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Tony was prowling about the beach, looking for garnets, agates, shells, or any
other interesting Jetsam produced by the spring tlides, when he found the stone. He
couldn't help but find it, for the sunlight seemed focussed by it into a beam which
flashed across his vision so that he turnede--and saw it lying there amongswy’ sea-—
weed and driftwoéd, glowing as if filled with its own radiance. Blue it was, his
favourite colour, the pure blue of the sky’' in May captured in this smooth shining
stone, Not véry large, perhaps-~--but much, much larger than any precious stone he
had ever seon, larger even than the bits of coloured glass he occasionally fbund on
the beach amd gave to his sisters as "jowels", When he held it in his hand and felt
its hard coolness and saw it gleam as if newly polished he could hardly believe le
was not drcaming, for he had oftén dreamed of finds such as this, rich impossible
finds of exotic shells or jewels, finds which always sccried real enough no ma tter
how fantastic thoy appearcd‘aftorwards when he was awakeo. He pinchod and squeezed
and rtbbed the lovecly thing, tremulous delight growing in hime Ifuch hardor than
glass, it must be, bceause it had not, like glass throwm up by the soa, had its
surface frettcd and dulled by ¢onstant jostling amohgst ether stones: harder than
any of the stones on thc boéch, he thought cxulting, for none of them shone like
this, Ho shouted, and then, as the othors camo running (for Tonyts finds werc
always the most oxciting) hod a suddon impulse to concoalment. hen thoy came
panting up, hc showed thom morcly an cxbra large toonail-shell which ho had found,
orange and iridcscent withing fooling tho smoothnoss of the stonc in his pocket as
they ehattercd and squcalcd,

¢

For thc rcst of the day he was' in an abstraction=--"onc of Tony's moods", as
his mother said, and only half of him was theoro whilo they played boach-bascball and
had their pienic and dug for clams and swam. Ho could feol the stone's proscnce
almost as if it werc a porson of wham he was particularly fond end would like to be
alofic with, %hen thoy got home he ran out at onto to the shod whore, as the old-
ost, hc was allowcd to storc all his posscssions, and sat drcamily and looked at
his new trecasurcs Even in the dork of the shed ho could soo its bluoness, He
shonc his flashlight on 1t, and it filled itsclf with azurc radiance, glowing as it
had vhen ho had found it.

He didn't spceulatc about vhat it was or wherc it came from: but he had & cu-
rious fécling that, dcep down in his mind, ho know tho answers to thoso questions.
He felt, too, that it must be vory old, at loast as old as tho Earth itsclf, and
nlmost if not quite proof against dostruction, and ho had ho feoat of putting it to
tho tecst. He got his little hammer from thc tool-box, end, placing tho stonc on
the cement floor, hit it with all his might, As he oxpcctod, nothing happenod.

But therc were morc drastic tcsts he could apply to it, confidont that it would sur-
vive thom, Hec put the stonc benoath the voint of a big nail, and tried to split it
by hammering the nail, Hec would have becn desolatcd if hotd succocded---but cach
tcst cnhonccd the valuc of tho stonc if 1t was passcd successfullys After two or
thrce taps on the nail the stonc skiddod away into a cornor and lay therc, ¢l immere
ing in tho light from the cob-wrobby little window: it hadn't oven boon scratched.

So Tony passcd to his third tost. Going out into thc garden, hc 1lit e little bon-
firc of twigs, and, vhen it was burning well, dropped tho stono into the hear ¥ of
its Even in his certainty of mind hce folt a slight peng a2s ho did this (for thoro
had been times vwhon his cstirate of the rosistanco of some trecasuro had been at

fault); but he pilod on morc twigs and scraps of paper, and kept the blaze going
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fiercely for a quarter of am hour. He could see the stone shining in thé centre of
the fire: it hadn't melted or chipped, and the colour of it was not red, bubt still
blue, As the fire dicd down he  danced around it and sang a ponsan of the stone's
triumph. "Tony's a queer child,™ his mother would say, "He doesn't seem to value
anything he hasn't found or mado for himself--=it's not the slightest use giving
him' things, =-+And yet thoso treasurcs of his havé to take & torrible ben¥ing Trom
him, don't they, Tony?™ And she'd pinch his chock, and hetd blush,

He showed the stone to some of the follows at school next daye. Most of them
weren't impresscd, though they agrood it wasm "protty"s But Tony's particular friend
Steve was fascinated by it. ’

"Like a sea-serpent's eye," ho said, -

"Sen=-serpents wouldn't have blue eycs, sapl"

"Woll, it isn't blue, it's sort of greenish."

Tony was'thundérstrucke "Nutsl™ he said, "You?re colourblind. Heroc=-~* he
turncd to fat, loud, stupid, cheerful Pote, who was kicking a ball about the school-
yard, "hero, what colour d'you say this stono is? Stove?s crazy, he says itts .'r--n
grecn, ™

Poto gave his great red-and-vhite grin, He liked being appealed to on intel-
lcctunl motters. He appéared to deliberatc, seratched his hoad, struck exaggerated
yoscs of thought, "Woll," ho said eventually, "I'd say it was red---not bright red
-==5travberty~jam~coloured,® Steve roarecd with laughtecr, and poto, as much hurt es
he could be, turned away. Tony didn't laugh. He put the stone in his pocket and
said no more of it, Later on Steve tricd to bring the subject up, but was rebuffed.

That ovening Tony rctired again to his shed to ponder the mattere The stone
wae gueery, It looked different to differont people. He sat eand stered at it until
he lost consciousness of himsclf, until’'its blue unwinking glow soomod to expand and
111 all thé spacc around’'him, ZFaintly, from very far, a myriad voices scemd to be
calling him, some warning, some infinitely enticing. Sounds had alweys had a speas
cizl cnchantment for him~--he had a queer habit of translating sights into sounds,
go that for him the boauty of his stone hdd partly the quality of a sounds The en-
ticing voices had just this kind of sound, and wore persuading him to ignore the
nore prosaic warning ones. Deeper and decper hc senk into the blue miste.e.soHB WaS
aroused by hearing his namo insistontly called.

"Tonyl" It was his mother. "Tony, como and be sooiable. Hero's Doctor Ber-
1itz ceme in' for the evening, aonrd ho wants to sce how you're getting oni®™ Roluctant
ly Tony went, clutching his stone, entered the brightly 1it living-room, bashfully
shook hands with the visitor.

"Mell, not so much bigger than ho was last time I was here---but 2¢11 bet hets
tough--=or porhaps he's going to be a geniusen

Tony hatcd this kind of talk, as imporsonal as i1f he wereon't there; his sisters
loved it. He shuffled his fect and dropped the stono on the floor. As ho was re-
trieving it;, the doctor got o glimpse of it,

"Hollo, young man, what have you got thero?"

"Just a stone."

"Find it yourself?"

"Yes, on the beach,"

"Letts have a look." Tho stone was taken from Tony, who scowlod. "This is
quite a find, young follow---not sure that I can put'a namc to ite But I tell you
wimt, I've got a friead who knows about thcsc things, and if I could take it to

him....«" Hc stopped, as Tony's scowl dcoponcd.
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"N6, don't want to know what 1t is." Ungraciously, h&lding out his hand for it,
"Tony, dear, don't be so rude¢" His mother turned to the doctor. "r'm afraid

he's often 1ike this over his finds when they're fresh. He'll not be so anxious

about it in a 1little whilo."

Tony faced them, hands tightly clencheds "I don’t go poking into other fellows'
things, telling 'em what they are whon thoy know all the timeeee:s

"Tou know what it is?" Tony nodded. "Vhat, then?" Amused, the doctor was
bziting him gently. Tony improviscd desporately.

"I'vec road about it somewhore, It's the only one therc is, and itts got no
namec because the guys who knew about it wecre afraid to call it anything, ond its
colour chzmges when a different guy is looking at it" (Tdony, dear, don't say guy")
"and a guy wrote a book about it saying it's very old and it doesn't belong to The
earth at 21l and that's why it can'do things likec it docs and it's becen lost a long
timeese..." He stopped, breathless, and was relieved to hear the laughter that
greeted his outburste.

Relieved-~~beczuse he kncw, suddenly, that what hotd beon telling them was true
--~or as true as it could bc when renfiorcd in boyish speeche And why didn®*t he want
them to know the truth? They mustn't, that's all he knew.

Thon he went to bed ho put the stone on his burcau. And on the nights that
followed it always rested theoree -

As time went on his schoolfcllows noticed a change in Tonve Fe was growing
quieter and more reserved. Often when they spoke he didn't ahswer, ond evin during
Apssons ho was inattontive, - Hé soemed.to:bd looking far away, oy parhaps listening
to distant sounds., 4nd in truth that is what he was doing: he was'listening to
those voices which first he had heard soon after he found the stone, vhon he had
been looking at it. Now that he and the stonoc had been togother for quite a while
(he dian't 1like saying it belonged to him==-that sounded and felt all wrong) ho
could hear the wices at any timc by just listening in the right waye-=hundreds of -
different ones, some calling and some repslling. Human they woro, the warning ones,
and perhaps even faintér than they had beon ot first. The enticing voices were of
quite a different kind, and strongor now=-~then ho listened to them they m@rged into
just one wice, a strange inhuman voice that did not speak’in words at all, but sang
and whispered and throbbed and roared like the wind itself, but having too a mystery
about it that might hold a hint of terror. At night, while tho stone lay on his bu-
rcau, he would lie and listen to those woices, the humon ones saying '"Go back", he
felt, and the other strangé mixed voices calling him to.eses to wWhat? No, perhaps
more telling him of things, of beautiful and exciting and porhaps terrible things
that lay just ahead, Sometimes he would gaze into the stone as he hed gazéed on that
second day, until he lost himself in a well of blueness. When he did this, time
ceascd to have any meaning, and ho could not tell how long he might haveo been rapt.
Once he was only aroused by nightfall, He had been so quiet that his parents had
thought him out somevhere, and pecrhaps loste

His family began to notice his altered looks and behaviour, his pallor end
quictness and inattention. Doctor Berlitz was summoncd profcssionally. But ho
could find nothing really wrong with Tony, He prescribed a tonices Tony wes impae-
tient and restless during the intérview-=--he hated having his body prodded and
listened to by a virtual stranger, and was glad vhen it was over and ho coulf listen
once more., The mysterious summoning voice was stronger now, and morec urgent, and
Tony felt that with just a littlc more concentration he would be ablc to understand
what it was saying. He was beginning to fecl, too, that whon he was listoning to
the stone his mind was somehow richer and full of morc exciting pdssibilities then
when he was using it for everyday things. Ho'scemed to know more, evon to remember
things which had never really happoned.,to him, to know of many of the myster%gﬁH§%F



wonders of the world as things which he had seen for himself. Sometimes when look-
ing into the stone he felt as if looking out on unfamiliar landseapes which none °
the less aroused some dim memory: white Beaches watched over by waving palme-irees,
and brilliantly blue seés; or gnashing ice-floes heaving in the swell that was
trying to break them up, under skies lecaden with snow; or strange cities steceped in
fog or in oriental sunshine, Sometimes thesec landscapes were totally alien, giving
him the feeling of immeasurable distance from where he sat enthralled, Thesc ones
terrified but at the same time fascinated him; like the voices

As he communcd more and moro with the stone, he took less and less interest or
.Pleasure in ordinary things, and he found that as his mental existence with the
stone grew deeper and more cnchanting, he grudged cvery minute not spent in listen-

ing; everything clse was dull and bothersome, it was as if he couldn't sparc:much
of hig mind for it, or cven'as if he hadn't so much to sparce He would £ind hime
self stending in the stroct, having forgotten to walk, and, what?s morc, having
Torgotten momentarily how to walke Hc would have to observo othor pcople walking
and then make a great effort bofore he could again do 4%t himselfes Or sitting at
table, forgetting to eat, hcedlcss of the mockery of his brothers and:sisters or
‘his mother's worried look. Speceh, the product of hundreds of conditionsd reflexe

, €8, became more and more difficult and irksome=esin answer to a simple question he
woulf@ have to hunt desperately in his mind for words which seemed almost meaning-

less, to string them togothor in ways which grew less and less familiar.

His mother and father weré now very worried about him, and one evening a
stronge doctor came to see him, a Drs Murray, He was an unusual kind of doctor,
because he didn't examine Tony physically at alle-~ho just asked him’questions,
Curious questions, about tho way things werc related to other things, others about
things which had happened to Tony when hec was younger. Tony knew he should be able
to answer these questions easily, but hc couldn't, Sometimes when in a way he knew
the ansvwer he‘couldn't find words 4in which to expross it., And always now the
strange voite, quite loud in his ears and almost intelligidble, vwas enticing, calle
ing, urging, alrwst cormanding, confusing his attempts to reason, thwarting tho
struggles against it of his too deeply buried instincts. Now Dre. }urray, his face
very serious, wasn't asking questions any longer but just saying single words, and
. making Tony say other words, any word that came into his mind, in rcturn. o0ften
. Tony couldn't think of any word at all, Howecver, when Dr. lMurray said "blue® ine-
stantly the word "stone®™ leapt into Tony's mind, but when he iried to say 1t he
couldn't., It was as if thc strong strange véice was telling him not %o, and though
his instincts cried out that it must be said, his brain wouldn't respond, he wes
tongue~tied, He felt suddenly frightcnod, and tcars came into his oyes, Ir. o=
ray placed a gentle hand on his hcad, and told him to run alongs Tony couldntt
rove'for a moment, and then he managed to stumble to’tho door and away. AS ho
went, Dr, Murray had turned to his father and mother, and his expression was still
. graver. He was saying something about the subconscious mindeseesabout a most unus-
ual Cas€ieses

But Tony was in his room now, listening to tho rich symphony of a voice that
called and bewitched (the warning human voices so very faint now) and watching
the myriad scenes which he’didn't exactly scee, but folt he had just boen sccing.
Thoy made him sad in a way, and he was sadder still when he realised that onc of
. these scenes was that very beach on which he had found the gtone.

A sound from outside broke into his consciousncss: that of the stone rolling
off the bureau and along the floor. Somconc with reasoning powers night have :
thought it cutious that thc stone should roll slightly uphille But all Tony knew,
instinctively, was that he rmst put 1t back, and this ho struggled to do, with
muscles whose coordination had almost gone. As hc fumblcd it back into place o
looked at it with oyes whieh could sce practically nothing clse: it was a much
. darker blus than it had been=-w=nlmost blacks
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The harmony of woices were stronger now, end somehow more urgent
an? irresistible. Tony weg entirely enveloped in alien sound and
scene: whollv ohlivious to his physicel surroundings. The warning
voices were sone, and foreotten, Surprisingly, the stone seemed to
grow in size, and deepen in hue. It was spreading escross the buresau,
enlarsine as its hold over Tony's soul grew stronger, stronger thon it
had ever dared he before.

The herdness and brilliant coolness nf the blue spread over Tony
like a blanket. The myriad voices rose in o crescendo that sprced up
from & whisper to & shriek, Tony, all terror gnne, submitteé hinself
unreservedly to its unearthly chern.

NDusk was creeping into the empty room, the dusk that obscures
codours and leaves everythine a dradb grey. & spot of cool blue light
flickered briefly fron the top of the buresu, then denced its way to
the edge. It fell -~~~ or floated --- tn the floor, and slipped awry
towards the window......

Lrleen dug herself down into the shrubhery to e nore concealling
erot and watched the otheras dash pest In search of those vho had not
vct heen caught, Then she saw it, helf covered by e brown leaf; =
stonc such as she had never seen before. She reached out and grasped
it. It was hard --- hard as steel --- and with the same nolished
tinge of silver-orevyice.e,
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Editorial Chanter One
Composite Corruption

Yhen three of us --- llel Brown, ilike Fern, ané nmyself --- resliz-
ed that we each had to heve something in the Fall meiling in order to
remain in Fapa, someone (I think it was me) hed o brainware of tre
first megnitude., We were to put out a 24 page megazine betwecen the
three of us, thus actually saving time and trouble and work in running
it off and putting it tcgether,

Mel was highly in fevor of the idea (even supplied the name), be-
cause he wes to be leaving for NMew York soon end cou‘dn't spend the
time putting one of his own out what with packing and s£1) Further-
nore, he had several pages of gstories, noetry, ete., 911 run off for
o propssdd but never completed mag. 1Mike apgreed to it becouse he had-
n't had a chance to contribute to Feape while he was doing so much
moving about. I wag deeply enthusisestic beconuse it promised to get out
my Fapazine without involving & great deal of work --- el had seversl
peges already done, and }Mike is es industriong as they comne —=-- which
was about the only reason why I had progressed non farther then gett
a few pages of material reedy every three months, a2nd which a1w~vn woe
dated by the time I should have sotten it out of the way .

Needless to 8ay, it didn't work out quite that way. liel left;
then l{ike unexpectedly got his bhoat priority end heecded for Hawail, so0
it wes left entirely up to me. Detciled anologies for the error on the
cover that says this is #2 2nd other things I'm resnonsible for will
be found on Page 1l2.

indy Anderson
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Hicholas Caddell was Irish, but his bshaviour did not proelaim it, e had
lived most of his 1life in the flat and comfortable county of Cambridgeshire, which
seemed, by contrast, so infinitely preferable to his dilapidated family estate on
the west coast of Ireland., Ile had, of course, been there with his family several
times, tut the place had bored him, It rained, there vas no gricket, there were no
books, end the company ves sparse and peculiar,

So at the age of twenty-three, tihen he left University College, he might have
been said to bs a confirmed Englishman, with an Englishman's love of London and ap=~
proval of respectable country pursuits, kept striotly in thelr placu, of course,
lis had not the least vastige of an Irish acsoent or tomperament, Ifis only charace
teristic that doclered him to bc unmistakably an Irishman wuas his appearance--
bleck disorderly hair, long vondering nose, speculative bluc cyes and a s¢nsitive
humorous mouth,

iie vwas a mathematician, & brilliant onc, end after the University it took him
only a weck to6 got an important mathematical job at the British Muscum. Ilc settled
in lodgings, wont to work, and that was that, In a fow ycurs he hud sunk so come
pletely into his lifc and routine of brilliant, preocise bruln movements that he
could hardly have been stirred out of it with a bomb--one might have said. .ﬁg a
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"The trouble with you is," said Stowe, a merry-eyed chemist wha was about to
win the Hobel prize, "that you have no ordinary human failings. You have worked
out the whole of your life by mathematics, and your infernal mind is elweys on the
watch, refusing to let you make the slightest slip. Lioreover you refusc to believe
in anything which is mathema%tically not correct and logical--a very rzsh philosophy.

"Look at the differencc botweon us: I suear at my lab. boy, I am quite lilcly
to forgst my letchlkey, and I am necver surprised when I find thet I have been trying
to use sodium sulphate instead of potassiua., I um fond of cats and I go to plays,
I have & very happy life. I an superstitious--slightly--I have a profound beliof
in the ill-sffects of going on a journey on & Fridey, because I have often proved
then mysclf.

"But your life is sterile, You believe in nothing, you enjoy nothing, You
don'%t even smole., You might as well be an ascetice. And the curious thing is that
it is not the life that you werc meant for., I don!t know how you got into i%t, but
you have certainly taken a wrong turning somowherc.'! He stopped, and looked pugna-
ciously at Caddecll, who smiled and shoolk his head.

"You have forgotton my one failing," he unsworcd, "which is mothemtics itself,
I ocan't get avcy from ik, It foscinetos me. I beligve in 1% as implicitly as you
believe in your Friduy journoys, I lovo it us you never loved your cats and your
concerts, and it comes in betweon mc and overything clse, anything which cannot be
proved by it is no uso *o mc."

Stovo shook'his head, Hc wes not satisficd, but ho saw the futility of arau-
ing with & mind 1like thot. And so Caddell might have gonc on living and dicé, no
doubt, at on advanced ago, dried and pulverised with mathematics, But it was not
to be. 4 sudden, fateful happening shattored the treond of his lifc, and loft him
lost, in the ruins of his philosophy.

He saw a fairy.

It was on a fine Ootober evening., He had finished some particular work, and,
as his habit was, went out for a rapid wall: in Kensington Gardens, because the cold
vigorous ewvening air breced his brain and stimulated it to further activity that
night,

He was stending on a bridge, watching with observent eyes the hesitating fall
of leaves end the way in which rings on the water widened and intersected when they
touched it, He heard his aname spoken, Very softly and quietly, so softly, indeed,
that he instantly thought that it was & voics in his own mind. He looked dewn into
the pool agein, and there, below, looliny up. &t him, was the most mournful, the
most beeusiful face that he hand ever seen,

It was no earthly face. 4 peir of sorrowful.syes looked up into his, but
there was no movement. 4 chestaut leal recled across the image, disturbing it, and
when the water settlod again, it had gone. He looled behind him, hoping to see
somgone thoere, but of course there was no one. And so he wallzed home, racked with
uncertainty.,

Curiously enough he never, for un instont, thought that he was mad. Possibly
it wes becausc he was so accurate., e kiew his own stntoe of mind, He lnew he was
PAGE ¥



not tho sert of persen who went med, and so it novor occurred to him, when crossing
the Channel of & rough doy, to wonder if ho was drunl, simply becousc he could not
stand upright.

But in some ways it would have becn easicr for him if ho had thought that he
was mad. For now ho was facod with this disastrous conjunction of ideas--ho had
seon it and he knew that if did not exist. Therc wes no room for such a thing in
a mathematical universe, and +thorcfore he did not believe in it, but how was he to
reconcilo this with the fact that at least, if it did not exist in spacc, it had
crecated its imago and memory in his mind?

Ho wallked home through crowded London, where shop windows worc beginning to
glow a friendly yellow, and it scomed to him thut he had never lnown unhcppiness
beforg,., His mind paced round and round its little circle.

He tried to oradicate it with worlz, but it was no use. It haunted his mind
like a loosc end, a problem that had never been solved, and never would he solved,

lext day it seemed to him that he saw leprochauns in dark corners, end in tho
quist dusk there were strange horns sounding for him, He becamu mortully afraid.
But in the evening he went out for his walk as beforc, through crovids of invisible
beings who thronged his path silently.

The Round Pond was li%e a placid silver mirror, ilo voice stirred its pocce
and no reflection moarred its ripples. He walked on past it, with onc devil layed,
and the other up and crying aloud., Ho came to o windswept puddlo, roused by a
chance brecth, which quicted as he passed it.. 4ind thero was the foco. Tho cyes
sought his, with a thousand questions in them. JAnd although he neither heoard it
nor folt it with any of his scnses, he knew thet she spoke to him, A dog barked,
and ons of thosc long, slow, autumn silencecs fell around him, Sho was gonc.

He went on, and walked, unnoticing, farther than cwvoer beforc. He knew that he
loved o creaturc whose oxistonce ho denied. Ho could not forgot her, try as he
would, Ho found strange things coming into his mind, sayings and snatches of songs.
A1l nipht vhantom horscmen moved up and down the streot under his window and
shadowy hounds bayed, Iun the morning ho wokoe, haggurd and vwion-oycd.

He told Stowe, who listcned with o pgrave face and dencing cyos, cnd then said,
"It's & judgment on you, old man, You ! ve roverted to typc with a vengeance."

"ihat can I do?" he asked dosperately. "I shull begin to boliove that I don't
cxist mysclf, soon."

"Tale & grip on yourself," warned Stowe, but he could give very little procti-
cal advico.

Caddell went aboubt his work with the feeling, for the first time, that there
must be & dangerous flaw in it. Could the whole principlec of mothomatics be wrong?
Off wont his mind on its little track,

He went out sooncr than usucl thot evening, while tho sun was still in the sky.
He wallked far and fast, ond found himself on London Bridge, just os the sun bul-
anced, & red ball, on thu horizon, His mind wos o turmoil, in which no thought was
distinct.

The sun slid underncath, lecving o pale green sky, clear os o shell, The face
was therc, listening, os it scemed to him, for his answer, in o vast silcnce., A
foint milky star lit in the sky, and when he looked for the face agein it had van-
ished, silently and incomprehensibly os it always did. 4nd it scecmed to him that
it had never been.

B
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He climbed very deliberately onto the parapet and jumped.
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ETHEL M, GAMON

In dzys when the spirit world of the supernatural still hovered
close to the everyday world of people and things, stories of giants

and gigantic exploits were frequently recounted on the island of

Kouwai. EBven the Menebhune were giants in their numbers and in their
accomplishments, although their individuval stature was small, It is
well knovnn thet they performod prodigious feats such as heiau building
on the obtlhier islands, particularly on Hawaii, but apparcntly nowhere
in'the islends oxcopt at Waimea on Kaual did they cut and fit great
rocks, facing them squarc eénd true, to line a watercourse of consider-
able extent.

iy should ccnocs using mat sails heve first be.n used on Keauai? No
0n¢c can say, oxccept that Pskaa, a lad who lived on the cliff at Kapaa,
uscd to watch fishermen straining to paddle heavily laden canocs and
bethought himself te try whet the wind might do to hclp. Puttl ng up
two-sticks in his canoc to hold a triangle of woven mat solved his
quecstion,

l'ot & gigoantic faat? Indceecd it was just that. And how Kauail folk
2id love to tell that talc over and ovor, cspceccially of iis winning a
big wagor. ror, carcfully concoaling magts ond sail, Paliaa paddled
out to the fishing gounds, took a fcw fish, thon wagercd thesc against
thec wholc cateh, if I beat tho older fisheruion to the shorec, They
laugiied, thinking him but 2 child in strcength. But when they had turn-
sG toward the shorec, up went his 1littlc masts and seil and he skinmacd
lightly over the watcr, casily outdistancing thou,

Vmcthcer becaussc of her bountiful food supply or her isolation from
oviicr-island wars, Kaual cortainly rcarcd men of grecat bodily prowcss.
Bvcn the 1little island of Niihau had her giants, Cnc of them onc day
aurlcd his spear so furiously at Limeloa, a Kaual giant, that the im-
pact of tiic spcer against the Analiola pcak rent tis rocks asunder and
1cit the groat holc which may still be scen from miles below,

Uninjured, Limaloa, or Long Arim, strodec giant-wisc acrosg the island
-=~3cic btnirty milcs in a couplc of steps---wrcnched o lump of rock
off the cliff near Polihalc and hurled it across the scventoen to twen-
by milc chunncl at tho NWiihau giant, whe was crushcd by its weight and
conpletely buried under it on the shorc,

Prool of the tale socgms indisputablec., For the grcat boulder still
iics wigcre it fell, a picce of Kauai rock gquitc differcont from eny Nii-
nau roclt formation and spacious onough to shelter from storm or sun, as
it frecuently does, a wholce flock of Niihauw sheep. And to this day it
is called Giant's Rock, Pohalu o Kameilc,.

ks & prodigy of sizc and strcngth, Kauahoa, Giant of Hanclei, stands
preeminent, Legend roports his cxact hicight and the height of his
mighty club, But cven morce storics cluster sbout the memory of nis
boyhood rivals, Kawclo and the young princc, Ailkeneks,

Kewiio wes born ncar the Wailua river on cast Kauail. Tie samc dey,
Keughoz and Aikancliz were born and the thrcc lads wore brought up by
Kewelo's grindparcnts at Wailua, All day long Kawelo paddled up end
down the river, developing an appctitec for a whole imu or oven full of
food at onc timec. 4
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2lie tiree boys became.expert ian-fishing, padfling, spelii=t. povmer,
DU e ~Thie spears of twice forty men Kawelo could Avoid and :urry.
vwiion lie ceme home «t night he ate forty laulau, or bundles, ef
ot mtedoed in a ground oven. Jealous of Kawelo's canos, Keuahoo
LTuw & ltites Not to be outdone, Kawelo acguired a kite too und slyly
Cougled hisg cord with the other so thot Kawahoa's kite broke loose and
Cioat.d euay to thie Koloa hills, a defeat for Kauahoa wiio, though srov-
ing to a great size, was neo match for Kawelo in & war of wits,
Lven nawelo's puudllng became prodigious, for once when Tisi
on Qanu & single stroke of the paddle shot his canoe frowm Wailkilty o
Kou, as Fonolulu was tien known. Here he capturcd the wizard fL‘L,
UbhuialiadlXail, wnich in its deatlh struggles dragged Kawelo's cunce o
- Heual end Dack (200 miles) in a dey &nd a nigint of strange jJourmovring,
Learning from a vision that his parcnts on Kawal were being op-
pressed by ning Alkenalta, Kawelo embarked with his wife and brothers
cnd auickly crcssed the chaanel to Wallua,, where the enewy planned aun
si8y victory.. One of the king'ls leaders Kawelo met in single combvat,
but uercly sliced off an ear =2ad a finger, because e was a dlood
relative,
igiat aundrcd Tighting men did the king gend to thic wsach aguinst
kawelo, £11 werc routed by Kawelo and his fricnds, ‘hen they ofoug t
the lsacer in o8 prisoner, Kowglo felled him with a single blow of
Kuikea (Whizeing Point), his war club,  then showted his call of
priwmph:

ALt

You are smitten oy Kulkaa, the avenger,

Tne onc thet grinds up the rocik foundaviond
Eerc ig the cock that accomplisihcs;

One kick and you cusily collapsc!

Encampced behind tihe ridgo of Hownou, Aikenska and Iids fow romain-
ing wen watched Kawclo's small force loave the beaci: and approach.
Prring te tount tiom into a paroxysim of foar, thc king's men jeercd ob
hum, "0 Revelo, you ugly, low born little minnow ol Wanlva‘“ One ver-
sion calls him & counter of cociroaches, And Kaswelo actuclly started
to leap over tine precipice, smitten with shame that his wife should
Gear i revaled as a slave and base-born. But sie, valianbt wor.an,
acsorpenying her nen as usual into battle, caunghit him back from the
palignd he, o covcring, shouted, "The cock is kingl? Tae implicetion
beilng thaet the cock roosts higner than the he&ad of The Hing, Xawelo
thus as3s5erts his superioritye.

Lastly, Keushoa, Giant of Hanslel, hearing of the deieat ol aAi-
kenala's fignting nen, strode forth across She “hi SREE SSCot svanse | thcle
death &nd to wipe out forsver his bOy ooa hw.*liation when Rawvelo hal
snared nhiis kitve., FPicuture the giant, you can, Higher tian some of
our tallest treecs une stood, one hundred and twenty feet, witn tie
strength of eight strsans of wabter or eight companics of forty icn.

A8 s tread roscunded through the mountains above Kilauea, ne uproot-
¢d a first growth koa treo with birds perching indits branches, Leavy
tha“ he stripped off took root and formed a creeping, trunkless koa

¢ which was nover found elsewnere than at Kahilikolo and which was
l growing therce & fow yearsS ago.

The country people shouted as he passed ana thereby was Kawelo
warncde For ths Ffirst timc ne anw CEaom A Lo e [ome, 105 (He gawstis
siaat descending the mountainside and realized thet hig own war club
of ten Ffethoms in longth would rcachi only to the glant's miadle, In
tnis last cxtroaicy, hawclo called his wife bto brino Aer pPhakal, 8
snere of thong and stick, o badc her wabtech tiig time, hesrkon his
command in the pahia, or chzllicnge thet he would chant, and then s7irlt-
ly fl.ing tho snarc up into the branches of Kauahoals troc-club ovor
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s * Liead, ‘This she
Niy o owaNelo directed
Li. body in held fromt bottom to top.

Anmity still persisted with King Aikencke, who heard Tict tle anc
ves oF combat Kawelo had never mastered was thiat of fightiang with
stenes. Unsuspecting, Kawelo advanced with his war spear. & stone
from a lingshot gtruck nim, then stones were hurled by nany ..anGs ce

‘lftl[ thot he was buried from sight and thought to be dead. Buv
LOV@flJu, he wmoved from s1de to side, scattering the stones until
ue could svwing Kuikea, his war club,
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Hotuing availed. They overpowered him with a second £
:tonco. sgein and yet again and sgain he gathered strengv: S
tiue wmore end wore Jlomly. The fifth and last great plle S0
seeued to be indeed hls-grave. BExuliing in his deabi, Tae 26 ..C Do
uy his body oir a bier, and carrying it o Mavlily, oloe, bovadl 1t Te
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& tree, with ness awali L cilqip SEZeC Sreigai iy Faroty, —~HRTo s gl 5l 5o Toh sy, i Eis

him,plannirg on the :orrow to svrip the rlesh frem his bonss.
"AT the tird crowing of tiie cock' Kawelo gtirred 3c th.t GLo

guards started in fright, thinking him a ghost.  “Give me nyr clvb, he
comianded, but the strength of the two men was not ciocugi to Lift Lue

greet club up to him.  Then Eawelc begair to chont, cilliig bO nig
br other, whom nhis spirit-sosnse knew to be approacaing D0l GlC £G4

a4 small cloud o « o o

The suall dark canoe of Ramelamal « « e
Swiftly i'lics tno clot o o o

The Gawvn is a road for bhee, 0 Nameleng!
You from tie SCuohOTC, I from tine uplands,
We two will routc Ailkanska at noontide
ind rettle his ciin on the pebbles!

Hearling tuis skilful chantlnb end knowing Kewelotls »nroucvoss, .o
;u"“d“ flod away, Coming down Ffrom thie trec, Ac\ClO gelfod nZiacink
cad began the slaughter in the uplands., boti Ais brotingrs cdv.iiCoC
from thc 3ca, sle ylng a5 they passcd, '"Only tho festest runnocr.
escapcd by thicir tail fcoathors,” JHewelo's Foster sonr was found gulld:
of bu erying il and Kaviclo, thouph ho lovea him, R S e S S s (MR
war-elul wntil ho diecd.? Kawelols wer lery was then slhicnted, bDut wes

felloved by an ¢legy on happicr days.

Cold are thce companionlieszs nalls
i 5 o 1o 1R o BRI O iy o {0 a2 (Rl TS

This wes the lzst of Kawelo's batbtlos, -%c reaoku i Dulewad

wife at danelei cid tacy grow old af Vigidua, ° Plereéy lv  Glolomd “hp ol

noys wiherc his boly is burlo
Giant shadows often cros J t.o Kewal lendscepc evin vocoy. Inm tlc
Lol light of dusk or carly dawn a phantom Limaloa, Giant of heiana,

blow between uhe legs of his adverasuary, CGiviioin

[

sti11Y strides across the sand flabta ofi fohili, spear in hand, and clac

in footicr helmet and long foether clock.,. On the bank of the Weoine
River at thc first swinging bridge ton or twelve of the grcat squarcd
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stencs way be found along tiw old menchuns: aitch, Kawclols Spriang, Ke

Funawel 0 Kavwglo, croated by & thrust of Kuikaa, his mighty var spcar,
58111 flows into tlhic Wailua PIVC¢ abeve the falls,

The low ridge av Wailva-kel, bchind vhich Aikaneka's uicn wers cn-
crapol, 8Shovs, ctran 5@1“ pnouﬂh, LG sprofilecgd & man. byidgg on <o
ground, ond callcd today the Slceping Glant, althouzh: its ocnciosnt
nams, Nouncu, mcant to fight by hurling stoncs. And Soms vorsions ok
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unpubiichod ogond rclate that in onc of his cnecounturs with Rauanoa

Rewclo's war club, Whizzing Point, tors the gaping holc in Anaiiol.
- pau -
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Just as one turns from YWainihe towerd Izena legend nerks a low bleeck
rock Jjutting out into the dbay es en indismtable reminder cf the days
when mizhty men walked the shores of Keual., Lilke a long, thiclz tongue
it thrusts itself into the suwrf, and sueh indced it is seid to be, al-
though which Kauai gisnt was here slein and throvn to the sherks echo
no longer recalls. The body wes readily devourcd by the monsters of
the deep, until they ecme t0 the tongue which proved so hard and

t ough that it was rejected even by a shark and thrown heek on the
chore. Credihle indeed this seems, for the’cruel 2nd insulting teunts
vhich these Folynesien giants constently sheuted st each other might
well have turned their tongues into blec) lave rock!

o

Editorial Chapter Tvo
The Defiler

First, credits: eover by Nils Frome, Canadefan; "The Stone",
the storv which leads off the mrgrzine, is a reprint from the first
igsue of Beyond, and was written hy Dr J K Aiken. "October Sunset",
jllustrated by Tora Ruth Crozettt, was from the same magazine and was
the work of HMigs J D Aiken., Illustration on pege 14 is dby Llvae Rog-
ers, The hack cover looks like Willie Viatson's work, but was one of
thoge run off by JMel Brown and he left no word coneerning it. The
hook reviews were also left in mamaseript form by Mel, and I am
seouming they were taken from the Tondon Times' Literary Supplement,
e the initinls ITTLS were found after most of them, although lMel night
very well have written gsome of them himgelf§ The retings, I belicve,
are his, Thig sort of guegswork in credits is indicetive of the wey
this entire megazine is being edited end published.

Unfortunately, Mel had only the first four peges of "The Stone"
completed, with about half o pege not yet copied from Reyond. Viorse
yet, the couple of coplies of Beyond that were once in possession of
the locerllites have disappeared. So, I wes forced to write in the end-
ing from what Ilel hod mentioned about it, My portion is that found
on page five., I agree with Dr Liken in saying it's = nesty trieck and
a rotten ending.

So that was what I was up egeinst. £ half-completed magazine,
material scattered from here to Hell, and a decided imnorance of whn
was gupposed to reséive credit for 1t. I can thank, thoush, and o,
F T Yaney, F J Ackerman and Gerry Hewitt, who helped to the limitg of

their feehrle capacity.

How, to eap it off, the IASFS mimeo hes sprung a spring end
won't work, with six poges yret to run off, You may not be resding
this until the middle of 1946 after all.,

Grievously,
Andy Afnderson

(for)
Mel Bpown
Mike Fern
himgelf



[HE OUTLAW OF PORN
&
A gt. fc/ga 4 m'ccwgcéezman

This, gentle'reader, is a stmi-sorious discussion of pornography, a rather
disgusting subject, and one on which I anm not the least bit anxious’ borppssrvs
nysclf as an authority, I don't knéw how I got talked into this anyway, I norwvdy
mentioned an odd discovery I'd made, and befors I knew it, Editor Denjels had ex-
trocted o promise from me to write it upe I never got to follow it up; end if I
had, I undoubtedly would have had to clean it up. So, with deadline staring me in
the facc, not to mention Bditor Daniels (and I could tell you which is worse, but
why become obscene?) I am forced to put a lot of preamble and padding in this ame
bling pudding to enlarge it to anything ¥emembling a page-lcngth articles

411 it amounts to is that I lcarned about an avocation you!ll never hear do-
scribed’ on Hobby Lobby: the academic collection of pornographye The soarch aftor
obscufc, rarc, forcign titlos on fornication and filth, Tho accumulation of scxy
fotos, pruricnt pamphlets, bacch--cr--dirty books, 411 on an intollectual lovole

It came about when, as editor of my GI papor, I intcrviowed a now officcrs
Talk devoloped from the pinup pix adorning (mostly unadorning) my officce And
after awhile the captain was telling mo somo stuff that would ncver make copy for
ny interviow but might interest you if you leteh yoursclf gos

It scems he has been collocting pornography twenty five yecars -- 2s a hobbyl
That somo states have a licénse for this sort of thing, so that you can bo & ro=
cognized collector (that is, if you arcn®t bashful and want to remnin incognito )
not subjecct to arrost or fincs. This was a rocvelation to mee Not that I intend to
bust out and get me a license for licentiousness, but I thought it amazing such a
low art should be devloped to such a status,

The officer explained to me how his curiousity had been aroused by thefmat—
erial confiscated when he was on the police force, He met another collector, and
got Interested in building up his own selection,

"My own position of pornography is that it is a rathcr fascinauscating sub-
joct. The captain was interested in determing just how low the human ' miad seould
sink., I became somewhat académically interested in his findings. I had thought,
when I got to know him better, I might assemble some facts from his hitiiczrephe
ical sexperience as to the degrees of debauchery of different periods. nziions
ecte, 'Yas French litérature actually so hot? He declared it was ne GLZfzigns. no
worse, than American, The Gérmens are more coarsé and brutal in thoilr treatment;
the flagellation translation, "Nell in Bridewoll", for example.

He told me he could take me to houses with rooms whose existence was unknowfi
to any but the initiate; and thore, all around the walls, in cecllophane packots,
were exhibited sexotie curiosa. I was rcminded of Dr, Kellor's "Binding “Deluxe®™
when a privately printed "rodiad" was mentioncd entitlod "Presented in Leather',
the binding being just that,
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He would have had guite a unique item to add to his colle¢tion had & certain
Shangri-Lascivious pub (1) ication evor'matorializede At a bull session i %ho
clubroom one nite somm momths ego-=well, I shall not name those fans present. buf
therc was a goodly number’of well=-known names (including yours scientrmly
however, I risc to dofend, was only an innocont by-sitter) and intomporate plans
wecre formulated fér thé production of an anonymous pemphlet of erotica stfanaiica
with Bomb Maidens, yct, hot as incendiariess The finished product to be sent first
class, with no return address, to a soloct circle of fans, But tho bost laid fénw
nes of mico and fen---

If this should leave a bad taste in your mouth, pormit mo to corn a ncw word
by referring your attecntion to tho rapidly doveloping now art of fornchy fantasy
whose chicf oxponct is Roostcr-Booster Walt Liobscher: Punography!

PS: Remcmbor tho Roscbud that was caught with its plants downd
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THE MARCHING  SONG
OF  THE MEW INTELLECTUALS
/jy 72[2‘] [z’e/;ezf.

—

In our wake is a trail of looted libraries,
Ravished intelligentsia, universities,
Skimmcd prefaces, smoll theorics;

We are the new barbarianse

Unborn ideas must pass our ambuscede,

We get the gist of them and, undismayed,

Leap on our nervous horses once again

To find a technique for presenting them;
We are the modern highwaymsn.

Dead cultures cannot hold their secrets long;
They trmble to the hoofbeat of our throng:
Florence, Milan. and Genoa,
Cologne, cryptic Etreria,
Cities of dry Assyrias

All know our questing hands,

Shakespeare, Isaish, Catullus, Li Po,
We gauge their notions and then let them go}
Paychoanalysis improves our grasp,
We can see into any buried pas¥%,
For us the mind is'made of isinglass;
Ve are the Huns,

We need no baggage trains to hold our loot,
We only take the choicest, ripest fruit:
A latin epigram, an early hymn,
A verse of Sappho's, delicate and slim,
A sex god, genus africus,
A phrase from old Petronious,
Some science made euphonioust
We are the galloping connoisseurs,
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Our saddle~kags contain all space and time,
Condensed to aid the rapid, modern mindj;
If woe need illustrations quick end biting,
Lack we cxpressions when we turn to writing,
The brain sack hanging at our side
Holds phrasos that arc surc and tricd,
V'o patch up poetry as wo rides

Wetve got the goods,

Somctimes we leave the trail and settle down,
Content to organize our great renown,

To drink the praises

Of the various phasocs

Of our past carcers,

But then the racc goes on &nd leaves us flat;
There's new loot to be hnd; we can't stand’ that;
So off we gonllop through new printed pages,
Through treatises on other ages, 3
Past celebrities and discursive tées,
Yhere we hear of new creativities,
014 fads to nurture, new publics to plcase
With our hag-ridden personal historiocs.
Our only joy =-=for we'ro driven to it-=
Is that the whole world wants to do it}

We are the elect,



HE HISTOMAP OF FANTASY
“A-Crncismeby BT Laney

In Susteining Progrim ror sp.i.gs a6, Jack Speer gives a sketch
for a histomap of fentasy which seems to point the way for a wery de-
gireble project. As a convenient referén@e tool, as an orientator for
the newer fan, as a showplece for the delectation of guests, or even as
no more than an unusual wall decoration for the den, a large and care-
fully worked out histomap would seem to rank high among fandom's desi-
derata.
The prepdaration ana publication of such a chart would not be

espe01ally difficult. It could quite eesily be mude in sections on

85x14 paper, allowing 3" overlap on each sheet for pasting. If it
were made in eight sectlons, this would give an end product measuring
14 inches wide and 64 inches high--a full-sized histomap. By careful
uge of the various colors of hekto ink, full contrasts could be obtain-
ed--in fact, by diluting the inks into s sort of wash and epplying them
to the masters with a small brush a very neat variety of ground coloers
could be arrived at. And in Jack Speer, we have a thoroughly competent
hekt ographer who could be depended upon to turn out a neat job. No,
the mechanical problems would be easlily coped with.

The content of a
truly definitive histomap of fantasy is something else again. Speer's
sketch in its present form does little more than to point the way, nor
is it intended to be the final word. As it stands it is severely ham-
pered by the compiler's apparent preoccupation with the pulp manifest-
etions of fantesy, end by a bagic failure in logic. In the first place,
while the pulp output comprises a fairly substantial gquantitative part
of fantasy as a whole, from the viewpoint both of influence on the gen-
re and of quality, the magazines drop into a position of relative in-
gignificance. Probably not more than 10% of the truly great fantasy
appeared in pulp form, other than as reprints of previously published
books; and of this 10%, at lzast 9% appeared in Weird Teles. Astounding,
Unknown, and perhaps Wonder. It 1s prcbabie that on a Tully ceveioped
histomap of fantasy, material from the pulps would occupy but & small
corner. Where Speer's effort fails on grounds of logic is in the ming-
ling of two radically different types of criteria for clagsification.
He gtarts out with four general types of tale: supernatural horror,

gcarey story with phenomena explained, sociologicaelly motivated tales

of imaginary lands, and lighter legends. These classifications are, so
far as they go, satisfactory despite a slight ineptness in terminology
on the second one. But lower in the chart, where Speer starts to list
megazine titles, the classification bogs down completely, because each
magazine named contains major stories which would claqsify in each of
his general classifications. Black Cat, for example, while containing
large numbers of purely nmundane shorts, by 1o means confined its fenbasy
to supernstural horror. I can recall explained-away supernaturais, non-
sociological scientifiction of a Munsey cast, light fantasy, and satire.
Or Weird Tales. Up until the early thirties, a sizeable proportion of
WL'sg s content wes made up of out and out scientifiction--which certeinly
is & long way from supernatursl horror. The modern Astounding would
certainly furnish large numbers of tales to the sociologically motivated
category, to say nothing of the lighter element. Speer errs when he
attempts to combine a publishing history with a writing history. He
would do well to combine his histomap of fantasy with the one showing




ne dominance of different types of scientifiction, since the latter
is certainly of greater significance in an attempt at classification.

The classifications which should be considered in an adequate histomap
are not the sort of thing one would jot down in five minutegs. Howevery
a few that occur to me might be named. There are Speer's four, of
course, though a slight zhange in fterminology might not be amiss: unex-
plained supernatural horror, explained supernatural horror (this last
shown as a minor offshoot ¢f the former), socelologifally motivabted
tales (these certainly are not limited to imeginary lands), and pure
fantasy. Thigs leaves a distinet gap, since we have no antecedent for
ncn—sociolog*cal scientifiction. I suggest that we call it something
like ezxtrepolgtions on 901ence, split into two classifications: phgsic-
al and biological. Satire probably deserves o classgification of its
own, ag does narsrous Tantasy. Tne Utopia tale, while in large part
sceloioziceLly mosivased, probably deserres at the least a major sub-
diwigrcn,_ _ Lazh of thesze major types shgulduye stbdivided. - @
In the se-
lection of nemesg, great pains should be taken to show every esuthor who
was either a major infiuence on his successors, or who was generally
p"nminent amoxng the reading public at the time his works appeared. 1In
additicia, such avchors who are of genuine worth, but who for some rea-
sor. falled to gain either wide acclaim or a position of influence should
be shown on the chart. Among these last, a few examples include John
Metecalfe, T. H., White, Arthur Machen, Herbert Best, Thameg Williamson,

and S. Fowler Vright.

The definitive histomap should show 211 major
trends, and should particularly, in so far as would be practicable,
delineate the various lines of influence. It is in this latter sphere
that it would probably be of the greatest value. since it would show
at a glance what stories were related and why. In meny cases, of cour-
se, the lines of influence would be 50 ccmplex as to defy adequate ex-
pression, hut even s0 a Tair shart couli be mede. X
It is »probable that
the intricacies of the variovs cross currents and influerczes winid re-
quire a considerable use of arrows, and, e&s the work progressed, it i
probable that other changes from the commercial histomaps mighv =zneed to
be made, Nevertheless, thmre are no insuperadvle difficulties counir
ing the compiler of such a work.

A number of our more csrudite fsntai-
sigtes are eminently capable of drawing up a sstisfactory chart: A.
Langley Searles, J. lMichasl Rosenblum, J. C. Bailey, or gSamuel D. Rus-
sell. Those of us like Speer, who started the project in the first
place, or myselif. who is interested if not well-informed enocugh to do
the actual compiliation, wouid certainly be of some help in an advisory.
cana01ty 1 L o - @

!oc’t somneane start the project off?
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FILIER, BUT :)J::’J LR o

I cannot resicst a note ahout *ne neck ard neck
aghecsts of Gae recent vice-dresidential race betwixt Warner aand Tueker.
3inece mout of Lthe ball ous came to me in my personal corregrondence, 1
nasvrally kxept a rummiag tally of the vote. Neither got mcre then 2
vetes ahead of the cther at any time, and the day the nallct closed the
sount wag tied at 34 all. It was a horrid temptation to throw out the
two iast minute Tucker votes! Congider. V-P Ashley's lerm of office
was gone. The candidates were tied. The V-P decides all ccuplicated
policy questions! Youldn't thet have been fun? ---IlL
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777F HOUSE OF JEFFREYS by Kussell Thorndyke

ILoncon: Rich and Cowan, 1943. 8/6
Reviewer's rating: a potential classic

Horrors appear to ration themselves. One generation ha@ Franken-
stein, another Sweeney Todd, another Dracula, and another The Honiey's
Paw. Now our turn has crrived with The House of £§§§£§z§ -—- o blood-
eurdler that succeeds in being as gruesome es any of them without in-
voking superstition. Mr, Thorndyke, who has always done his best to
malze timid people fear to turn the page, is to be congratulatcd Even
the ordinarily courageous mey be deunted this time. What he artfully
refrains from saying outright talkes --- thoggh his meaning can easily
be guessed ~--- some minutes to meake itself !mown simply becouse imegi-
nation halks at a nightmare so grim, mecabre, grisly and richly enjor-
ahle to all epicures who sup on horrors,

The o0ld bakehouse which belongs to Judge Jeffreys' descerndants hes
tecome the offices of a publishing firm. Georgine Jeffreys comes hone
from the eannibel islends to take charge., With her is a gigentic net-
ive who ig a source of innocent merriment ... &t first. There is no-
thing in this picture of & Tondon Household in 1880 for the stomech to
get upset about until the native's parrot ects a rat, "There were
8queals, drowned b the bird's seream of hungry triumph and then the
creature satigfied his hunger on the flagstoned floor", Anything mey
happen In 2 house where rat-cetching is condueted in a spirit like thot.
Anything does happen. Ilr Thorndyke's masterly plot is indescribsble,

THF RIDDIE OF THE TNOWER by J.D.Beresford and Esme Wynne-Tyson
London! Hibkrhineon, 1944, 8/6,
Reviewer's rating: Fair

Hrom the moment early in this novel when en exploding bomb reduces
Mr, Begblie to a discarnate mind, brooding in the void, we are in the
realm not nf human charecter and relationship but of ghostly otserva-
tion and abstract argument. Previous to this our brief acquaintence-
ship with him had divulged thet he was a rether worricd, middle-aged,
man, anxious to make the world a« hetter plece to live in, with leanings
toward authoritarianism which a disturting book entitled "Auvtomatisn",
by one Paul Detmold, had begun to correct. In the new dimension in
which he finds himself after the explosion he 1s eble to live through
the past, first as an actual inhebitant of en island which suggests the
lost Atlantis and later as a discarnate intelligence seeing history un-
fold, and then participating, in & future in which mankind descends
through Buscessful reginentation end mechanigation to the finel stotus
of insects.

Ls a susteined piece of inventive imegination this is in meny ways
a remarkable fantasy., Through it all, too, the ghostly Mr. Reghie re-
tains 211 the powers of intelligent comment end moral acvegtioiing which
he had begun to reveal in hig8 office and hils elut At hhe ¢l ho re-
sumes his human body and has a sugsestive digeussicn 2bout hig exoeri-
ences with the nmvstically informed Paul Detmclid, 1t Lls. however, o
novel of ideas, pushed to the extreme in which humer. zrarazsere seage
to exist. Fiction is presumebly a form in which 221 cnings are legit-
imate if they succeed. But despite its ingenuity end iz vorioueness,
as a criticism of the inbhumen direction in which mankind is nov tencing,
the lack of human substance is o handicap.
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7L GOTDEN FIEFCE by Rohert Graves
London: Cassell, 1944, 12/6,

For his latest historical novel, lMr. Graves, in taking the voyr-
age of the Argonauts, hos opened up as riech a2 quarry for the novelist
as ecould be found. Not only has the story ebundent sources in encient
literature, whose overlappings and omissions offer an engaging cRnl-
lenge to modern ingenuity, dbut it invites excursions of almost endless
Tfacgeination into the racial and religious prehistory of the Greeks.,

In charting again the voyage of Jason and the quest of the Golden
Fleece, we pass into a world only just emerging from matrisrchal into
patriarchal systems, in which the Triple Goddess has not.entirely sub-
mitted to union with the upstart Zeus, into a world of wide horizong
and impressive material culture to be plunged after the coming of the
Achaeans and Dorians into a Dark Age.

Mr. Graves hag pieced together a full penorama of the M cenaeen
Age, For him, writing from the standpoint of = believer in the mat-
ure classical age, the voyage of the Argo is not myth but history;
jts course is thoroughly logged; its creetures are flesh and blood.
The story combines the raciness of Homer with the neivety and ingenu-
ity of Herddotus. There ig much sbout ghosts snd blood-guilt, gods
and sacrifices; there 1s, on the other hand, much plausible and often
amusing rationalization: the Centaurs are a fraternity whose totenm vas
the horse; the nymphs are the personnel of various centres of metri-
archal cults; the lahorg of Heracles are cunningly eccounted for and
rearranged; Circe's pisgs, the Harples, the "rejuvensation” of Pelias,
Atalanta's race: the fire-breathins bulls and the armed men who
sprang from the dragon's teecth are pert of o dream of Aedtes.

The personalities of the Argo --- Jason, Atalenta, Heracles,
Meleager, Castor and Pollux and the rest --~- carry on the action with
great zest between the crucial points of the story, which is hy no
means wholl; degendent for itg drametic interest on the scenes et
Iolehos and Colchis. Incidents are invented to give pleay to the char-
acteristic excellence of this team of champions. As for the Flecce
itself: it appears that Phrixus to avoid being sacrificed to the Rain
God stole the ... Fleece ... the sacred and necessary instrunent of
the rain-making ritual and esceped with it to Colehis, ... The loss
of the Fleece neturally geve the Minyans a sense of tad luck, and =
generation later the Argonauts, who were all Minyans, ssiled off to
bring it back,.

Mr. Graves hag given to scholars much to think about end to query
and to the general reader an epic story rich in background and incid-
ent and told with great gsusto., It is not easy to compere the achieve-
ment of this work with that of "Belisarius", "Sergeant Tamh"” asnd the
Clandius bosks, but hoth as a work of cereetive scholarship end as =a
piece of entertainment it deserves to rank highest.

--- LONDON TIMES LITFRARY SUPPLEMENT



FE JIOUTIDN'T KILY PATIENCE by Carter Dickson (pseud)
Tondon: Heinemann, 1944, 7/6.
Revlewer's rating: favoradle

Two sides of TLondon are shown in "He Wouldn't ¥ill Petience'". One
is the pieture, faithfully drawn, of dim masses in the darlmess again-
st the pink glow of hurning dockland, Another is e happily conceived
fantasy of rivalry hetween two Homes of Magic ,.. Raids, reptiles, and
rival illusionists are all necessary to thils story.

TFE CASE OF THE GIIDFED FLY by Fdwerd Crispin
Tondon: Gollancz, 1944, 7/6.
Reviewer's rating: enthusiagtiec

Anyone who wishes to know what "blood curdling"” means has but to
read "The Case of the Gilded Fly" lete at night in a lonely house.
There is in 1% a ghost story which creates the afraid-to-look-over-
your-gshoulder feeling exaquisitely.

THE DEVIL. IN CRYSTAT by Louis Marlow
Tondon: Faher & Faher, 1944, 6/-
Reviewer's rating: panned vigorously

This short novel i1s, unfortunately, in a key thet always lends it-
self to a gpurious effect of depth. It is shout & writer who, in 1943,
suddenly finds himself beck in 1922, repeating everything he daid then,
but also watching himself in the act of repetitinn of memory.

CALLING LORD RBRLACKSEIRT by Bruce Graeme
London: Hutchinson, 1944, 7/6
Reviewer's rating: noncommittal

Keeping ahreast of these stirring times is not enough for Mr Urce-
me. In his latest thriller he moves ahead of them. His heroes are ex-
pllots from a fighter squadron, demobilized after the war end engaged
in perilously unmasking drug-treffickers,

PFACE IN NORBODY'S TIME by Georee Boroden
LonAon: Hutechinson, 1944, 8/6
Review: enthusiastie

This 1s the story of James Brotherby, who from a quite ordinery
man hecame dictator d¢f Bolonia and who, after the surgeons had found a
cure for the zerm of megalomania, became a quite ordinary men again.
He had beeny as a matter of fact, a treveller in monumental masonryr
and funeral furnishings until the great Skrump, Rolonisa's most nrodi-
zious film magnate, choge to lonk for a lesder for the Common ian's
party. And so, to serve Skrump's designs in the metter of Prinececss
Precious ilotion Plctures, Ine., James somehow brought about en ers of
peace and plenty in Bolonia simply by being most dictatorielly himgelf



TT3IT BROADCAST STORIES edited by Hilton Brown
Tinmdiont Faber and Faber, 1944, 9/6
..eviewer's rating: favorable

A collection of fifty-one short stories, all of them written for
broadcasting. Many of them are pleasent reading. Ther are of all
sorts and lkinds --- the humorous story, the drematic story, the senti-
mental story, the macabre, the fantaestic. There are Welsgh, Scots and
Irish stories, also regional varieties of English as well a5 English
generally. Ag Ffor the technique of stories written for broasdcasting,
the anecdotal is evidently the safest help, while the intimetel; col-
loquial style of the late "A. J. Alan" plainly goes a long wey,

Among stories that especially eatch the eve --- the chences ore
that they crught the llstener's eer in something of the same way ---
is one by Lord Dungeny that is delightfully light, eesy in menner and
funny; one by Mr. Frank O'Comnor that is similarly light and racy; Mr.
S. Ls Bensusan's tales of Essex rustics; and the unexaggeratedly plain
and affecting "The Silver Cornet", by "Bartimeus". But there ere
others which in a different way are only e little less interesting,
and in any cese mention should perhaps be made of the mames of iMr.
Martin Arnstrong,lr, H, E, Bates, 1r. Gersld Bullett, !Mr. Arthur Celd-
er~iarshall, Mr. A. E. Coppard, Mr. B, L. Jacot, lir. Gwyn Jonegs, Mr.
Sean O'Fanlédin and Mr. %. A. G, Strong.

LIFE AUD DEATH OF THE WICKED LADY SKEITON by liegdelen King-Hall
Tondon: Peter Davies, 1944. 8/6
Keviewer's rating: enthusiestic

The first half of this hook is a good ghost story with all the ap-
propriate manifestations, told with a fine reticence of desgcription
which is well calculated to make each individuel hair rise on the read-
er's heed. There is one particular scene where a little boy is swere
of somethine following him in the garden which strikes a specially re-
finecd note of horror. All this is in the hest tredition of suthentic-
ated stories of hauntings end is so well done thet it builds up to the
climax of the second part of the hook, where the story of the ghnsgt
when she was a ¥iving wonan is told.

Barbara Skelton came to Maryot Cells es the very young wife of a
rieh, stolid, =nd middle-aged hushand. She was 2 very beautiful and
very spoiled girl, thoroughly hored by the humdrum routine of o quiet
country life, but at first maintaining the decorum thet was expected
of her. Then, one night, as a revenge on =2 tiresome sister-in-leow,
she disguises herself as a highwayman, and robhed the lady on her jour-
ney along a lonely road., She found the excitement of the affair etin-
ulating and took to it as a regular occupation in the nights of spring
and autumn, findine herself led on into several reculisriy é(readiul
crimes which quite exceeded the standards of the professional rotner

with whom she worked as a partner. In the end, after = cuvaevy of cal-
culated callousness, she fell genulnely in love ---- bui 1n was perhaps
as well for her that this love effalr ended in her decs=in, for i¢ could

scarcely have heen carried on without more crimes wih’<b weula hale
turned her, if possible, into a stillmmore malevolent ghost. 1iiss
¥ing-Hall states that the story is based nn e real lady of the 1l7th c=
century who actually "took to the road" and leter haunted her own kome,
but she has added enough from her own imagination to create a vivid,
horrifying, and entirely originel tale.



