, it was
in the practise of the plastic arts that he came to feel that art
should be free and untrammeled. In Poe's case, this same idea cane
from an inherent tendency toward aimless dreaming, and from the eostacy
that his logiocal mind had systematically elaborated.

Like Baudelaire, and thanks to him, Gautier was immediately
carried away by Poe's doctrine; it brought a psychological foundation
and a formal rigidity to what had never been for him anything byt a
manner of feeling. And in the preface to The Flowers of Evil, he does
not spare his aduiration. But he shows unskilIfulness; he can only re-
peat, without even paraphrasing, and contents himself with Quoting a
passage waich he believes to be Baudelaire's, but which Baudelaire had
borrowed from Poe without definitely acknowledging his debt. Thus he
shows his powerlessness to re-phrase for himself Poe's aesthetics.

II

Banville, on the contrary, was able to take inspiration, ass-
inilate, and at length comprehend without servilely repeating. His own
aesthetics presented marked similarities to those of Poe. As early as
1845, in verses that are among his loveliest, he had thus described
poetry:

And captive forever in the inflexible rhythn,
It endlessly strives to rise up to heaven...
And tries, its eye lost among the open skies
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To hear again the voice of that sonorous bow
That, so far from the desert where ite songs will be born
Brings, into tiae infinite, the universal cioir.

So for him, as for Poe, poetry is in eseence a pure drive to-
ward a superior reality; before all, it is a rmusic which must be enoclos-
ed in a flawless form. Banville seems at first to have considered this
doctrine to be a heritage of Greece; in his poems it mixes with remind-
ers of the music of the spheres and Platonic memories. This appears not
only in the verses of 1845 we nave just quoted but again in Erinna,
which dates frouw 1865:

Rhythm is all: it is that which lifts worlds,
And, singing, carries them into the aether@al spaces...

But when, in 1873, he resumes the same ideas in prose, attemp-
ting to give them a logical form in his Short Treatise on French Poetry,
the influence of Edgar Poe erases the rememorances of antiGuity. Ban-
ville undoubtedly did not read the American author in the text, knowing
him only through translations and the prefaces of Baudelaire; but these
were Quite enough to give him a precise idea of Poe's aesthetics. More-
over it is Guite possible that Baudelaire, in conversations with his
friends, added oral explanations.

However it may be, Banville's ideas are expressed, in his
Snort Treatise, in a form very closely related to that of Poe. The
Tatter olaimed that art must never teach a gocial or moral truth, and
he protested against what he termed "the heresy of didactics®. Banville
writes, with the same clarity: "The didaoctic poem not only no longer
exists, but never again will exist."

Banville admits, like Poe, that prose may pometimes have
gruth as an object; for there is a radical difference between verses
and prose. Banville declares that he cannot conceive of the existence
of poems in prose; an idea Bo close to those of Poe that he might con-
trive the reciprocal proposition, ndfter Balzac and Poe, the tale in
verse no longer exists." Having both reduced poetry to lyricism, Ban-
ville and Poe both claim that the poetical inspiration may disdain all
other forms of human activity because 1t goes beyond all. Poe declared
that, tarougih poetry, we have a "glimpse of divine and ecstatic joys".
Banville repeats, "Poetry...is addressed to that which there is of the
ggst novle within us; to the Soul, which may be in direct contact with

di »

Poetry has here only one rival, music., Our two poets have
identical opinions on the alliance of the two divine arts. Poe: "There
can pe liittle doubt that, in the union of poetry and music in the popu-
lar sense, we shall find the widest field for poetical developeuent. "
Banville, without the slightest allusion to the harmony of the spheres,
uses the dry form of Poe, saying, "Properly speaking, there is no poet-
ry or verse outside .of song." No one can doubt the influence of Poe
upon him, for a certain parallelism of expression is evident. Banville
writes, for example: "In order that the poew may merit its name of poem
..."-—echoing the preface of New Extraordinary Stories: "A poen merite
ite title only insomuch a#...¥ And that phrase is a faithful transla-
tion of Poe.

Under Poe's influence, Banville imitased Poe's reconstruction
of the manner in which he wrote The Raven. yore modest than Poe, he
chose as an exauple not one of his own poems but the two famous lines
by Racine:

Ariane, ny sister, with what wounded love
You died on the shores where you had been left...

Banville followed Poe's method. The latter, if one 'is to believe him,
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wanted to write a melancholy poen, and did not in the beginning choose

a subject; eeeking instead a sad and sonorous word to put at the end

of eaoh strophe. He found Nevermore--jamais plus. And, he said, around
that word he constructed his poem, by means of mathematical deductions.
Banville proceeds in exactly the same way: "I imagine that you think

of Ariane abandonned by Thesee...A clear word--decisive, familiar, and
tragic at the same time--will rise to your thought." And from that
word--"left", from the final rhyme--Banville believes he can make ais
reconstruction.

The influence of Poe is not arguable here. No doubt Banville
had not awaited Poe to realize the agitation produced by rhymes in cer-
tain minds; it was enough for him to notice what took place in himself.
But in the quoted passage, Banville expresses himself with that appear-
ance of mathematical rigor (or, if preferred, with that sclentifio char-
latanism) that is certainly the individual mark of Poe. Thus the Awer-
ican has acted won the Frenchman. Finding in Poe an adept of the doc-
trine of art for art's aake and recognizing in himself bonds with the
artificial versifyer of The Raven; Banville has, thanks to him, perfect-
ed that theory which gives to the rhyme the primary role in poetic pro-
duction. It is not a question nere of accidental meeting. There is,
in the last analysis, the same essential conception of poetry. Removed
from all thought and feeling, it is before all a music, rougher and
more sonorous with Banville, more fluid with Poe; but reached with
bota through logical and ingenious means. Reduced to being only a form
and a wusic, poetry permits the obtaining through ecstacy of a super-
terrestrial truth. Banville and Poe represent pure and ethereal lyrio-
ism in contrast to the personal and passionate lyricism of the great
Frencih romantics.

And that analogy has ite conseGuences from the viewpoint of
literary history. It escaped neither Baudelaire nor Mallarme; it ex-
plained the cult that both of them had for Banville and Poe. Both have
written it: if they have loved Banville, it is because he does not des-
cribe life and its passions, but the enchantments of a dream world. And
it is certainly for that reason that they have loved Poe.

Banville has been too long considered as an amuser; too much
has been made of him as a versifying rope-dancer, the clown of the
rhyme and the Piervot of the pun. Baudelaire and lMallarme have admired
in him, as in Edger Poe, the pure lyricism. And despite his too visi-
ble errors, he must Ve considered beside the American as one of the
masters of symbolism.

ITS

Among the younger poets, the pure Parnassians offer very
little evidence of the influence of Poe,

But they knew him, in particular one of the nore obscure
among them, Armand Renaud. Collaborator of The Contemporary Parnass-
ian, he was the colleague of Verlaine at L'Hotel-de-Ville, and fre-
quented the home of Nina de Villars. It is certain that through him
the Parnassians heard a great deal about Poe. After Baudelaire's death
and during the exile of Hallarme in the provinces, Armand Renaud made
of himself Poe's interpretor.

In the Parisian Review in 1864 he devotes a long article to
Poe's poems, even translating some of the more important ones. He does
not class Poe with the supreme artists, putting him on the same level
with Longfellow. He is most impressed--as would be expected of a Par-
nassian--by the strangeness of form: "Edgar Poe, in his poetry, parti-
cularly loves the effects produced by repetition. There are many
doubled rhymes, chimes... There results from this aggregation of sim-
ilar sounds a sort of monotony, but so artistic a monotony that, in-
stead of inciting boredon, it becomes something strange that fascinates
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and 1ulls... The material form of Edgar Poe corresponds exactly to the
forus of his ideas; with other poets it would be pretentious and puer-
ile, with him it is magical."

Can we not imagine here phrases going back to the charm of
certain poeus by Verlaine? And, when one considers that he who wrote
then was a constant companion of Verlaine, one cannot fail to think
that Arwand Renaud aided the author of Saturnian Poems to grasp the
magic secret of Poe.

\ In any case, it cannot be doubted that Renaud, through his
article and conversations, made another member of the group, Leon Dierx,
ready to submit to Poe's influence. Renaud had in his article strongly
praised one of Poe's prose poems, "Shadow". Dierx took up the theme in
his "This Evening". Around him, as around Poe, beloved dead rise up;
they are there, very close, and inspire in him simultaneously attrac-
tion and a divine terror. It is death, as in Poe's work, who speaks
with their voice:

As through a triple and magic crown,--

0 night, O solitude, O silence--my soul

Through you, this evening, near the dark hearth,
Gazes beyond the doors of the tomb.

This evening, full of the horror of the assailed loser,
I feel the dear dead surge up around me.

Their eyes, as if to read the depth of my fright,

Shine plainly in the trembling silence.

Behind me, this evening, someone is there, very close.
I know he is watching me, and I feel him touching me.
This anguish! He is there, behind ny shoulder.

If I turned adout, I should die on the spot.

From the depth of another life, a far distant voice

This evening has spoken my name, O terror! And that noise
That I hear--0 silence, O solitude, O night--

Seems to have once been born with humankind.

That poem is frankly Poe-esque. In another selection, carry-
ing one of Poe's titles--Shadow, are many similar reminders of the Am-
erican author. :

These, however, are simple curiosities, rather than incidents
of literary history. Dierx seeis particularly important as an inter-
mediary between Poe and Verlaine. The passage in wiich the latter givee
homage to Dierx will be recalled, w, ..these scraps in which the rhyme
returns without monotony, an entirely new form. Baudelaire borrowed
from Poe the reiteration of the verse, but limited himself to making
a refrain come back at the same place; while Dierx brings forih, like
truant scholars, several rhymes in the same poem, like an improvisor
at the piano who l=ts several notes wander. "

That appreciation is unjustly severe to Poe and Baudelaire,
as it is unjustly favorable to Dierx. Dierx, 1ike Poe, places in each
strophe a certain number of repetitious at fixed spots, and_adds, exact-
1y like Poe in The Raven, some wiailmsical repetitions. In The Dream of
Deata--fantastic like Poe's--Dierx takes up at the fifth verse the wora
that forms the rhyme in the first, and at the sixth, that of the second.
But it is the only rule that he utilizes; sometimes he takes up only
the word of the rhyme, and sometimes the whole verse; somet iués too,
and in an unexpected way, a repetition is found from one strophe to
another:

An angel on my forehead unfolded its great wing,
A shadow slowly fell upon my eyes.
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And on each eyslld, an urgent finger

Came to waight the thicker night around it.

An angel slowly unfolded its great wing,

And under its leaden fingers sank my eyes,

Then all vanished, sorrow, struggles, ueuory,
And I felt my form float before ue.

And wy thoughts of wyself, or of shame or glory,
Fled pell-mell from my body lawlessly.

A form floated that ssemed to be my image...

Exactly as in The Raven, all these repetitions stir caprioi-
ously, but in a very definte and regular frame; they can never descend
below the minimum that the poet has fixed himseelf from the beginning.

A certain impression of terror and mystery in a few posus,an
artificial manner of entwining repetitions--that is all that Dierx owes
to ¥o3., Very little, altogether, had he not transmitted to Verlaine
that soft wonotony which so softeng Parnassian roughness.

v

Leconte de Lisle's debt is even slenderer, and could be ig-
nored did it not show that Poe haunted all, the poets who followed Bau-
delaire, even those who in no way resembled him., de Lisle has written
a poem walch is ocalled The Raven, and his bird strongly resembles the
hmerican's. The epithets are identical. Ungainly, it is exactly like
"awkward and heavy" ("gauche et lourd"); %gaunt, "of a terrible thinness"
("d'une maigreur affreuse"); "shorn", “"completely de~feathered" ("tout
deplume"); his fiery eyes, "his eyss flamed" ("ses yeux flambaient").
In both cases, this very old raven is sent by Satan; it appears to a
recluse--poet or monk--whom a single though obsesses, and answers so
well o the preoccupation of the man that it soon appears like a symbol.

Here the superficial resemblance stops. There are few simi-
larities between the fierce, greedy bird of carnage and the sad bird of
regret, Poe and de Lisle remain completely distinct. Probadbly both
have realised the union of science and poetry, but one turned towards
matneuatics, the other towards history. Poe's art is musical; he would
evoke indefinite visions, dreams. Leconte de Lisle, on the other hand,
is graphic; he wants to reconstruct, with an objective precision, the
vanished eras. The one's poetry is lighted by a gentle, melancholy
eyle. lirmed with the light of Beyond; that of the other blazes with
the glaring noonday sun.

Altogether, the links between Poe and the French Parnassians
may e reduced to two points; the same oonception of the autonomy of
art, and the same artifiocial curiosity of form. Pos has brought then
a smootin use of repetition; especially has he furnighed clear aestaet-
ice. To the extent he has acted upon the orthodox Parnassians, he has
turned them aside from the tendancies peculiar to the school. In the
bronze of the strophe, he has induced a kind of flaw. In a plastic
doctrine that was to reproduce the matter, he introduced a musical and
immaterial element. In a modest way, he has doubtless been one of the
elements whioch have split up the Parnassians.

----- 0000000===~~

(Editorial Note: This article appeared originally in Revue
de Littdrature Couparée Vol. 9, No. 4, October-December 13839. To our
knowledge, it nas never before appeared in English. By way of explan-
ation, it should be pointed out that, while the text of the essay has
been put into fairly colloduial English, the translator thought it
o3t to leave the exauples of verse in a literal translation. It also
might be wentioned that the Quotations from Poe may be somewhat inex-
act, as we have not collated them with the original. FTL/SDR)
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1Y CASSOWARY  aniwony soocden

Mo, Judge," Martin was saying, "you areé Wrong in principle.
You are still acting on the outworn theory that the life of the indi-
vidual is important.™

Judge Maxwell was a trifle jrritated. "It's all very well %o
talk big, " he answered, "but you know as well as I do, Lamb, that there
ig a basic human feeling in us that doesn't like death, even the death
of other people."

"Excepting when it furthers some idealistic plan-=-such as,
say, the increase of mass production. ™

The Judge smiled in tolerant amusement. "Keep away from eco-
nomice, Lamb. It's not your field."

"o more is the occult yours, Judge. Daniel Legrani was no
charlatan, no cheap witchdoctor compounding 'love potions' out of house-
dust. Have you read his oook on voodoot"

The Judge shook his head.

wI thought it might have helped you in reaching a verdict.
It's really a masterpiece of intelligent, dispaselonate reasoning. When
you've read it, you feel that its author must have...powers."

The Judge was unimpressed. v 'powers' don’t make murder any
the leass murder, old man."

wMurder? Say euthanesia. We shoot mad dogs and nurture hu-
man imobeciles. To that nalfwitted negress, death was as welcome as
l1ife. Tae whole business Wwas indifferent to ner. Legrand knew that
she had no claim on life; perhaps he did have a olaim on what he might
have attained through her death.”

"Whatever he wanted to attain, " Judge Maxwell persisied. "I'm
zlad the police broke in first. It was unnatural, it was repulsive to
every fiber of American manhood. " '

"Legrand knew that." Martin was insistent. "That's way he
rejected jury trial, and preferred tae judgement oi one (he hoped) in-
telligent wman."

But the Judge was becoriing bored. nIt's done with now, Lainb;
at least, it will be at midnight. And all your bad logic and false e-
wotion can't keep Legrand from being executed tonight."

Martin walked over to the window. n] wasn't trying to save
him, you know. I just wanted to make you see that..."

n,..'there are more thaings in heaven and earth, Horatius, '"
the Judge concluded. He always believed in a bit of the Bard to round
off a dictum, and certain of his textual variants would have amazed
scholars. "All right, old fellow. I'11 take your word for it. And
now it's time for us to stop in on Dick's birthday party. Come on."

He was silent as they left the library. "There was just one
thing I would never forgive nim, " he confided to Martin waile they
walked down the hall. "That was the way they gouged out her eyes be-
fore taey killed her." .

The tablecloth could be wost simply described as a mess. Bits
of pink icing and orumbs of cake--some dry, sciue 80ggy with spilled
fruit juice--mingled with the fragments of eight wax candles. The reum-
nants of bonbons and tattered paper hats lay about the outskirts of the
deserted field. In the center of the table reigned an impressive won-
arch, a stuffed toy bird, who balanced precdariously on 1wo legs and
surveyed the surroundings with a cynical and slightly disgusted air.

As his eminent father entered the room, Dick Maxwell broke
off tae joyous wrestling match in which he wae engaged with one of the
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two remaining party guests. He nodded a gresting, speechless from ex-
citement.

"Jell, eon," the Judge said affectionately, "did you have a
nice partyt®

"Oh, keen, dadl"

“"That's fine. Lots of nice presents, 6hl" A

"Lots and lots and lots. Look, dad. Look at this cowboy

. suit from Aunt Caroline, and look here..." He took exuberant glee in
giving a complete catalog of preeents, even down to the book which Mar-
tin had findly hoped would not be too old for him,

"And which do you like best, Dick?"

This was & hard Question. "Oh, I don't know, Uncle lMartin.

I sort of think maybe I like this funny old bird the best. He's funny,
he is. M

"Who gave him to you?" the Judge asked, fearful lest he en-
sounter some none too subtle bribery. :

The nurse, who had kept herself discreetly effaced, now step-
ped forward. "I don't rightly know, sir," she admitted. "You eee, as
all the things came in the mail, I'd unwrap them ana put them in hers,
~nd I guess the card for that one just must have gotten lost some way.
T.any the way those things happen."

The Judge picked up the creature in his hand. "Curious look-
ing bird, isen't it, Lamb? Looks something like an ostrich, and yet it
dcesn't, if you know what I mean." :

"It's a oassowary," Martin murmured. "Related to the ostrich.
He took the toy himeelf. "Damn good reproduction, too. Just feel that
hard, horny beak, and look at those eyes. It reminds ue of a little
verse of mine" (the Judge grunted) "that starte

'The cassowary's evil gleanm
'Sets him apart from birds who Dbean;
'Each eye's a...'"
But Martin never reached the actually Quite amusing end of his verse.
He suddenly dropped the bird and stared at it with something very close
to fear.

"Why, what's the matter, old man?" the Judge Gueried concern-
edly.

"I've been reading too many horror stories, I guess. I
thought I felt -it move... r S8illy..."

"No more so than your theories on penology, Lamb." And the
Judge laughed ponderously.

Martin joined in courteously, and then broke off. "I don't

like it, " he¢ said. "Ite skin feels aluost real, and. ..the workmanship
looks West Indian, and they don't have cassowaries there."
The Judge continued to laugh. "There's nothing wrong, old

man. Look how Dick loves it... Come into the library for a highball.
And if you could stay tonight, I should like to..."

As Martin followed the Judgze from the room, he could hear
Dick's happy voice. "Uncle Martin says 1t's a commissary. Isn't that
a funny naue for a bird?"

But Martin was unable to stay that night; and so it was not
until he read the morning paper that he lsarned how Dick Maxwell had
roused the household with his screams at midnizht, and how ths child
had been found with both eyes gouged out by a night-prowler, although
the windows were locked. The account, written by an exceptionally oo-
noxious scbsister, was most detailed. Martin noted particularly the
phrase of the nurse, who described the eyes as looking "pecked out",
and the gruesome care with which the writer had pictured how blood had
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stained "the tiny pajamas and the darling toy bird which the poor lad
held clasped in his little arms". :

In an adjoining column was an account of the executlon--"Ac-
cording to sentence passed by the Hon. Robert Maxwell"--of Danisel Le-
grand, Negro, 38.
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An old man was her only guide that night.
The drums of thunder rolled; and drenching rain
Soaked his gnarled face. The stabbing light
Caught his bright eyes. He stopped and spoke the name
Of that black spot of evil nestling in the niia,
There Druids once had raised the sacrificial blade
And chanted as they watched the red blood spill
From the fair form of some Welsi maid.

She glimpsed the altar in the lightning's glare

Beyond his pointing finger; and then stood

Affrighted --- for around the stone set there

Were crouching figures, garbed in cloak and hood.

The old man cackled. "Offer up your life ™

And lightning glittered on his swift-drawn knife.
——==Arthur F. Hillman
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