


IT’S ONLY
EVERY THING

ég Lrednie Krhewn

This morning a quite handsome and very young man came to our
door. He was, 1t turned out, a Jehovah's Witness and had come to
bring me salvation. Probably to sell me somethlng too, but ths con-
versation never gqulte got around to that.

I told him that I was an ardent atheist, but this did not dis-
courage him in the slightest. He kept on talking and I, hung over
and in pajamas, kept on listening -- because in seeing him I saw
myself, in a way.in which I gould have gone, if there were a God
and if upon a certain occasion he had deigned to alter a minus-
cule part of the cosmos and perform a miracle for me. L1 was that
persuasive young man, sans miracle.

This is a bitch-plece, and what I am bltching about is the
apathy of Chrlistians -- of members of most religions, but since 1
am writing of this country, mostly of Christians, so-~called.

I can best lead up to telling what I'm bitching about by tell-
ing of my own experience as a Christian, back when. Perhaps I
should say as an almost-Christian; I saw a truth that very few Chris-
tians see, but still I never quite made the grade.

The turning point came with my mother's death, when I was four-
teen years old.

My parents were not religious people; my father was an admit-
ted athelst, my mother a mild agnostic. Nevertheléss, they came
to the conclusion, when I was elght or nine years old, that I,
their only child, should for my own sake be exposed to religion,
should be given a cholce. For my sake they Joined a church =-- Pres-
byterlan as 1t happened, probably because 1t was the nearest one =--
and enrolled we in its sunday school. A few years later (they
grabbed 'em young in those days) I was 'confirmed' and became an
actual member of the church.

The years of my life between nine and fourteen were, thanks
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You see, I was cursed with logic. 3Iven so young, I realized
that the lukewarm, passive Christian against whom I am bitching,
and who made up -- then and now -- the vast majority of my contempo-
rarles, could not seec or did not choose to see, what to me was im=-
mediately obvious! the simple fact that in the acceptance of a




revealed religion, and particularly Christianity in any of its
forms, there are no shades of gray. &lther there is personal im-
mortality or there 1sn't. Iither the son of God -- and the son of
God in a very special sense, not ln the sense in which we might all
be sons of God -~ was crucified to save us, or he wasn't. (Proof-
reader, please don't make that he into a He.) If he was, and
arése from the dead, then that fact transcends in importance gll
else. In that case our brief stay here on sSarth is only prepara-
tlon for sSternity, and belief in Christ and salvation throuh him
is the only thing in life even worth considering. Nothing else
shoul.d matter.

I was torn, unable to understand (as I am still unable to un-
ders land) people, my contemporaries and predecessors, who give or
gav: lip--service to the special divinity of Christ and the worship
of God and who do ar did spend less than thelr full time and effort
ard thought in carrying hls gospel to the ends of the Barth =-- and
to the rest of the universe, whenever we get there.

It seemed to me, and still seems to me, simple common sense.

I think Christianity is superstition;,but if it ign't there 1s no
Mister In-between; 1t's the only thing that matters a good God
damn. Elther God, though his son, has revealed himself to us, or
he hasn't,

Yes, I remember my mother's death. But more vividly I remem-
ber the occasion, a few weeks before it, when I learned -- and it
came to me suddenly -- that her death was inevitaboe and imminent.
I'd known she was 111. I'd even known it was cancer. But doctors
had given a note of hope, and I'd never Llgf myself belleve the
truth;..or ILl4. shoved i1t into the back of my mind and refused even
to consider it. My mother just couldn't die. Then I learned
that she would.

I ran out of the house crying. The pathetic fallacy was its
usual pathetic self; there should have been thiander, lightning,
high wind and a driving rain. But there was none of these things,
nor even darkness, except inside my soul. It was a balmy spring
evening and the streets of Cincinnati_ were brightly lighted. As
I ran until I was breathless and then walked, for many miles, I
prayed -- God, how I prayed. And went beyond brayer to promise God
that 1f he would cure my mother, would pass the miracle of making
her well again, I would devote the rest-of my life to him, would
become a missktonary to Darkest Africa or wherever he might send me.,

I remember the night of my mother's death. I had been sent
away from home and was staylng the night with our Presbyterian
minister. (He loved to have boys sleep with him; he made no passes
but found every excuse for physical contact and chaste caresses ==
what a poor, tortured guy ke must have been. And what a good man.)

I heard the phone ring in the middle of the night ang heard
him answer it, knew from his end of the conversation that my
mother had just died.

I played possum when he came back to bed, but I was very wide
awake. 1 felt grief, of course, but my passion had already been
spent and my grief was calm. Mostly my feeling was one of relief;
I was saved from a fate worse than my mother's death.

I knew that I had pot believed, that Christianity except for
a part of its code of ethics and by no means all of that, was a



mess of crap. Or superstition, for those who find that last word
offensive. 1t was guch a relief to be able to became, or to ad-
mit that I was and really had been all along, an atheist. To know
that henceforth I could be governed by mind unwarped.

All this went through my mind this morning, forty years later,
while I stood, half awake, listening to that very pleasant ‘and very

sincere young man who was a Jehovah's Witness. I w )
him, but gentle. ess was honest with

Because I saw again, all over and clearly as I saw at the age
of fourteen, that either he was right or I was right, and that
there 1s and can be nothing in between.

And, listening to him I thought the obvious: that there, but
for the grace of God in not existing, or at best or worst for his
grace in not concerning himself with the affalrs of mice and men
and not giving a self-damn about a sparrow's fall or mine, went I.
The I that might have been had he fooled me and passed a miracle.

I dug that young man. He was wrong and silly, but I dug him.
I dig 8t. Francis of Assisi and Jesus of Nazareth, and whirling

dervishes and anybody_else who goeth whole hog with the courage
of his-convictions. I may not like him, but I understand him.

I cannot and never 'will understand, and hereby spit in the eye of,
any passive bellever in a revealed religion who gives less than

his whele life and thought to what, if it be true, is a matter of

such personal and cosmic import that nothing else is worth a
thinker's dam.

The Ind

1HE TRANQUIL DRAUGHT

"Straightway Helen cast into the wine they
were drinking a drug that stayed all pain
and wrath and brought fargetfulness of every
evile" --- Odyssey, iwv, 219-220

When golden Helen, Zeus-begot,
Poured out the trancguil draught

And men their sorest woes forgot

It is not told if, seeing their lot,
Her jovial father laughed,

The gods loved best those men whose wills
Laughed yet, though pain was vast;
The men who strive not with their ills
Who take tranquillity in pills
They will not laugh at last,
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two or three years ago
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(From the Man Alivs column in th: Oaklani Tribunz, Juns 28, 1962)

It's fun reading The Iribunz =very day but my particular fav-
orltes are Welneslays and Fridays wh2n storlss run about the Oakland
Clty Council. In thls age of subtle humor and thz small titter, a
real belly laugh 1s genuine pleasure.

Lik= that ridiculous suggestion of a city ilncome taxr someonse
male a few weeks ago. It was a knez-slapper 1f only bzcause what
the 10-cent parking mater hasn't 4done to clzar the strzets a city
income tax wouldi finish.

Thz other night tha:rz was a budget sossion -~ a wondlerful
sourc:z of humor thls year bzcause tharﬁ isn't enough money to pay
for clty services such as Children's Fairylani -- and Mayor John
Houlihan came out with what I interpretel as an astute andi serious
remark.,

He suggssted Oakland pull out of slamzla Jounty anl becoms a
county itself, like .an Francisco. wsaybe the mayor 1idn't rsalize
it, but he 7as on the varge of a magnificent idea he shouldi havea
carried ons step farther.

Oakland should pull out zntirely and becom2 a trouble=-frzz mon=-
archy, patterning its government after sonaco.

dow stlck around for this, because you'll se: in a minute how
exploitation can solve 2ll Oaklani's problzms. It's all basel on
publicity and the tourist dollar.

I'he one part Mayor Houlihan rmhimsz1lf may not lik: 1s that this
plan requires he grow a mustache and wzar a uniform somsthing like
Prince Ralnler's.

Thz House of Houlihan ouldi be Oakland's royal family, compzt=-
ing with imerlca's royal family, the Kennzdys. After all, the
Bourbons ruled somewhere in .urope, and i1f thzy d4id it -sith booze
the Lennedys and Houllhans can 4o it sith beautiful quesns. Iim:
Magazine would sense this spirit of international fervor an? glv:
Oaklanl a snlde wrlte-up, which woult start the influx of tourists
and stimuwlate the economy.

-ee how a thing like this could snovball? You'd get them com-
ing anij golng. ien who are nor councilmsn coull bacomz lords and
lukes and part of the royal court. 4t border points Robert Osborne,
in charge of health and immigration, would control fruit inspection



statlions and issue zach tourist his entrance visa, for a fz2 to go
into thz royal trzasury. 2Fobert HcKzs3n would b2 in charze of th:
monarchy's parks, beach:s and gane preservas, in 4irect supervision
of th2 ducks at Lake Merritt and Effiz thz zlephant. Rides and
fzeding privilezes would bring more ravenue.

Betreen the tio of them .irchliuke Robzrt and Archduke Robert
would bring in vast sums.

Visiting dignitaries would be tredtel rith pomp anl car:zmony.
Fzstivals wold be held, for z2:ample, "Then someon2 such as Richard
Ni:on paii a state visit from nsarby Jalifornia, assuming he's frez
aftar November. With every visitor therz woull bz a paralzs along
Broadway lown to Jack Lonion Squars, wharz tourlsts rould bs invit:1
to feast at royal banquets, dining on such gourmet fooilds as hot
roast beef sandwlcnes, and paying, of course.

With all the activity, mzanvhile, the unvitting visltor woul?
let his ten-cent parking metzr run out and voila! Another #2 for
th: treasury the second thz red flas gozs out. The royal officer

is right there, of course, to ask the iriver for his drivsr's licensse.

And imagine when a tourist doesn't havz a license valld in the
Kingdiom of Oakland? A licensc fze AND a finz, ani goodnz2ss how tha
monzy rolls in.

Children's Falryland would bz run like Disneyland durinz tha
day, and at nlsht it woull bz a gamblinz mzcca. 4long thz top of

Oakland's hills visitors coulid drep dimss into t2lescopss anl look
out at the United .tates, Oaklani's nesizhborins nation.

City Hdall would be convertel into a glittering palace and ths
prasant ity Hdall Plaza, if they can do aay rith thz founmtain, ¢
could be converted into a palace court. & statuz of ex-mayor J1iff
alshell vould be erected and hz would bz ravered forevermore in an
sisenhower-liks role of clder statzsman. .ach aftarnoon the royal
Weldonian Band would play in concert for a paying audiencs of tour-
%sts, starting each performance with Oakland's national anthem --
Lov: Is a sMany-Spleniored lhing.”

Now you're zoing to say there ars flars in the whols ilea and
there are. Who carcs what type of tourist is firawvn here as lohg -
as he's a spander?

4nd now that HMayor doulinan's initialisugzzstion has bezn mol-

ded into a reasonable, vorkable idea, let's all get uith it ani for-
g2t any thought of a city income tax. It's too fantastic.

((If some of the political refarancss are confdsing, remzmbar that
this appzared over tuwo yzars azo. ==Xi))

( G
@Qw@ I C\__)) Q




Particlpants: Poul Anderson, Karen Anderson, shella Rush, angd
Jerry Knight.

Now in white nights, you

could thrust thirty-five piceseconds

probably a sclence

and most avidly grey Z2arth's snowbanks.

Senhor has motion but heaved in there desperate

deep anthologles almost big-bellied

including an otherwlse artificlal 2lgyboy.

To the leg and diameter looking

where thlrty- blllion stacks

sighed for the piratical others,

Alfred would cut the rrolific Gagarin to the real Glenn.
Twin sad-eyed old collislons turned

and alLAther houses with appearances in wild fingers
sadden after the manipulating doctors cross those silk lips.

The two blg qulet omega-mesons

lifted dark-halred existence to the daughter
after adepts would think then

of a hope of Woman.

i

Jtrange, when Pharaoh needs a graclous Osirils
simply to cry his table.

He is an adequate nobody.

What of miscellaneous things to warrant ltems
and reproachful, lusty keys?

Otherwlse, you knew, unstoppered French shoulders deserve
shoe polish lessons with a cablnetmaker!

Just intensity that builds the abandoned act
below the hysterical destruction

or 1s what the perforated brutality

of stronger hot-water coples

would rebuke the comlic attitude

of simple pleasure.

(The methed by which this was composed 1s explalned on another
page of thls issue. -KA)



-- y2t another 014 Ship story
by Karen Aniecrson

When I reachzi the inn callei the 011 Ship that night I ‘ras
too tlired and hungry to hav: anything else in my minj. ﬁumphrey
Pump promised me a room for the night anl1 had a meal in front of
me before I finishz21 my first pint of stout; h2 can hurry -=shen he
cares to. By the time I'1 eaten and was well into the second pint,
I felt rested snough to look around and s=2e who else 'as about.

Three Rohirrim wers Just leaving, onz of them a boy -- no,
a hobbit. I caught a glimpse of a strecet in Minas Tirith ovar thsir
shoulders before the door closel. 4 moment later it opencd again
anl Fafhrd entered from a Lankhmer marketplace. I waved to him,
and he noddzd back anil started torari ma.

"4 round for the house!" hz called as he passed th: bar.
"I pulled off a good strokz today, and I'm celebrating."”
: "Celebrating? Let's hear it, thant" cams from a cornzr. I
lookzad:-over to see who 1t ‘ras, ani recoznized th: spsaker as Co-
nan of Cimmesria. Next to him ras Brak, dressel as usual in a fur
kilt., I think it's an affectation, myself.

""Come on over if you want to hear it," said Fafhrd as he sat
4o'm next to me. "I'm only going to tell it once."

"You mean," I suggested gzrinningly, " that you've only time
to tell it once your own 'ray, before the Mouser gets hera?"

"That 1ittl: liar," grumbled Pafhrd good-naturedly.

Brak and Conan joinz1 us, and Hdumphrsy Pump scrved drinks
arouni. Fafhrd paii him from a toolzd-lzather pouch that fairly
blazzd with rubies. It ras so full it hardly clinked, ani thz
coin he handed Master Pump ras goli.

4S50 you've struck it richg" I sail, .
rich!" boastel Fafhrd. "If a fifty-course dinner can_be

called a snack, then you can call this haul rich. Otharise
you'd batter start thinking up new orls.”

"What 1s 1t?" "Hov 414 you get 1t?! That was Conan ani
Brak. - . ! :
Fafhrd startei to tell his story, but thz trouble -wras Brak
and Conan had Just made gool hauls themselvas, and were so damn



can_.be

busy each trying to tell.ihls ewn tale for me to get any of them
stralght. I Just sat there relaking and drinking as mBush as
Pafhrd felt like buylng, which was plenty.

The three stories ended patly together, like those songs
with diffzrent tunes that groups sing simul tanéously and end on
the same beat. Iafhrd, Brak, and Conan sat there in a glow of
self-satisfaction and silence.

"I myself," I sall, "just made a very nice haul of my ovm.
"In fact, I'1l buy a round-myself to commamorate it,"

"I'm buying tonight," said Fafhrd. "What's your haul?"

"Have you zver hzard of the Sigll of Zuvalar?®" :

They shook thelr hzads negatively.

"I myself first heard of it from a storytellar in the ba-
zaar of Merimna. He told an old, o0ld story -- a tale of the days
hen Andelspritz was not a mad desolation, but a young and prémis-
ing hamlet; the days vhen the hills of Salapanta wers a marshland
raucous with the cries of tropical birds. He told of the nzarly
mythical city of Khodra Darya.

"In Khodra Darya, sald the storyteller, there was a cult of
vaglans of szscret and fzarsons practices. They met in the crypts
of a templec dedica ted to a zod forgotten even by the peoplz of
Khodra Darya, and fram that nameless god they sought tHeé secret
knowledge that thelr tencts assured them existzad.

"Thelr leader, the archimage Zuvadar, had learned onz of
these great secrets, and had engravel it in a precious sigil com~
posed of a thin disc of sapphire rimmed with diamonds. -0 pov-
erful as that which he:had engrav:d on thz sapphlre, that thz
entlr> sigil shone of 1ts own light 2ven in the deepest darknsss.

"In their crypt, immersed in th:ir -rorship of the nameless
god, the maglans took no thought for th2 city of Khodra Darya.
They never heard thz news of the barbarian hordes who came ever
closzar. 4nd so, though by their arts they might have preserved
the city and all in it, thzy never knzv vhen 1t fell to the con-
quering outlanders, and they erz seized and struck do'm in their
hidden place in the midst of thzir worship. _

"Or so the story-teller told it. But he named the archimage:
Zuvadar. And I had heard that name before.

“The storyteller did not name th: horde which overran Khodra
Darya; but there 1s a story of ths Tiger iMask Horde, that they
once s2ized a magiclam named Zuvadar -;ho ras 'rorth more to tham
than the entire city 1in hlch they found him. It 'ras he tho gave
th: Tiger Mask Horde the arts whereby they verzs 2nabled to scatter
and confuse all enemies =-- the arts vhereby they becam:> masters of
all the Great Steppe of Kulun and <ne settled lands surrounding it.

"The reasons for the domfall of th: Tiger Mask Horde can on-
ly be guessed at. One tale says that Zuvadar plottedl treachery =
and the khan slew him. Ainoth:r tale says that thz magilclan of the
Horle ras set on by an Ermaspian spy —ho penetrated thelr camp.
But slain he was, by whatever means, and that same night the armies
of Ermaspla routed the Horle anl scattared it forever into roving
bands vho were never agaln able to unite. And the treasures of
the Horde, the Jeuels of th» Khan ere s2ized by the King of Irmas-
Pla to enrich his crom jevals,

"From this time dates the rise of the Irmaspian Mmpire. It



seems clcar, then, that the knowledge zained from his nameless god
by Zuvadar gave powver first to the Tiger idask Horde and then to

the lords of JIrmaspila. 4nd there thz sigil of Zuvadar must have
remained == in the imperial jewels, protector of the imparial might.

"When srmaspila fell to th2 Chqrulians, thz sigll must already
have bazn pilfered -- the Ch:rulians 4disappearel in Irmaspia lik:z
foam into a sandy beach. But the Mpress, fleelng before the sack
of the capital, had reached #Margos safely wlth a casket of Jewals.
And Margos became great « .«

"Paus I traczd ths anderinss of the Sigil of Zuvadar. 4nd
I lzarnzl vhere it ras hidden in the presaent age."

I paused and drain:d my mug. PFafhrd signaled Master Pump yet
agaein for refllis.

"Go on," promptsd Conan. '"What then%"

"I wtas among th> Brotherhood of the Ceast at the time. I had
three ships and a full complement of the finest fighting men 1in
this or any world. However, even th: vhole of the Brotharhood would
not bz cnough to raild successfully th: royal treasuries of Tharmo,
capital of Tharmotla -- for it 'ras there that the Sigil of Zuvadar
had come. The -igll once in my hands, hovever, '7e could take on
all of Tharmotia if we so wllled. . .

I took a dozen of ths best captains in the Brotherhool into
my confidence, and unfolded my plan to them. They, and my three
licutenants, wvould rai'! as usual in the Gondaran Islands and thz
Longstrands for four weeks. 4t moonset on ths trenty-eighth night,
how=2var, they would appear in thz harbor of Tharmo. I -rould mecet
them there betrecen moonszt and dan: to flee in the night if 1
rere unsuccessful -- or, tith the Sigil, to lead them in a dawm
attack on Tharmo.

I had them set me ashore in the night, a dozen lcaguss to
the north of the city. PFor t-o haurs I -ralkzd inland, 'thile the
moonlight lasted, and thsen slept in a thicket until dawn. Then
anotherfhour's ralking brought me to a road and I turned south to-
ward the city.

I arrivel in the early evening, genuinely tired anl coverel
wlth genuine dust, with a thirst to match. Like any yokel, I heal-
ed straight for the palace and stood there gaping for a while, ani
then went into the nearesst tavern. 3y no accldent rhatsocver it
tas the onz favored by off-duty rLhrone Guarlis. I ordered wine an?
gaiked respectfully at them over 1it.

Next I asked the landlord about dinner and a bed for the
night. I knew h: rented rooms by the hour, not by the night. Ha
claimed to have all his rooms fillz:]1 already, but added that there
was plenty to eat. I ordered dinner and ate, still giving the en-
vious eye to the Guards.

After I'd pail for my mesal I vent over to a table vhere to
of them were sitting. "Could I ask you gentlemesn -- uh -- are you
Throne Guards?" I mumblad.

"Yeah." A

"Un, 1s it hard to gzt to be in th: Guard?" I kne the an-
sver te that, too: there's a bounty for bringing in recruits, t:
that's hor much they need men. Thz tuo were giving each other a
knovwing grin as . I bumblzd on: "Could you teoll me vhat it's like?
Uh, could I buy you gentlemzn a 4rink?"




"Sure, thy not¥" said thz older of the tio. "You new herz?"

"Just got here from Malkesh," I said, -raving the landlorad

over.: "A jug of d1ilne h:re, 1f you please?"

"Country boy?" askz2d thz other.

"Yos., The farm isn't big enoush for both of us, no: that ay
brothar's got marriz=d,:and so h: bought me out and, well, I 1idn't
kno what to . . . I mean, I don't kno:r anything but farming, but
I'm strong, so I -rondered =--" I brok: off and buried my face in
my ‘rine-mug. It ras tempting to peck and sze hor thay rere taking
th2 spiel, but I had to resist that.

"You'd hav: to be train»d to use rzapons,'" sald the oldar
man. "W2 can tzach you some hen we're off duty, maybe. Than you
could apply."

"I've never uszd a sword or anything," I said doubtfully. "I
used te be pretty good uith a quarterstaff, though."” :

"luarterstaff, huh?" said the younger one. "Lot's s22 hovu
you arz wlth that hiking stick of yours. If you can use that, I
might be able to put in a word for you -- for a consideration, of
course."

"RWeht nou?" I squeakzd. "Her:?"

"Why not?" he said. Though hz hadn't mecant it to be thersz
and then at ally but 're had an auliencs by nor. "I'll just take
the hcad off my spear, and ve'll hav: a go at 1t."”

Tables rere already being pushzd t the ralls, and by the
time h: had his spearhcad unfastenad, there ras a falr-sized space
for us.

He started easily, fzeling me out. I pressed him little by
littles until he was gilving me the best he had. Then I gav: him a
carefully calculated rap on the funnybonz anid he was aftzr my blood.

When it was clear to him and to the other_Guards --ratching us
that I had a good chance to win, I arded a stroke of his with the
middle of my stick and at the same time gave the underseasoned rood
Just enough extra strain -rith my hands. It snapped, I stumbled
forward, and his spear-shaft hit me on the shoulder as I rent al-
most to my knee.

He grinned all over his facz ani filled my mug for me. "Bui-
hs said, "you're as good as in the Guard." :
From then on, thore was nothing he -ouldn't 4o to help me.

I -ras his bast buddy. He -onld have resented it if a yokel had
wtalked in and bested him in front of his friends; he'd have 12s-
pisel me if I'd let him *rin 2asily; but I'd given him a good fight
and proved he was better than I was. He couldn't help liking that.

I let myself "lcarn" to use spear ani svord fairly rapidly.
If anyone vas surprised by it, I -rould mumble somethins about 'my
brother and I used to play rith -roolen onzs.”" By tha enl of two
of the allotted four wezks, I -ras promoted %o suardsman sccond
class and vas everybody's friend.

The next step was to gat a good look at the crown jzrrels and
the place rher2 they vere kepte I managed that by scelng to it
taat on: of th: treasure-vault detail dzveloped a rzcord hangover,
and offering to takzs his place.

I learned that only the Palacsz Chamberlain had thes key to
the vaulte The guard at ths door -- two men at a time, day and
night -- wvere there only to make sure the key wasn't used by some-

Ay
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onz vho had stolan or copied the chambarlain's. It was his Juty
ecach morning to rsmove vhatever ltems of Jjeelry trould bz callead
for during the day, and return them at night. Two men stayed vith
him thile hz carried the jerels bagk and forth.

This first morning, I managed to gzt a good look into tha
vault hile talking to the chamberlain's two guards. It vasn't a
very big room, and that mad=s ot seem all th2 more gorzeous =-- the
tiaras and pectorals all crowded against each other, and nzcklacs:s
all laid out in long rovs. 4ind there, among thz necklaces, I sav
th2 .igil -- unmistakable, that carwen azure surrounded with in-
credibly gloring diamonds, hung on a zolden chain,

I kner from that point on just howr 1 was going to gzt my
hands on th: €igil. I mads no further moves, but stood my regular
sratches at the palace gates or in thz Thronme Room. ind I countad
th: days until the randezvous I had appointed -"ith my assoclates
in the Brethren of the Coast.

At last the night cam:. I stood sentry at the vault in tho
placz of a man who had unfortunatzly had too much to drink in thz
tavern across the squarzs. roons2t approachesd; the torchas ers
being sxtinguishel in the imperial quarters; and finally the cham=-
bzrlain approached ith his t0 guarls.

Fumbling, holling the bulky carrying casz in ons hand anil
sorting keys vith th: other, finally hz zot the door unlockel. iy
partnzr at th: door and the other t:0 suards -r2re watching tha .o
dcor; I faced ths other way.

"The Gods protect us " I shrickzd, pointing back dom thz
corridor. ",top them -- stop tham!" I flung my spear at th2 ima-
glnary msnacec, then stzppsd back and jammzd4 my heel in thz dooriray.
Without 2ven asking me what I'41 sz2en, th> other thrze ran off in
tng 1irection I'4 thrown my spear.

I whirted around into th: vault and stretchel thz bawilderzal
chambzrlain on th: floor unconscious. Thzn, and ohly then, did I
look for ths BFigil of ‘uvalar.

It -ras not in its plac=z.

I sz2arched hastily through the rous of nacklaces, in case it
had b2en movad. It -ras not there.

It must be in th2 carrying casz. I knelt and tried to open
il et Hlorh SE s S B Sab N 0 TleR T

It must bs past moonset; my pirate ships rould only -rait un-
til daym, == I must find the Sigil at oncet

Sursingy= T pried. 'at the Bemk -srithiny suord. | It resisted; T
s-ore and wwept. At last 1t burst open, I shook the precious things
out on the floor, pared through them :ith shaking handis.

The Sigil -ras not thore.

Not in the vault, not in thz carrying case --

The King must still be rearing it

Fortunately, I knov the ray to th2 king's belchamber. . .

"Just a minute," interruptel an ironic voics. "If thosz
guards. had one quarter of thelr ~rits about tham, they'd hav: baen
back to thz Joor of tho vault with reinforccments lons bafore you
got that locked casz open."

"Oh, it's you, Mouser," I amsered. "I was oxpocting you'd
be hors tonight. You're quite right. TIhere wore a lozen of them
valting for me atithe door. I got killed instezad of steallnz the
Sizil." I pulled the Sigil out of the neck of my shirt on 1%s
chaln and shoved it to them. "I -ras never a pirate, 2ithar.”

e O
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tator Amateur Press .oclaty by Karen Anderson, 3
Las Palomas, Orinda, Callfornia 94563. Printed, if you ilon't
mind the inexac:itule, by Bruce P:1lz.

iy ovn mimeograph nzeds to be rebullt or something, accord-
ing to the Gastetner people, and I don't expact to be able to
afford that until next winter. You sez, we'll spend the summar
going broke in Jurope, ani I have to save up money for that.
Another thing I'll have to do is s2t up a Gollard all ready for
the Patober mailing; because 1f all goes well I won't be home
in time to do it. Hence the present issue 1s being put together
at the end of February.

NOTIC4: I won't be home to get mall between June 20 and
some time in October. 50 don't write to me this summer.

Cover this issue 1s courtesy of Liz Lgkkz, who started a
fanzine and didn't get around to publishing it. oame goes for
quite a few leftover stencils. Thanks again, Liz.

The poem-thing titled " :uagruple Image" is a thing four of
us constructed at Jerry and Miri Knlght's about a year ago. It
was done by the four uf us - .hella Rush, Miri, Poul, and me ==
ecach taking a different book or magazine, turning to the same
pag: number, and reading in order a word at a time. The first
part was Page 52 of four Aifferent issues of P& F., Part II came
from Alice B. Toklas' autobiography, 4 streetcar Named Desire,
H., Rider Haggard's Cleopatra, and Gesorge DaniBls" .-Make Your Own
Monstrostitles by Tooth andg Nail, pags 25 of each.

Not to give the gag awvay prematurely, I'm putting this
page at the end of tha issue instead of the beginning.)

~- Alas fer high hop: and geed resolutiens. That was six
weeks ago. Here 1t 1s April fifth, and I 4en't. zven know what ci-
ty I'1l have this mimeo'i in. Hm, now that I just looked it up in
the last FAPA mailing, 1t szems I have plznty of time to get these
staeils to Bruziver wlthout even belng charged the Nulsance Fze.

For a black-hearted O3, Bruce does pratty well . . .

Oh yeah, about the shipstory. For those who've never seen
ohe before, they're set in an inn basei on one in a favorite noval:
The Fiying Inn, by G. L. Chesterton. The narrator is a rather
vague character in my own mind; I think he's a version of Young
Man Mulligan/The Great Fantastical Bum. "The Jesting Pirate® 1is
the fifth shipstory; th: others were, in order, 5gemingly Polntless
>tory, Sword Misslng, Come Hither, and 4 Night At A Castle. All
shlpstories are composed on stencil in a great hurry to meet my
actlivity requirements. That's why they prasent such a contrast to

the other material I publish: nothing else in the issue will b
credited to me, becausez I 4ldn't writ% -] i

Ah, there's the bottom of the page. I can get this in the
mall now.



