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This is it, readors! This is

tho finest isecuc of BREVIZIIE
ADVENTURE yot produced, bar
none} You may think thatls o

littlo to strong in wordage for
an cditor to usc about his mgge.

azino, but it actually isnit,

Not when you have such names as

Bob Vlarner, Al Rothlands, Hank
Moskowitz, Oharles Dynzof, Elw

ner Kirk, gracing your contontsi

pogo, it isn't.

Bagh onc of tho above can tu-
rn out a tale worthy of compar-l
ison with tho bect. Did we stop

~thore in giving you readors an
idoal nagazine? No, not by o
long ehot! Becauso notice the
drossing up that has gono into
this issuo.

|

Tako note of the front cofor,l
for just onc example, Bill Roi=

ns turns out an illustration
that covers tho title and the
very perepectivo of this mage-

I

zino! fFor thatl?s.vwhat we intond
%o glvo you ADVENTURE in scien-
ce, in fantasy, and in off-tra-!

il literaturel ind with that
. titleo agodn in mind, sWg tell
cach of these tales.briofly 4

Yoo, minature in gizeo, but cach
pieco of fiction perfect in st—l

. yle, creativeness, and, of.cos
urso, ability..

THIS I5 THE mqnﬁhiqf_dnndun-

l

coments, it scense Tho big'nOWGl
Icoming up i-? THEE BREVITX AM\TUL;L]

Fantasy Pocketbaoks intonds to-

oublish the ANMWLL lato in Lpr-

. 1lq It will be in the popular
pockotbook=digest size, cone-

for fiftoen contsl THE BREVITY
_AINULL vhile containing the

!
|
tain soventy-five pages and'sol%

bost in noew matorial from our
popular staff writers, will al-
30 roprint the material the ver

(Continued on Page 6)
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WITGHORAFT 1§ & VIOLENT - 7+ T
FORCE FOR EVIL; YET THIS STORY ..
PROVES IT CAN BE USED FOR GOQD.. .. ¢

A STARTLING SHORT STORY BY " *

X,  ROBERT.
WARNERT

-

‘,;“k";d:: '*.;.\.J:“!:“‘ s e : : .
The horror story is a thing of the pastl
No longer does fantasy have .to-scare the
pants .off you i « o just read it and ma-
ke your own interpretations. If you don't
find it horrible,:.if it-isn't affeoting.
you with nsusea, weil . . ..maybe your
not ready for.the }odern Day. horror story
yetl..']'; hOP.ﬂ'I am , ¢ o . e g":thJHo
.5 "Itls almost ready;” said the old,
. wrinkled hag-woman over her bone shoul-
der. "We'll just let it thin qut a little
more and itfll be ready, bdy." Her voice
- . was as dry'veeds rustling in'a genrtle
5: "y, 7. breeze, and: just barely sudiabfe. 'with a
.t ¢, large spoon shé stirred the bubbling mess
mg in thensmut-black kettle before her, in-
. scribiip:a large'circle in its ‘black sur6

., face. i _ e
. L i e A

- The ‘young'boy sbanding behind her in
© "the semi~darkftess Jf ‘the coming night
1. fidgeted nervously. Why did it have to
i7 teke'so long?? @ 7 '

”éranny-~';.*

E Illuetrator: William Reins,



"Hush, boy," came the dry-weed voice,
slicing off his words before they were
spoken, "and go fetch me more woode -The-
fire's dyin' down. G0 on. Hurryl"

He turned, ran off into the somber
dusk to get the wood.

The flame tongues leaped up eagerly
after the fresh morsels of dry wooed, ch-
uckled and danced their twittery dance
around the kettle, blowing their smoke
into the mauve sky. '

"Just a 1little while now, Just a lit-
tle longer." The old hag-woman dipped
one of her talons into the bubbling con-
tents of the kettle, jerked it out and
stuck it into her toothless mouth. she
smacked her withered lips and smiled a
crooked smile,

"A little thinner," she murmered. "Just
a little thiuner and it'll be just rightf

The flame~tongues danced on around
the kettle, throwing sparks into the ni-
ght like confetti. '

The moon came up, & gigantic orb of
silver, to look down on the old woman
and the young boy and the kettle with
its dancing flemes and smelly contents.

The old woman tasted the keytle's ho-
ldings again. %

" 1Tt's ready, boyl" Her rasping voice
seemed somehow sad that what she had
said was 8o,

Her voice jolted the boy into action;
and he ran around to stand opposite her,
on the other side of the kettle, where
she had told him he must not stand while
the kettle mess had been in preparation.
"It'd ruin the spell, boy," she told him

. sharply. - %

"Granny, is it really +time??"

"It's time boy. But don't get in no
fuss. You got to take your time,"

S@e laddled out a portion of the ket~
tleis cooling contents, gave it to the
voye He took it in his slightly shaking

handss Holding it under his nose, he sni-

ffed the dark fluid,

K

—

"phew! - - granny, it stinks awifull!

o Blptoh outd You'Al pill it vaving it

around like thatl Now never mind how it
pmells, Drink it - - slow, Hold your
breath, that'll help,”

The boy inhaled deeply and swallowed
the dark fluid, careful to do as told.,

"1t testes awful, too, Grannyl]" He dr-
ew one of his tattored shirt-slesves
across his livps, then spat on the ground.
He folt as thoush he ware going to be
violently sick.

"Never mind what it tastes like, or
how it smells. Just wait and see what
itls goin! to dol"

The moon climbed higher into the night
sy, a giant pearl in a dark lagoon of
infinity. And far beyond, neetled in the

deptha of darkness, twinkled the star~
@yes.,

The boy stood looking up into the sky,
foeeling the urge to vomit, feeling the

cold, sickening hand tighten around his
innards.

* 7 ¥Gramng, when's It soing to happen?®

The old hag-waman stood over the ket-
tle and, with the stirring spoon, trans-

ferred the contonts from the kettle into
& crocker jar.

"goon enough. That stuffls got to spre
ead out all in you first,n_

"granny, I'm sick,"

She turned from her task and laughed a
low cackle laugh.

"It!'1l pass, son,"
"It wonlt kill mer"

The cackle-laugh again.

"Irain't ever hurt a youngen yet, and

theyive beon taking it - - just like you
= = for Lor! knowns how long}"

Somevwhat reassured, but Btill sick to

his stomach, the boy lapsed into temporary
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.8ilonce. -
" 3ranny?"
" Mummmmmm?

"] - - I feel fumry now; not sick,
just - ~ fumny,”

.ﬂ’Twon’t be long." -

The mcoh hovered and watched' with an
indilforont eye. e

"Whatfs it like, Granny?" 8

The old vwoman shrugged her shoulders.
"Deponds on the person, son. Some it
effects different from others. [ut they
all liko it, you can bet. I g vu it to
your pa and your pals pa, and a lot
nore that ainit no kin of mine , , ,"

Her volco trailed off into tho night.
He knew she was thinking about the past
«eo The past she had told him to¢ many
times, He know all the stories, the
antecdotos, some true, somc porhaps
not true. Somo had made him cry, and
some had made him want to run away to
himeclf and c¢ry, and somo ‘had made him
vent to run awvay to himsolf and cry.
But to none of them did he fool indif~
feront. Whon the old woman rotold tho

storics they lived again, and he boca-

me & part of thom.

"It oughtniit bo long, boys 4lmost any
minmuto now,!". ‘ I

Tho moon wetchod thom with its T-don-

1t~caro eye.

‘ "Grannyl" et
The boy'fell to the
undor a crushing woight.

Tho old woman bogin to chant into the
night, hor voice high-pitched, evon.
Sac danced to where the boy had fallon
and wes now writhoring on tho grass,

danced around him and chanted her woird -

chant ovor and over. Tho moon watchod
out of the corner of its 8inglo oyc.
Iiis was not “tho first timo it W:tness—
ed vhat was taling place.

Aad thea it was all over.

ground,fae though

T A I A

i

Tho boy g} to hie foot, *rambling &s
& loaf in a high wind; and stood “restir-
ing hoavily, H§*stood as straight and
tall as possiblé and let & groat tramor
pass through his body. Thc sickness,
the funny fooling, tho sheking was gone,
then, drained from hie body to make room
for tho new warm feeling which poured
into him with the passing of the last
tromor.

e N

"Gramny! Look at tem]"

Ho looked first over his left shoul-
‘ JOTTmAE Fight;, for thoro,
just bolow hip shouldor blados, wero

two gauzq%thin;goésémer wings, each
colored profusely with fairy-paint cole
ors and pulsating gently with overy beat

of his heart. ' .

Tho old women ceme to him and ran her
fingortips over the new-born wings of

~ hor greategrandchild and smiled into

i

R it
« o "granny,

3

‘his fecoe. .

" "Youlve got. tho bost of théﬁ all, son.
Tho boest," '

"Oan, can I - - fly? Roally;?'? 7"

"You ean, but you won't know that une-
til youlve tried.* :

"hat do you moan, Granny?"

The old woman smiled a wan amilé.

frlying and knowing you can fly is two
tliffqront ‘things, son,! :

Ho nodded, although he still did not
_undorstanQ hor wordc,

S L i Saal Sl B T R
SR A b : R

'I’ﬁfséared to try," he blurte

¥,

. gd ouda

,;"What!rwa_listen, son, you ain!t a-
scarod to ocat or walk or sloop or go
fishin® are yay"

”No . 11

"Then you ain’t

- "Thor n't got no right to be a-
fraid;of flyinz. 1t111 just come natural
ones you've triod. Now go on, Flytn

Ho took a fow uncortain steps f&rward,
his bare foet strangely light in the




demp grass. Then he caught control of
the wing~-muscles and th: wings bogan
to heat; slowly at firsi, thon fostoer.
And thon he was running, arr in arm
with the night-wind, taking e big

jump, launching himself up. H¢ wac fly-
ing now{ Up, eround, down, in a grgco=~
ful swoop. He came dowa iow, just ovor
the old womanis head. Ho shouted into
her gray-skin facos

"1111 bo back, Granny! I'll bo back}l®

hiiiandit o St oot BV BE 2 S oS Ol SR Bl SEMGRH

AUTHEORS of THE ISSUE .«

erfy
Thon he was gone, full into the faco
of the moon, his emall wing® besting wio
th offortloss cass, up, down, Up GOWIs
gone into the night sky.

And aftor he was gone, the old, wrink-
lod hag-women stood for e vory long
timc in the light of the moon, trying
+0 hold back the tears in her eyes.
"I'm glad for you, eonp roal gladi"
- Rokort @G. Warnor.
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ALEXANDER ROTHLANDS (Lady of Hades)

Not that either you or I would be intorcsted in a biography, yot perhaps the
editors themselvos find it interosting . . » since they roqueostod it.

My full name is Aloxandor Howard Rothlands, I was born March 11, of a yoear
where absolutoely nothing happened . « « but for the record my mothor tells mo I'm

twonty=-throo. After all, who should know bebior than her? - '

-

I deploro both scionco-fictlon and wosterns. Favorite roading is Advonturo,

Horror and Fantasy in that order.

I've known Vaf and Erwir Hughmont for about threo years, and was only to happy
in bringing about the advont of 3RAVIZING ADVENTURDe -

‘I‘vc boen told thet my first story for BRmV! caused what might bo termed a
emall scnsation + » » I'm not concoitod but aftor all T may as woll take some

~rodit, for a good thingl?)

A

e . (P - Ay - K ’ s ’ s ]
L wWor't for a paper fimm in Chicego, and my hobbios aro classical musig, col-
loctiag anciont magezines and writing "fiction® « 4 . '

T guvss oniy the last is your businoss, though.

= Al Rothlends.

S e mnt . Gecne e G Vetaed oot  pembems  Mvetams  metwes

TAE EDITORIAL..

(Qontinued fram Pago 2)

heoritage cnd distinetior of today's BREVIZILE ADVENTURE is bacod on. For exauplo
in the firct WAL you ll £ind mateoriol 2oprintoed from the first issue of this
magaiinos Any collector trying to got that iscus knows how hard it is to obtain,
‘bocauzc of the limited rinting ¢f %hai iscuc. Vo guarantoe that if you like this

- perilocical, you _wgh?;b bo abls 1o holp ycursoll from liking THE BREVITY ANNU.L.

Regarvae Your Copy Nowk

alox Rethlands retumac in this idoue with o sicry wo consider slow, now that we-
‘ve read o now and long novelette by hima. Ve consider this to bo onc of the finest

fantaoy works evor tc be producedi .ind whon you read thia NEW novolotte (publica-
“ion date o bo listed) youill bo_a borneand=true Rothlandsé fan}]

And that closes our discussion for this monthe.

more fletion, and featurose To Toiceo
ways open for quostions, and comments.

And thot!s that for now « « « o

Wotll soc you aéain in June, with

your opinions tho BONE OF CONTENTION is ale

- ‘V&f .
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OOMPLETE NOVELETTE BY
ALEXANDER

ROTELANDSI
(Author of "Dead Bo Damhod!. )

- In concopt thora will bo doubtlessly soveral roadors who will call tho story that
is to follow "fantastic" and impossiblo. And yet if wo roalizo tho "fantastic®
steps arc sclonce is taking it is noithor of tho abovo doscriptions. As always

& RBothlands talo is tho combination of not only, scienco, fantacy and the woird
but also tho joint merging of tho "mystory" story. Trys o ploase all roadore

our Mr. Rothlends, docsn!t he? 7 ¢ .

GI‘IAPTER OI\E L 4 * .

Can it bo possible to love something;
" and yet despisc 1%t (an onc dcvete onels
golf to a being, and yo» rind rovileis.
.on in doing 8o? I think not.

But yot who bettor than I chould know,
‘for I sharcd those relationships; I lo-

ved and yot I Hetdlds TTcrodted and yot o ‘the evelution of such, T had stopped on -

“the throchhold, of now ovolution with

- despisod and loved what I had croatod.,
My namo is not lwmportant, and cortain.-
1y does not matter in tho facts of ro-
. leting and tolling the talo of hoth

. kovo and rcvulsion;;hato and.doath,

It is sufficont to say that my occuc

rathon is as a sciontist, ny studies in
hiologve Tn the act of boing a sciontist
ere cau only find a longing for kanow-
~edges anu veot show a four of such know=-
Jedge ususlly forbidion o menkind,

tuch wee ny ceso,

. -EJH .

I had conquered the mastorful stops
of simple biclogys, I knew all thore was
to acquiro irn tho knowlodgo; but instead
of stopping waurc othore had hoen cone
toni: I novortheless went further. For
whet I had thought, is ecionce, biology
without bringing abouyt, further stops in

tho thought: What would, whet could hapw
pon i a simple animal had the rofinc-
mont; thoe thoughts, tho actions, of a
human,; but yet with tho simploness, the
dircct approach, and without tho grood-~

" incse. Truly, vhile ovorstopping tho

boundarios of ovolution, I was howover,
going onto new thoughts now actions of
crcatione Alih, but there it would heve
boon the limit for other scientista. what
good is thought, that montal action,
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without tho resourcefulncss, to stimule~
ate theo physical action?

I had that power. For ycars while
studying the combination of occulitism
vith science, I had brought about tho
croation of a machine, challonging both
with the merger ef molocules, shtruc-
ture, ard atoms, of an enimis intc tho
more complicated, but you. hasically the
samc, structure of the humen, Howsvor,
with only tho abovs trocess it would
bo useleoss: for ths breia power of the
convoerted being, would navertholess
havé junglec savagery. Yot; my m~chine
knew none of theso barrisre, for the
convontional ocecult sciences and phy-
sical scioncos were brougat +ogother
a8 ONE, bringing about th: full une.
leashment of strength and PQVER.

~Aer-¥ had polated soarlior, v'bhe;ae::h(zm&n; .

faulte were goho and banishod, while
only the good romainod; “hc animal-hume
- an merger yot rotained tne simploncss
of the animal. Truly, this was the por=
fect evolutionary dovolopmont. I wes
sure, as only one Wwith U< gs gould bo
sure; my creation WOULD end CCJILD

work o & «

CHAPTER TWC

It wes with a cortain rmoun: of thou-
gatfulnese that I had so.oesucd the ani~
ma.. I did. To much or too littic of “he
bacie clawents (savagory. ocadty, wioe
dowm),; might Lo brough!, forth i core
tain animels. And with tho e guise
1% world bo virtunlly impesciboc o abe
eiisi ths zemi-hunan belig.

Pinally I did choosc. Tho anlual, I
had bovght from “he iccal %eo, wuz
peautifu. the very purfocticn «® wra-
cofulness, cloverneise, boatv. With hue
mon_desiroes and acts, ajdou tiuly horo
Woulld be purfoction carriad 4o o kigh
dogrses The animal? Tho animal I bac

" cheaun was a Timhor Wols...

'T’haaﬂabquifed’préviéﬁs“to_thlb, a
£rgc workchop in a poouroe suction of
uha'c;ﬁy,'ani_had moved e wel?, cago
wnd ally o the l.rge centbral rocans

'I_!

=

Lt:s slock brown body Scuat 4 nov gl
wi Aoy 3 M o epe g -‘ e
u-}ng %ﬂ‘u_ the largo rprulish™, | hag
sincce recugede the kashi-we. e ¥ shels

-

ettt whilo rolating, wee mo.od close

(h

t+0 the cage; ard I hal onenac “he
doors Tt carsfully wetchoi me, with a
Lnowledgo, T thought. elmost cquel to
my cwn roelizeticn. Whothor by instinet,
or curiosity, I knov not, but it folw
lowed nmy motion, and ontored Tho Machine.

I turnod on the switch. Theore was a
cortain amount of pulsation. I walted,
I hopod, I prayod.... God nothing could
go wrong. Or could it? Tho waiting....
the awful waiting . . .

Finally tho pulsation stopped. My
hoart loapod...Would it be with wild
olevationsesor bitter disappointment?

Vith hositant, but stoalthy approach,
I oponed the door. I looked insideess.

SHE WAS THE MOST BEATIFUL WOMAN I'VE

In my wildest hopes I had nevoer roalize
od how succossful this experimontation
would bee But there it wass A timber
wolf. An animal of f forociousness,..

now a woman of boautyi

I approached closer as if to touch the
croature. I suscecded. Tho eolevation

thit surged through me cannot be put on
paper. She was warm and vibrant, lovely,

- with silkon soft skin. I moveod closer.

Sho moved.

A snarl reached my oares, With hesitant
reproach I moved becke Had I succeeded?
Ov had I just roadjurted molecules o o .o
anc. yot not touchad “he inmnor soulg

tho fomale eroature thet only a fow
momonts beforo was “he picturc of fome
inin> lovelineuss now was what T had
feerud o o . it retainod the charactor-
istics of tho timbor woif.

Pogaining my morontary stumnod sonses
I taroew dovn tho.switeh.. The sho-thing
was caught in its cage.

I withdrew o my chambors . . , both

»in ANgIr, in heppinees, and confusion.

CHAPTER THIED |
T wasn't until tho next day that 1

e -
goLL nring mysolf Lo gc back into that
LELOrAnerys Mg Dinally T dide T4 vas eo


mach5.no

T left it. The machine was still +Thoir?
a e .'5n3~65"m’5h'd’7 TN TR, Y

v T v

" Ohy how I longod to fool her silkon
soft skin, her body so lowcly ond gon-
tle to tho touch . « « %od but T had
tol I looked at her. With wha nild
curioeity of a wild animal sho look-
ed at m», quostioningly. as 17 to say,
- "hy am I horo? And whei arc.you do- |
} ing"‘" T

Tho ovorpoworing dosire, thc longing
for hor was too much. I wont tc¢ tho
cagl. Sho mado no move. Yot shc look-
ed at mo. I must » ,» .

Oponing the door I went to her. In-
stoad of the wild frenzy of whish I had
come to expoct she sighod, a scfh and
almost faminine sigh. I toucncd her.
She made no attampt to méve aray Move
ing closer to tho thing tnct had pmeco
. boen a wolf, it was witl nu longsr scie-
ontific study that I concornoca myself,
it was rathor with a compassion rnd a
longing. After gontly carvasiug the
lovoly bedy, she sighod onco moru, and
roturnod my cargas.

Rl e e e A e T e AP L

It was as if '

e ot w e
as if I had an angel from
Heavon itsolf beszidou me, I moved closor
te hor, and sho to me. No longor was
sho tho animal and i thc hvmane. Wo wero
“he sames sho o wonan « . o I, 2 mAan.
Hotaing was wrens o o«

_ VEAPITER FOUR
T Tho deys afier thot one woro o long-

ar gium, and with my work only o kiop
ne oseuploada NoW LAy Weed jorful, -ish

cnd tulle No .oxmger 214 § Shinl of Shoe
la, as I had nausd her, as w« voif, bhus
rather a8 a fomale, o femile *hat 1id
"noh know our langunge: our cushome. A
female thot I longed to vosscss . . .

Shela was an owpt pupll, and tho hapre
lerc of lunguages urd custoas wes cithe
er giscarded, whon wo ve=o ~irsolves
o » « or ostublished when they must bo,

I finally thought, aftor weoks of ca~
roful breoding, that sho was roady to
b9 dieplayod, %o both friends and pub--
lic » » + for @ bueniy sveh 28 Sacla
coertainly boulangnd %u the werid, cnd
ot just to mysclite st tirst with the
t@ought*ofwmy#soivntifiﬁ~dipaﬁimbntdu ‘
tion complotsd I plarmsd e ~zven) thela

4o 1ho esienliflc world. But af= .9

Stor cenefwl. conaidargtiion I realizod

tha’s sho woulld  bo displayed as a froek
ond corteinly not as the weman, and the
lovoly croaturc sho was. Tho ldea was,

disctrdnd, : C o

I% may appear stiknge and rovolting
to you, o3 it would %o e, undor ori-
inary circumstenzee; but I plermod and

'Y schomed and i knowithat soaocday shola

would logally become my wifc. I grow a=
way from thh rost of. tho world in tho
fow weoks thovoafter « . . my work and
cortainly Skela occupiced all my timo.

I was aliso successful in Sholals "Com-
ing Out”; she aid .beautifully in pgbliec.
And porhapa that was thu trouble . « .
sho did tco woll, Both young men and old
wore drawn by hor magnotic compulsion,
but thki was whoror it was too much. For
she wes MINS, and only I coulp posscss

.that wa=a inviting body. Hor smiles, hor

viguo racollections of animal lifo, and
hor swoot simplicity to tho ways of hu-

- man Lifv- I loved hers .

CHAPTER FIVE - o
As tho wooks passod by and we grew moreo

. and _moro usod to life within oursolves,

and concorning ‘oursolves, Shola was no
longer tho same porson.

Oh, hor smilo was still inviting,:I
8till longod for complotoc possossion of
hor, but intimate rolationships wore no
longar poesiblo, becauso of somo strangoe;
somae forcebooding scensc. Shola longod for
saothing I could not give her; and that
puzled moy, for wo had overything o «

0 man énd Woman covld lung fora

Sh: bogin to go out in the ovenings,
I could not imngine whero she could go,
and %% Wes with a sonse of sccurity, that
shc would not tell mee.

1 zould never have imagined tho rowule-
s.on that 2id ccme over me whon tho ace—
tuel +ruth came to be knowne

I can still cloarly remomber the morne
ing. I wus sipping coffoc and roading
the daily journal whon my eyo happonod
to rove ovur a two-solumn story, that ro-
latod the happonings of somo torrible,
and brutal mirders. Tho police advanced
tho thoory that tho murders were done by
sowo.wild. uninel. 1s-I »ead along further
it wee also orilant 4hat ne nninals bad

escrped from tho local zoos. I sut at 4ho



tacle, and I wondered.

Although you may sey ny wonderings_and
guastionings of the mina, &e2 only GLires
cumstontial, it was ovidort it loast %o
nysoif that shela was ir somo woy b?ﬁ
traying mo. While I did not dar» think
of tho awful truth yot guawing at ny
brain ¥ -did intond to follow howre

It must have boen at lecs’ 10:30 that
night vhon I heard 4hs eroniing of hin-
goes and her hodioon door oponing. The
ctalrs croakod « « « &nd I know cho was
dosconding. It was only thou taat I
darod to leave my room. o ight Jdown-
stairs illuminatod tho stcirs in par~
tial light, whilo tho rich rose carpot
was bathed in brilliancs. The hall clo-

sot oponod; closod. The front fccr cpone

od; closed. I remamnod at tac ncad of
_ tho stairs,. '

Tho curiosity of thess latc-night
journoys was now fully in m aind, and
t gainod control of mo %o PQngﬁéh .

Ll tGvakiaalsid
ickly I mado my way down'the otairs),
threw on ny coat and lofu by tho frong
en’rance. While Shola was somo distance

ahoad of me I had no troublo kooping ri-

ght in paco; and I folt eccurc in tho
knovlodge my curiosity would soon bo
eatisfied.

Tho unknown stroots and small alloys
my lovoly wolf-woman ontorod surprisod
mo Lo say tho least, as gShola surcly
hdd o knowicdgo of tho soctions of tho
crmariity in a strange city.

Finally stopping in a particularly
ducadent soction cho carofully hid hor-
30if bohind g ruined stiucturi. Tritae
ting hor gosture of hiding. I wahcQod.
it wee not long aftor thet that o come
»loto drunkar? slaggored past hor ontre
anca.

I wan still lost in questions, whon I
wes startlod to sec o . o and I rclato
“his in cumploto honesty, eithough oven
GOW NALBOL BWCODE OVOX IC o . . thet a
~07gs  timbor wolf loapod from behind
k3 egame soction of bnilding whoro only
& JeW meaonts bot'oro Snelesgtpudsr iy

/

Complotoly in wondurmor' “ho vagrart
trnadr ol wan overecan 37 the buang,
pergr onyrad it lonyerd w4 tho wmis th-
SOLE e oW rogurgitatior pew TWgiping

Lo T watched blood spurt as froe- =10
ly ce watur from tho tep « « » glandu~
lar veins flow frow whero thoy onco
woro in ~ throat. Vhore wondormont was
onse in hie oyos, now thoy wuro oaly
blark, «s ckin and blood was boing do~
voured by the wolf.

* - Ho novor seroamed once. He novor had”
* tho chencos ©

L shood thores Tho wolf alroady do-
pertod for what I know was ny homo. I
couldn't briug aysolf to look at that
mound of tloch and blood, which hnd
onso boon a rman boing. In oqual rowvul-
sion i know I could novor again look
ot tho body of ghela . . . knowing that
it could turn into a wolf at will, I
starod blankly into tho night.

Had I callod tho polico, thon, I know
that thay would suroly havo said I was
montaily unbelancode 4nd who could say?
For porhaps I was. Totally unbalancod .

ackosbring, a:welf-intoos aiwilizodvworld
undor tho guiso of a bhoautiful vonana
% must havo boon a tramondous task for
her to kocp civilizod forag long as sho
did. pow long, I wondored, without tho
knowlodgo I now hold would T be wolcomod
to hor amo; and not hor fangs?

I vont homo . . . in no particular
hurry as { was suro sho vould bo thero,
slooping in hur bod, hor stomach, and
hor longing filled. :

As I wandorod along tho city stroots
I rononbored the old logonds of a worge
wols, und how thoy could bo dostroyod
ssv28ilvor bullots, eotc. Howover I soon
dizcarded thheo vaguo thoughts as impos-
sibilitioes For shola was not a worowolf,
gic Was & wolf, a wild anthel hy naturo,
ang i? was only through ny neddling as
& "sec.ontiat? Thap y unlcashod whit I
dl% on who wotids ghola was a wolf « o o
anc ns a wolfl sho could Lo killod « « o
in aay ordinary woy,

OHAPTER SIX
wgon i f@nally roachod tho sanctuary of
14 ~ N B ;g 3

ny homs aaq;,bchﬁyygxxﬁgnywas-§Qmowhcro

bolroor 1 ting of 3350 fng 4:0C in tho
norarugz. jinai in 2y favorito casvohaiw
LY. .. ) v - i .
LLL?L}P&, plwyt;ng thy way 1 covld and
COrtidnuy mave abélish tho Deaat, '

I know I could bring in no outside hal:



ac ny talo was too fent
e |
e

astis, su ii was
upto wmveelf, and nysol

onlya

As I writo this I now thlnk thot 3%
would bo ippossihle tc have setue. Ty
Killio Chela by normel mevhodu., whot af
o gan cn knife.

Undeuit 24ly. Shola would iy in her
human foro dn deathy thorvastora by o
dinuy “unocur clvilizaticn § woiad bo
caarittling mardor.

Tho thought cscurred tha% it dida™t
nmatior, and I could cventunlly dispcse
of the body, novortholoss while iho a-
bovae maybo true, I did not liko tho i-
doa of dostroying hor while in human
form. Although I know what cho was, and
hatod hor for it I couldn’t do it, I
wanted too, Y hated mysolf for my woak-
noss but I couldnlt do it. Oh God in
Hoavon I couldn't . . .

OHAPTER SEVEN

Tho noxt day came, and passods I lot
no knowledgo of my knowing slip out,,
that sho night euspoct. She still wont
out at nights; but it no longor note
toredy, T4 would scon onde..

Ol “now “hah T think of it I wes
clover . Oh, 80 clover. A3 I sciontist
I would huve considorsd nysolf tebally
vithout sanity. Porhaps I am. Noverthos
loss wn i plonned it, it had to bo
acsompalsoncd.

1m0 longor spoke to gshila oxcopt whe
on it vas ebsolutoly nocossary, T mig-
Foct it was cboul this tine the: she
know overything vas wot aw it shoild
Los It oscurs 4o ne nov; thaeh 7 o daaby
whothor gSheln would hove wetualily hare
mod r12; as during thot pavica hoPong
the ciimai, che o(™on hraugnt ur Sho
eantoet of merriags. Gomploscly rovoite
¢d by th» thousht, I lzmedictoly chane
g3d tho subjoct.

Y08, I was clovor. For all this tine
v1llc hiding undor a mask o comdloty
pruiones, I was Plenmning hor doatl.

Perheps at this tinc it would bo suf-
fleent o say ghela new guspesteld. She
sprle to no loss, and now o tiding shn
2,22 had o Lthought of iua*h bubt <his
A ie for o

CHOPTER iTaHT -1
o netuval plan that was finally form-
¢d; in ousonlials vas romarkably simple.
1 weuld ivrs hor to my Work roon and
Thn gnshlites In *he aeenwbliic 1 world
ecely ke tho entiiro naehine that gove
Fov Lif'e Inie one thah weuld bring ahout
hor derboretione Yus, 3% vould be sie
puo. the nasline would sinply slectroe
Cu'»c -‘."5(}1' o 3 e

CHOFTZR 7R3

Unliliec tho otior ovonings ¥e shared,”
thoe nigh® of the allmux 1 wae poriie.-
ularly affestionehs, ws Lt weuld uct
bo oasy te doelove Shela to cone ne tho
vworkroom.

"ghola," I askod, "Como down to tho
workroon, as I have somothing that I
focl sure you’ll enjoy. Tho Machine has
bae¢n completoly improved,!

That was onough. ghola, always intore
eztod in tho Machine that gove her life,
was quick to tako up ny suggostione (h,
how I laughod to mysclfas Oh, hoW olevor
I wase Or had ny clovorness just beging

Oncc we woro in tho workshop I lod
her gontly, cvor so gently, over 46 %hat
nachiros Look, shela; I tvtatedy lovkiat
the drprevomeats. And ny nind laughod
loud cnd iong, in its triuaph of insane
ity and clovernoss.

gh- lockad. It is onough to say horem
thut thit wos tho last ting I viewod &h-
ol{s ~ovGly body, hor gracoful curves,
and her long black heir.

I loughod loud and long.

Hov sho scroamods So loud, so agoniz~
ing.

"Loevo ne out,? gho eriod, you fool
loave e out, for what are you subjecte
ing no %o thin treatnontg®

I walked over to tho switchboard, 1
pul}ed on a switchs With tho incanity
that now possessod ney I pulled the Wrong
Lovor. (Bvorything is so hazy,) Instoad
of tho ono thai would roloaso ho bolte

of Joath I rulonsog the original ono whi.-
ch had changed hor. & .

Oh Lord now why was dono? For a enicp-



£L0t ecan tampor with tho moleculos and
amcns of a structurc just onea, uwice
pighs rosult in rovertirg thaa, or in
2ll »robability ovon change tacm cneco
Loros

1’stoppode I listoned. Only bahblings
carto fror: insido tho chambore. Babblings

undistinguishable from our known soun=
ds. A scroan wes still audiablcuece

" POWER OF THE

OH%ngngging thic account shatod b -

ny workshop deske I have not yot oponed
tho cabindhe Vhat will stop out I con-
nct sav. Howevor; I bcliove it is best
for the povrson firding this to classify
it n~o the wildcest sort of fietion, if
for no othor rcason than to protcet ny
narics I doubt if I will scc the morning,

in ny prescnt state, I don't caro . +
- Alorander Rothlands.

O o En— — G—

DEAD "

by Hal Rempoe.

Whon Don Podro ontorod into narriago
with Inoz do Oastro, ho novor roalized
~tho tradgedy it soon causod.

PcdrO'ﬁas to inhorit tho thipno of
Portugal on tho dcath of his fathor,
the king. b S

- Soriously objceting to tho.practioé
of narrying o comoner ho throatonod
to to do sonothing drastic.

4nd so ho did.
Within.a fow days the would-bo quoon

was slein in cold blood by nossongors
of tho king.

Bmtees Smim  GEGE - S S—

AUTEOQRS of THE ISSURB. .

.Boro it is « - ny latost in tho way
of frn-fiction (First Flight). It's ju—
st plain old fantasy, of which I'vo
boon turning out a good donl latcly,

-Woll, porhaps not ‘n good doals At lo-
gat not as much as ¥ would like to.

T know it sounds just o littlo like
Bradbury. Thoro is a psychological ox= .

Whoroupon ho got nows of the ovont

Doul Pedro turned around had his nosson-
gors abolish his fathor, the king. Thus
naking hin tho rulor of Portugal in the
lattor part of the l4th Jonturye

©ingored still furthor ho had tho dcad

body of his wifc Incz exhuned. and plo=
cocd on tho royal thronoce .. _

" Tho nobiles in ordor to poy homago for
tho awful deod, wore subjoctod to kise=
ing tho withorod hand of tho dond quoon.

It is said to this day that in ono part
of tho palace. tho horriblo cvent is on-
acted anmually.

Gt et SN W O

ROBERT G+ VARNGR (First Flight)

planation why thia 16 80 = = that bo=

ung ny favorito author, Thorofore Brade
bury has influoncod no a groat doal,

I like his st:lo bottor than any other,
8o [ writo alongz his geaoral linos =~ -

nost of the tine.

In closing I'd -just like to say that
Brovizino is still at tho top of tho piloc.

—-—.-——--—.—-—.—:———.-—.———-—--’.

FOR THE INTRIGUE OF STRAIGE VORLDS LMD EVEN SRR

D VEN-

TURB WE'RE SURE YOU'LL LITE QUR 15 PiGE OCMP.N~-

ION M:GLZINE: " THT BREVITY ANWAL
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SPATIAL ===
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ST.LFF CORRESPOMDENT = | | |

roe Bridgos, Now Jorseoy, March 5. « My thanks to Paul Mittolbuschor for
g‘lg in forgno’laet nonlas Tho roal reoasen for ny not boing around thoz} was that I
bocanc lazy, not & chango in printing schodulo. I was teup‘_bgd to remain lax this
nonth, too, since it soomd that T 'got ny froo copy-of Brovi® anyway.

- var' 'sald that B8R would ‘bo: onldrged with thae March. colunn, Thig tine it is,
fortunatoly. But.faturo colunns will dopond on time and matorial for thoir longth.
_Tho Boes: sugzostod: that I oditorializo, as Rog Philips did in "Tho Olub House," I

- four. that X.en nod tho nan Kog .ig, nor do I have his talont for stringing words
togathor. Uhat little oditorializing which will appoar will bo pproly accidontal,
not proucditagod. ' . o ST
LT R e s s x e

80 far thi;a' yoar four nov ste and fts nagél,iiavo, rado th@ir dobutos, Sqe tho
D.ReX. olsowhoro for roviows on throc of theari. I have nos boon ablo to obtain a
copy of TOPS IN SOLENOE FICTICN, bui it roprints matorial from PLANET STORIES.

The Mareh THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SOIENCE FIOTION had an oxporinontal covor
Sot-up. . fino Martian scono by Bonostoll. Sineco ndny fon had written in complein-
ing about lotioring on tho covor, tho roproduced it on tho back, sana lottoringe.
"o hope youl!ll lot us know your roaction to this immovation.,." Pcrhops sono of
you havo writton Tony and J. PFraneis alrcedy o+ « o But to us tho idoa soms rath-
or sillye If thoy aro going to havo back covors also, why not a difforont covor
ontiroly? Or why not rcscrve tho back covor for orcoption piocos? In fact what
would happon if thoy borrowsd tho old UNIHOUN (WORLDS} ecovor lay-out---just story
titles and by-linos—--and had tho cover painving on tho back? RECOMMENDED: Manly
Mode Wellnanls yandy, vandy. . 2ino 39rics by a fine writor. ’

The fourth issue of SP.CE STORIIS, Mino’s latcst odition to tho Thrilling Broup
of otf nage, ' foatures Tho Gorts OF Time, .o bettor than averago astory by Willian
. Morrisona Buj .this is definitely out of placo, cs it is not. 8paco Operac Why,
Je Ve G Jre night-have boueh’ this if ho had beoon a bit drowsy. Vhat goes, San?
+.. #Ylo havo horc tho April-iny JILZING STORIES, We nios tho old foatures, namoly, .
"The Obsorvatory,* #the Olub Houso," and grontost ‘of ally "ho Roadorts Forum, M
Plonso, Howard, roeinstato “horis Tho ides of all fiotion duy. bo'good For FiNTASe
TI0, oince we have novor had it ovhorwises but AS is nob A3 without the ahovanons
~blonod. REJUMMENDEDs Jho Invedurs, by Marray Loinstore—o Wollstold talo by o nage
tor story-tcllor. Hore Lhoro-Bo*Tigors, by Ray- Bradbury (He hos had his fourth
colloction pubiishod, by tac woys Doubloday, 93.)e Fho 2y Horio, by Thoodore Stupre
%Zﬁ?,;e; good story; but it has no stf in.i:l;-wha'bﬁoe?r?%'warid“'&ﬂoot, very little
Wo cloo havo hore the Lpril: OTHER VORLDS. -4 foaturss, o ' Al
od~abou*, Myshkin, a 69,000 word novsl {Yo3. a roal novni.\fb;ml;zsioé ﬁwRigg%—?:ik
thou:gh good ronding, iv doos not corme up -ifidn "Eﬁzﬁrcadrcﬂg cxpoctations. :;fra;d
you wors blowing your horn thi;’_f-imo, ,R?:_P-. T:h}'OO othor piccos of fietion, ono o
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Rap noveclottc. Wo nissod Lost Cantinonts. (To would-bo writors: OW 4s nov paying -
2¢ o vord basic. o )
pBoth BP.CE SOI%NOE FIOTION and SCIENOE FICTION ADVENTURES arc bi-—nonthly.o.go.:.n.
It is diffioult to say whothor wo arc sorry or glad, as thoy had not yot tine on-
ough to provo thbt:iéolvoq s ¢spocially the lattor. The formor starts a two-part sor-
iel by the long-sought-cftor T« L. Shorred. .

coll{ior'a iggrunning ita third synposiur on Spaco Travel. Thie one will run at
loast throc isouos, having startod with that of February 28th.

Thero is a now nonthly nan's nag, titlod glimaxe In its first two issuos it has
foatured stf storios by Robert shockly, illustrated by Valiguroky. ' :

4lthough ‘clainirg all now Antoriel; tho Jamuary AVON SCIENOE FIOTION AND EANTASY
' RELDER ‘4id’ contain a roprint. g_n_ge-t_:@“;ggg‘ Qonsuct -tho AVON PANTASY RBALDER, Munbor
s@vemoon e o o .. o B TR BRI e N ‘;','A - ‘

A "Baltl'cntinc"ﬁdbﬁa; ‘who' ¢roatod an uprofr not too long agoiwith the simultanious
“'publication ‘of both-hard-cover anésyspor~back oditions of cdch-book, has publibshe
“od] 3XE' first otf volumo. Titlod StAv Siionco Pictiok Storioey: it io an anthology

cortmining 15 Brand now etorios by 1€ wuthors (Kuttnor and Moorc hoving writton

one togothor),’ Thoso storios haye. novor boon publishod anywhere boforo. Hard-cov-

or ‘codto ‘§1.50; pb, §$.35. Both aro tho sanc eizo, boing run off tho saro plates.
Dofinitoly rocamonded. Editod: by Fredorick Rohl, Misﬁq_Mpr‘r'ilfs husband and o wolle~

’

known author in his own right. -~ . . et -
Sinco wo arc on tho subjoct of books: Bdward E, Snith i(Bottor-known as "Doc")'a
Booond Stago. Lonsuan and Robort B. Howard!s RKing Oonan aro out, the fomor.froa-
' Yantasy Prose Tho lattor 'frog Gnono- Prosss Quporbly -bound, as arc all FpP -
" 'books, thic voluna ie: olinnor than its prodocossorj although -it containe tho Bano
‘enount-'of pagos. L canowhat choapor-papor. Eithor it wes thot or reioing tho price
to 83.50.~Hdving tho bottor covor, tho @P books costs 83+ Wo bolieve it contains

more wordago than the other two Gonan books, pricod at 32.75. REJOMMENDED: - Both.
Fa#t ) THE FUTURE HOLDS (- e |

&.threo~part 72,000 word novsl by Ss Jo Brymo, Bcginning in tho May ow. Wo wone
dor if this is tnothor Gormain story—-we hono so. Sinco Bryne is also John Bloode~
etonc of Micheal Flamnigan faro and sinco Rap hought what wo boliove to bo tho
final M, F. “tf_alo, this night just be 3%, too. Watsh for it. Also Fritz Leibor with
a story arouttd tho back covor by Jenos. ind watch for othor big nonoe authors oon-

- ing up - « wolll koop you infornod. e :
oth ind Ragt, in tho Juno SILRTLING STORIES. This is a soquol to hi
Lolé'o'ﬁ."m'ro’ 18 Philip Joso-Faruer, ono of tho foW hion tbbbgaiz‘x .:.owg;idf?v?gg e
roputation fror ono story. Minos good friond San ‘said that itis 50, 000 words
of nothing. To us that noeans that thoro is noro to cone to completo tho story.

4 Boguol +o San 'Marwin;;J;‘.‘lE"_};gu‘_gg Of Many l'lorld'B"’(SB','Sop‘t,'é;-;bOr, 1951), in
T%RILLING WONDER STORIES. Suol. The Junc ish will cbntRin anothér Wallaco.Wost Mars
story. o - : '

Ss's firet sorial, Moto about this later, - o7 | |

4 now colunn by Robord AjiMadlc ‘of Philadolphia (Ho has an article on tho PSFS
in tho May SPL:), to appoar-in Robort W. Lowmndes! DYNAMIC: SOLENCE FICTION, which
along with FUTURE SOIENGE -FICTION, will‘Yave trifnod odgos with its latest lsouc,

Robots Havo No Tails. This will bo the movio version of Honry Kuitnorls.galle
aghor storica. . ..=... . - . EA -j~ '

o now story by Harry Datos of .Parowoll To Tha Mastor fano- filrod as " Doty
_Tho glgg;h Btood still), This will bo in noxt ronth's SCIENCES-FIGTION PL%ISI‘E .'Is)an
Joskowitz tcld ws ¥Rat 4t5is:ovon bottor +{han tho a.t‘orer;c{rrt.ionod”:r!;oryc Titléd Loge
.a..g;% -?-2 £‘. scns&tm‘ f . . - -

ragtzine coilng Iror. Leo Marguiles and Sart Morwi .o it is 11 '
THE SAINT DETEOTIVE MAG.ZINE, it will bo digoa“tlfsiZOQ: gzﬁtagi:; ’1921;;{;0?13%
and costing 50¢. Wo havo no idoa of wordago but it will bo nore than tho othor




typowritor and burn a biography out of hin, -

-15

digests havo.

Woxt rtonth we hope £o discuss tho Pelaris Pantesy ’Lihrary, shaeta‘mbliahcrs,
and funzines, in addition to what wo have alrcady pronised. ,

W% 8 ) DEPARTUENT OF FIRST ( #+#%s
R nn T38URBS b i

ANTA \GAZINE. 35¢, 160 pagos, bi~-monthly. Publishod by Puturo Publications,
Ing :NT“I ggi%ovor by gol's ¢ o 0 eac’l by Robort E. Howard, a Oonan talc, onc of tho-

so found by L. Sproguo do Oamp « + « Two novelote and four shorts + « . O!'Dormoven

-i8 roally gheckloy. Tho mag is good, woll worth the pricos

SOIENCE FIOTION PIUS. 35¢, 64 pagos, nonthly. Published by Gornsback Publieations,
Inc. First this neg contains approxinately 70,000 werds an issuo, oqual te that of
any digoetesigo mage. It also boass an onsy-to-road t_yio.- Throc novelots, tiwo sh-
orts, & story~bohind-tho-covor, two articlos, and dopartnonte... Tho Biological

Rovolt, Tho Zime lindor, and Tho Cosmatonie Flyor aro gquito roadablo . » . Ex~
Toration of Nars S!.s a it hoavy but good . . . Roed tho rost at your ewn risk
evs Dopartnonts are good; articlos ditto. Tina, who sijned tho back gsover with
Frank R, Paul, is Bugo Gornaback!s daughtor. S-F¢ has alroady boon "bootod! by
Seionco Fantasy Bulloin; wo will discuss sano in noxt nonth's 8R, ’

MOKET STORIES. 35¢, 160 pagos, bi-ronthly. Publishod by 81;0._00 ‘Publications, Inc.
4_seloheo+advonture mbg . oined at tho younger thud-and=blundor roador e.. & nove

01, two novolote, and throo shortass .\ good Bush-oovore This is-thomag Oharlos Dyo

was roportod to odit, but it is dol Roy under e por-morios Doubt if it will last.
J.png.._;_'néce a youngsdtor havo $i55 to throw out ovory two ronthse? Wo doubt it,

By tho tinc you road this, sccond issucs of tho abovo tWo nags ehould bo out
Both will nost likely bo bottor than the abova,

Ae things somm now this will bo tho last DJF.I. for somo timo 4o COMO o o o

~ HENRY MOSKOWITZ.

T o oo tmmtmve  tutrean vmgp-. o Ll

It soons govoral roadors wrote in and wanted to know about o, seone I-'vg booano

¢ s, .

~8ort of a nystery nan, to nysolf I guoss Lim no mystory.

I'm cightocn yéai-a’bldghayé‘Qp'ch,r:w.éiﬁg‘ﬁyatory,' scionce~-fiction, wostorn pulps
for.abdut as lofig a8 I can romogbore. (It is. just dbout thet long I'vo known Waf),

“I'n ‘sonsidorott comoditor of this na.gazino "hy no one but wht, who'r_o.roly takos
ny suggestions, cithor. Novortholoss,.Ifve found quito a fow onerics enong tho
roadors who don't agroo with ny viows on corta n subjocte. (ilso havo got quito o
fow frionds),. Which. of thoso two eatogorics out woighs tho.othor I donit know,
. My favorito poop,l,',o:'ax‘b otf fans, ny favorito fans, howevor aro nany tines not
pooplo + « . about that I won't corwiomt furthor, S

Dielikoes: Writing o biograpkiy-aketoh. One of thoso days I'11 harnoss Waf to a

- Dannit though, ho has 80 rmoh nore rosistance than I do .

Loos concoitod, t0o, now that I ﬂhink ‘of it. Oh woll.,..

AY
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by CHARLES 0. DYNZOF

The groy nists swirled around tho th-
ro¢ disconsolate figurcs.

Nad=inthe wriggled hor supple grecon
! bodye Tho greow fog woe opprossive an
- parchoW 'very tiring. »

¢ Boside her, the King-0f-Tho-Stars, his
black skintight uniforn, partly conconle-
cd by his long rod clock stzrel unrcasi-
ly @nto the riasna,

B i T L P I T T B T I

" Trotting boside thon, Muggles?! twin
hoads lookod irmpaticntly in opposite
directions cirultanoously as if soarch-
ing fer somcone,” aonothing lost.

He wagged his tail in the canince sido-
waye, characteristic of doggy fcar or
UNCA3INess .,

-16
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Rocontly a lot has boon brought forth concorn=
ing tho subconcious droons wo have « + o+ Poy-
ehiatrists toll us that it's not bocause wo -
‘ato that last haneonsryc that wo have theso
“night dietwrbancés, but rothor ‘bocouso of crige
tioncl trouble .+ . 1liko maybo hitting your
nothor-in-law + . . or swiptin® siniliar.

Ono thing though, Charles Dynzof wasnit sloop-
ing whon ho brought about this now fantasyl

"iAnd s0, wo arc tho Last," Nai-Amtha

spokc and not ovon the bell-liko swoot-
ness of hor voico could hido tho brittle
bittorncas of tho words,.

ithoy!vo all dosortod, liko rats loave

f ing o sinking chip. .nd wo aro tho Last.

The Cowardsin

#But Nai-Antha wolyc gone over all
that borfercs Thoy just didn't bolong as

; Yo doe Thails why tho i X ~
R L H g get all mo%ﬁﬁ%ﬁ%wgm

of horzs Welve got no cholco in the nate
vors Wolve got to stay becausc thorols
ne woy cut," The King=0f-Tho--Stur's doop
bass voico bmkko.

"Beal Thore must bo a way. For all of
your high and nighty advontures, you




concedo dofoat vory oasily ny dear XKING
OF THE STARS, vwhon you'ro faced with a
roal problon. KING OF THE ST.PS indoed}
You nake no sickl® Nai-inthais gelden
oycs flashod lightoning, 2s sho upoko.
Mugglos caught tho angry notos of hor
voicos 4 low growl issucd {rom his loft
hoade

"I can!t holp being whot I oo ony no-
ro than you can Nai~intla. I was bort,"
At thls she gave hin a Look of contune
pts "woll, mado thron, whet I sm. I had

~nothing to oay aboui it.. Can®i you soo
thatt" Thorc was & noto of plrading in
his voicos '

"Lotts mot fight,” he wont on, "Lotls
at loast go down togothor in poaco.”

Nei-intha looked chastoncd. Sho said’
nothing but thoro was hcart in hor
soul, and sho was hurt. Shc was vital,
Sho was ono of tho koys to tho groy
foggod world,

She ronenberod whon thore had hoon a

constant golden hazo, instoad of tho
sonbor groynoss.

‘she nissod thé,cr&ﬁt&l palacc, the
mltitude of attondants. '

She nissod - yos Q'aho ruisoed those
vho had gono in .spito of the contompte
uous way in which she spoko of thane

Tall Heorcules, Mighty Atlas, “ho wor-
1d astrido his shouldors, Robin Hocd
and his band of riorry nion, tho Vizard of
0z, Tho Trumpct Playor of Xra¥cw, tho
Krokon, Oount Dracula, and his rehinue
- of follow vampires, Sir Launcsiot, or-
lin, Tho Lady of the Loko ond vruvo
King Jirthur, tho array of goblins and
djnn, end witshos and drogons. nonstros
us as soo of ‘thon wersi thoy hed boon
canpanys

Tho Exodus had boon taking thon ono
by onc. :

belong.

_Only thoy, Mugglos, Noi-intha ond tho
King h~d bo¢a rade. The othors had cona
&; whey had zona. fhey worc not origin-
Qle

’

Tho King had boon right, thoy did not

A8 cho rofleeted, 2 vory odd »-17
thing was happoning to tho King's faco
it wae - ~ ‘

“King," Nai-intha scroared, Mhatte
the nottor with your face ~ it -its -
poltingli® -

% * » & * *®

Jerios Cosgrove was dyings Ho had bocn
unconseious for days overy broath he
took brought hin noarer to doath.

e rEor e R e Plan 20 o I o ot
Thoy had coro and gono, tho rolatives
and frionds, sonc had cven wept a fow

‘toars, as ruch for thonsolvos at the

ronindor of tho irmincnec of doath ne
for hin, The hospital woo etill, and
had bocen for riany hours.

Now tho silonco of Qosgrovels rocm
was riomentarily broken by tho squeck

of tho rubbor tired whoclchair of anoth~
or pationt brought into tho rom.

Tho noweonor o rolatively young ran
was soon in bod, and tho gric visagod
nurse left the roon with a rustle of
vhite starched garmontse

And Jerwos (osgrove went on with tho,
long prescss o2 dyinge

L2 R T
Tho King-0f-Tho~Stars was gone and
thore was nothing Icft to show ho ovor

oxistad.

So thatts tho'gay it would bo, ﬁiieAn-

. thg thaught. Now only. thq. $uo.of-thon

laft in tho groy gloan.

8ho grow frightcnod. Sho tried to ane
braco Mugzlos, but ho squirnoed avay.

Ho had elways boon a very indepondent

aninnl,

Mugzlos! tail blurrod; Lot hin vanish,

~eho thought, hels na ecompany anywoy.

-Hio foct woro-boginning to vanish;:and
a6 sho watchod horrificd, ono hoad dige
appearod into obiivicn, L

“Muggloe; Nt}" wopt Noi-Antha pathotice



-
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allys But it was no uso. Tho o*hor hoad
vanichcd and thon shc was gonc., Alonos
Sho didn™ liko tho taeto of the thou=
gh%e Sho hed nover bolcro becn, com=
plotely alonoe

n1lyc got to think," sho rurmorod o
horsolf, "I can't, I won't vupich,” hor
lips forncd o thin line as shc thou-
ght.

the othors, thosc who had gono in the
Exodus could leave becausc thoy did

not bolong.

oA AR 2R IR L A S RTINS S

the King and mgglos; bosauso they

nad not bocn strong onoughs

If I could bolong to soncbody elnd',
1iko thoso in tho Exodus ~- I wWould be
safos

what cnabled the othors to leo- ~18
vo? Bocauso they worc Strong thoy left,
not because thoy woro weak. So strong
that thoy didn't havo ‘o live horo.

I am stronge. YoSeseo

* % & W & & @

Janos Oosgrove was doad. Tho groy fog
of unconsciousnoss at last gave way to
tho night black of dosthe

Tho othcr pationt in his room was bliw
pafully unawaro that ho hed a dead man
for o roonahos Ho Would not know it until

oy damo’ 1o Fha +6G: o BhITE T the

rorning.

Tho othor pationt slopt; and droomt of
a boautiful groon wonan noaried Noleinthteeo
— Charlcs 0, DynZof.

. e et dams  WAEnS  fves  NUSRN GGG T wnge  tww  men e

| o 0 M I
(NE STEP T0 HELL, THO FOR HEAVENI

Last Joauary we introduced 2 now writor with a etory that has causcd r::_brq

N ¢

o ® -1

s 0
 BY ALEXANDER ROTHLANDS}!

LIPS

oxclonation, morc cmlation than any othor ono published by the mimcographbd ,

nogozinos Thet story woe THE DEAD BE DIMMED! THE WRITER? AL ROTHL:NDSE

our roaders know thc_f oxcitorent that Btc;ry- causcds We askod Al ’oo‘do anothor,

and in oori¢ LADY OF HADES .. « howover Wo sonsidor that slow, drab, a_,rid without

-

B A R T R

to oy that it will tako roro tho.n that %o run tho lottors of praisoll

%

color now that wolve read his LONG NOVELETTE: "ONE SYEP TO HELL, TWO POR HEAVEN".

This ctory ney woll talka 3q§o'r 15 pagee 1o run coriploto, and wo will vonture

4 GO RN Ty e, % E a0 P G

'So don't riss this storyl What over olso you dol

PUBLIOATION DAY TO BE LISTED SOONI}

P

W.LTCH FOR ITIL

P LU 8 :: ROBERT GENE VARNER (aumthor of FIRST FLIGHT, n.ND THE NIGHT Ga.LLS >KAY~
. ?

1MO, otce, ctc‘..) will try do havo a corplotoly now story of fantasy or scicncow

fiction in onch $8ouo of BREVIZINE .DVENTUREL}I

WANKLY, BREVIZINE ADVENTURE IS A MUSTY




F’;”ﬁwuﬁmwﬁﬁf'bf’ifll%dvﬁ%v%ﬁé'%éiy'end of
. Vine Street---dead end, and had watch-
“ed-the man brief case under his amm,

knock fram door to door uatil he arrie

The insurance man stood at my door
knocking boldly as most all insurance

ved at my lonely portal. v
"I had already made up my mind to ad-

- .mit this purveyor of SECURITY AGAINST

THE UNKNOVN before he arrived and had
decided to sign an eppligcation for a
---poliey that you, my dear reader, nay
be thinking about. The:policy that I
-had in mind was not for life insurance

but for » . . death . . .

His knook upon my door was urgent,
bold, not faint and noiseless like the
gentle rap. of religious tract peddlera
who solicit donations. :

unded .

"You dont need to knook the damn
door down," I yelled without getting up
from my comforteble chair, "Oome on
in," :

v e TR rare, sully of admittance. oxple~
tives never deters or dampers the ego
of born salesmen. He came in, a broad

anile on his face and hie hand ertend-

I chal

Whem! Bangl Boom, his heavy knock so-

 ECURITY

by - EIMER R. KIRK

We nominate "Weird Seourity" as the surprise
story of the year! Not so muvh because of
ereftuanship or plot (although it does have
thesal) but because of the actual story ite
gell, For example here we were ready to call
it an eerle pioce of prose, when all of a
sudden Wwe got to the last page and—- Well,
yould better read it. Welre still chuckling}

~BJH.

ed in self introduetion. Nothing, abe
solutely nothing surprises old-time ine
BUPEACO MmN Lo, T T T e e ey

"I'u Howard Barton, from the Elite
Insurance Qompany," he said squeezing
my hand with the viee-like grip of a
mad robot monster. "WE tailor insurance
policies to your specific needaes.t

"You're talking right down my alley,*
1 reéplied. "I'm Elmo Glasgow—-sit down
and take o lcad off your feet,®

Now this litile erceptance speech
startled the insurance man only for a
brief moment, he being the master of
psychologicel sales tactics,

"As——=As I mentioned before," he
hesitated gain, "We tailor insurance
to the ineured’s exact and specific
needs, We never drive the hoarse up to

~your door, haeng a crepe and then bury
you in a cold dank tomb in order to
writo an application,”

"That," I eaid Yis an ethical and ‘ad-
‘mirable atribute too few salesmen po~
88088+ You may now fill in one' of your
insurance -applications for me and Y
Will sign it." I nodded teward hte -

brief-case now resting on his lap, "paj- .

1or a policy for me,n®
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The lnsurance man gulped and st&red
about my veird adobe for the first ti~
me, disbelief written all over his fr-
enzzed face.

There was a& human sxeleton dangling
in one corner and on my work talle th-
ere rested the gawking skull of some
unknown dead being, its empty eye-sock=
ets glarrlng and its fleshloms jaw-bo~
nes grinning a smile of death. But the

- most grotesque THINGS of all wers the

veird and fantastic plctures thumb- .

| T T RERckad all over the w&lls ¢ s« COVErs

from weird-fantasy megezines; the bize
erre, the mecabre, the half-human and
the half-demon, spectral human bodies,

varped into unsann{ and supernatural
shapes with best

ghastly o+ o « .
"Inhmman.nonaﬂérnbi the insurance
man screamed in panic, looking toward
my beat-up robot &uto-story typo mache

ine, "Wh--What is your occupation®

4

hoads, feng-taoth= . .
ed for easy gnawing ih the putrid fle . -
esh of the human corpse « « » God, how, - -

"I em an imaginative writer of w20
the weird, the fantestic, the occult.

T e in horrible need of a polxcy as
socurity againste.e.”

"] do not know if we.cover your spec
ific occupational hazard- or not," the
insurance man interrupted, thumbing

<tnrouvh his 11t tle black rate book‘

"o, o....death... death,"” I yelled
back wWith tragic melodrame exuding from

my terror-stricken eyes« "I expect to

dio fromt 4 terribls: aub~h%un‘aﬂ—mf&d§'l"‘
"yhat is this droad diseaaet“ o

#]-=I possoss tho irreéﬁéﬁible; the
demonical madness to readesefanzingsees®

But vhen I 1ooked up toward the chair

" in ‘which the insurance man had beon
reatlng, he was gone), VANISHEDI

There is no death 1nsurance, no B0~

urity egainst thia unknown bockoning

h&ndcv--- Y Dlmor R. Kirkl

ﬂ-———-u—--—‘-—--—-’-—-‘ .—' ——
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¥ LINOOLN IN THE wun‘n BOUSE &

In a recent,assue of a periodical de~
voted to the unusual and thh unknown, it
quoted excerpts from former President
Truman's letters, in which he mentioned

the aeexnngf a, GHOST in the whitc Rouw
ae.

Hovever, thia wWas no ordina~% opinit,

but rather Abe Lgncoln himoel?

Accopting and saquming that it is so,
- that old Abe was granted permission to
visit his earthly habitat, way?

Oertainly not for the love of it. Hea~
ven' surely must be a better place than
vwhat earth is now}

by Hal Rempe..;.

"*‘Porhaps it was té;help straighten out

our affairs (the same magazine also
reportved that Lincoln used spirituale
ium during tho 01v11 war.)
. 7his we also doubt. And then too, he
might have just been lonely. However we
also doubt this, a8 so much griocf had
ccne to his shoulders in his life, and

- during his White House atay.

Pinally it might havo ﬁast beon (3 O
Pronidont Trumanls fortile imagination.
Or, maybe. the magazine in question, had
a nagty habit of changing tho quotation

g;arouni. The last two, may be it . . .

"INSP'IRATIO'N"

The Poerson that said “Insplratlon via,

8 nine-teuths

ork", ic porhaps moro cerrect than <the fellow that persplration, pnd o little

said it the other way around.
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NOT LOUSY o . & JUST BRILLIANTS By Ted Pedersen
Dear Waf, "The Jead Be Damrel! is not different. The plot has been used with
variations, a million timeu, Thae theme of the story has becn overvorlked to the
point whero I hesitate to read & story of that typee In fact, I had to force my-
self to read TDBD. But I finclly did read it, ond as T seid before the plot was
lousy. Still, one thing makos me rate TDRD &s the top feature of the Jamary
issuc: Rothlands brilliant style of writing. This guy is terrifici He took onc
of the worot plotc ever creatod and turned it into one of the best stories I!VE

ever had the pleasurc to read., Perhaps I could get a story from him for my fore-
theoming fanzine: Fantastic Adventures Fanzing.

Now after all these kind words I think I'm ontitled to a bit of frec adverti-
sing. Ao I gaid before I am the editor of a fortheoming fanzine. FAF is thirty
Pages of top quality articles and stories by leading fan and pro authors, Sub-
scription retes are 25¢ the copy or $1.00 per year. It is published quarterly
at 140 Yest 76th strect, Seattle 7, Wash.

Editor's Notet Thanks for the words about

Rothlandse I'm sure he appreciates them. Ifick
with your mag « o « - :

HE BLEW A FUSE! By Elmer R. Xirk
My robot file clerk blew a fuse in his

transformer leaving his mental recorder a
total blankee-the motol monster can’t roe

~ -member-Lif I sont you & sub or not .« « dAnyway,
enclosed is two-bits for three more issuen,
which should teach the weak mindod monster
a thing or two . « -

I did receive theo January issue of BREVI~
ZINE and enjoyed every bit of i%. One of
_the best woirds over to be published, The
Dead Be Damned, by Al Rothlands - toll him
go for me.

|

|

|

{
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|

|
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I can hardly wait to sec Brevizine in ito |
now format. - Buffala, lo. '
! |
Editor!s Note: Welll be happy to toll Alex i
|

|

}

:

|

i

|

)

|

you enjoyed his story, Elmer; watch for his

new ono: '"Ono egPEiKHell; Iwo For Heaven",
By tho way, well for Al in saying that

we're sure he enjoyed your story, How about
moreq?? o

/ i 7L

"DON'T WORRY MYRTLE! THEY!R®
JUST AS SCARED AS YOU ARE!

AGIEE:II‘IG VITH KUGHMONT! by Fred B. Christoff}
I find myself agroving with everything that
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Hnghﬂnntieaya. Seme too with Paul Mittelbuscher, I buy all the proziheajéxdept"
Gelady, Pantastic, and Astounding, because thoir lack of reader columms and foa=

- dureb. Nuff sald.

Mibt do my writing co I won't blame you for the mistako you mado when you sald

~ -~k J1kod IDBD.above tho.othors. I didn't I 13ked "Viewpoint! bagt. If T, oajd othe .

.
R T IR T O i a i TP R :  J L J o . i ‘ .ﬁ - ST T T R T
. . - .

- erwige it is my mistimke. Bost of luck with the now Brovil. = Ontaric: Oénada.

Bditor®a Note: Your long letter of well-thought—out criticism was takon to heart,

“Frod, bub was unfortuanately cut in moot parts. I'm sorry if I made the mistake -

of your atory ratingo. Howover, it might have boen thoe typist'c fault, who does

‘our stenciloe « ¢ + ¢ s o o ' - N . -

' s . % - @

>

A COVER GRIPEL} : by Tom Piper.

I'll start this ono off with  gripe about your eovero. Vhy ok vwhy do yOu_gl—
wayo uge the best covers on the back. If this serpent cover was used on the front,
it would have caused a bisper sonsation than the one illustrating: "Kaylmo: Mare
tian", Ch well... R 4 ) _ | .

Congrats on anothor find editoriall

"Koylmos Martian® was not good, it waen!t baed, but tho most supor-sonsational
Plece of fiction you or anyono olse has oyer published} I have nover read any-
thing}bgtte: than Warnerfc story. I wondoer if any one olso will agroc with me?

"gpirits From The Bottio" is another fing Pieco. - Santa Monica, Oalif.

Bditor's Note: How do you like this month?s cover? Welve publinhed a 1ot-of Wore
nerls gtories, and think they!re all good. Our own personal favorite io Y@irst

Flight* which appears in thic_issue. By the woys for all potential readers Tam
publishes a fanmng called “Roasan®, which is 2 very good first atiempt. x

i B T

1

UNCONDITIONAL W A R | - . by Mro. Pat E, Lowis,
@Got Brov! today and immodiatoly turned to the letter column. Say « Now mayss -
be this Denald Cantin ie well~known. but Now Hompshire is a fair sizo atate. How:
could I send my thin little' dime to him without o better addrecs. I thought I
ought to soo what MIORO is like seoing he agrood with mol (G6c, somo one agrocs

with mo for oncel It might go to my hoadl) And vaf, don!t pit . h
arguo better than I can. Ho§§ tho mastor %!m tho p&Pil. Pity Mr. Lowis, ‘he can

-l - - -
STOP THE PRESSFSI HOLDEVER YT H I NGl I have just road "Tho Realm of ,

Books"l W A R - UNCONDITIONAL W A .RI1 Who over.told Hughmont he could roed} I
mot ropoat a statement I made proviously, Editor or up Editor {proferably the

How dare hel? And then ho has the colossal nerve 1o say § '

) ©¢ y Spillane isn't a wri
And that NO docont peoplo would look at, let alone read his books! I'beli::etggé
books sold 20,000,000 copies and are otill welling. That makes 20,006,000'people
wrongf?? Lot mo eay I resent him saying no decont poeoplo, eotce, bocamse I road all
Spillane books and most all my frienis do! Whon Rughmont can write and sell as

(Yughmont ) maybe
illanc is. camer—

well as Spillane, I'11 buy his books, too} (124
: -(MAYBBI) As he said
he'd bettor close his mouth, or ho'll havoe to eat:gis vwords! gp

cial and Browne knows itl
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hove A pox on himi}! yours for more and more Spillane! « Portland Maine.

Editor's Note: In the most part we aroc in eomplete ogromment with you, neverthe-
leos Hughmont writes it, and I (who mind you, mostly agroes with you).has tg an=-
ewer for it} Sob] sobl We beliove in frec speoch both for you and Erwin. We'lre
cgurc the "no decent peoplo’ phrase was not a roflection on any of our readere: :
Howover, lot!s romomber vhile Mickoy might soll those 20,000,000 ?ookS‘any critic
who touches those hot pages of his, alwayg pang thom, whqn_pngg;}qg_gheq_gg}}g,__
- 77 " REAL JOURNALISM. We don®t blame Howard Browhd Tor publishing hig Spiilans etoriea,
(wo'd publish one, if Mickoy scent ono to us) bui nevertholoss it's not the bosct
iction from a morit stundpointa = ) ]
Ongicback-magazino buyers Mrs. Lewio has SF mage from 51 and '?2 vhich ghe will
give to tho firet porson who will pay the postagc. Hor address_is: 122 Gertrude

Avonue, Portland, M2ine o ¢ o » ¢ o o

ON THE SUBJECT OF LOVECRAFT.«.. by Charles 0. Dynzof.
Dioogree with you re: A otory boing written in the Lovecraft style. No offense
intended to HPL fans but perocnally T think he was the croakicot weakest writer
cver to hit the fantasy fiold. As on imitator he was ouperb (witnoeos "Silvor
Koys" Dunsanoch overtonos, and the "Outesider" which is cortainly an ccho of
Poe) as an originator (and I refor specifically to the so-called "Cthulu" mythos)
he was a terrific flop. I'm of the opinion thai if you and other editors culti-
vate this guy itl!s not going to be &0 good. S0 much for that.

Readers Section in B: Road your roply to my lettor. All I can say is you asked
for it! Am onclosing within another yarn vhich I hopo meets with your approval,

Sorry I've ramhled on overlong but I'm afraid that rare and vory doadly disoaso
known as "Lotteritingitis" has attackod mee So you can ignoro tho vapid remarke
to be found herein and blamo it on that, Thanks for hoaring me out. Bofore I fore
got good luck on your achedulod change of format, oven though having rocioved
only two issues I had grown fond of the vast~pockot sizmos ® Milwaukoc, Wiee

Bditorfs Noto: Lovecraft (like Spillano) is a Louchy subjoct, cveryone has their
~— - OWn.opiniong. The one you quotoed by the way; was Erwinte, and'not mine. However,

I do think Lovocraft was a clovor writer, but would have very littlo chance in
most modern day pulps, wore he still living.

That "Lottoritingitis" you opoke of is aivory contagious dicoase, unfortuanagely
I never catch much of it. Guoos I'im ©00 busy with stonecils &

"Exodua",_your fiction piocco, is found elsowhore in this issue. Vo thought it woo
vory well .dono. (The door is always open, fcr ficfion, Charlio).

* % % ] »

And that's that. Lottors are still floating around but we just can't ¢atch some
of the hotter ones long enough to hold onto them. Bolioevs me, samo of them are

hot{rgﬂughmont. como out from vnder that wastebasket; Pat Lowio! lotter is gone
nOW v .

It was hard to got 2 clear rating on last igssuels storica.

Wwe couldn't quito find out who,liked what. 80 many pcople gabbing

Wolre not quite ‘used to tho largo=sizo yot
Dynzof expressed tho wisheso that he was ooy
gsngliitﬁnfhWGlhgve quito a fow critics saying wo should havo oxpressed moro centi-
mor the tast emall magazino. After all thoso lottors, we donls have the heart
to camment yot on the small size. Ch, @od, the thought of it}

but are getting thorcs As Charlie
¥ to soe tho old format g0, GO wero
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MAN IS5 A OREATURE ALW.Y3 CHAPSHTNG FOR MWW IORTZONS. WOTW
BRIGHVFR GC..LS. IN ZIVRRTTEING TZRE 15 a FIIAL G0.l, AT
ENDINGS AN oLTIMATR RBLTHIIN: OF TIE MIN, LHRO0GL JJUJN-
LESS CENTURLIS Wi HAYY RTAURLD HEGHTL ULDRRAMED) (F oY
THE PREVIOUS3 JENTUPIAST AND NOY VR ARY L7 TEE BRINK OF A
NEW ONE . . « O3 YET UUTEAININZ ALL - . o THAT OF SPASE
TRAVEL! WHILE THE MC3T SIGNIFIOANT YiT, IS THiS IVE ™INAL
ONE? CAN THIS 35 TIE “GLaL" AND THE EFD TO MAN'S 4GHIEVE~
MENTS? OR, IN ALL PROBABYLITY, VILL IT BE OWLY THE B2GIN-
NII¢ OF CONGIZSTS ON DISTANT PLANETS, BRIGHT STARS, FAR
STRETCEWNG SCLAR 3YSTRMS! AMD IF THIS IS TRUE, WILL WE
FINALLY FIND AN ENDING, & "FINAL" TO OUR EXPANDING DIS-
TANCES? PERHAPS, BUT WHO CAN ANSYVER THESE QJESTIONS???
THE COSMOS? OR...WHEN WE HAVE SPAOL TRAVEL WILL WE FIND
THAT QUR BELIEF OF THE OQSMOS IS ALSO ONLY 4 MYTHY! 7 7
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Yllustrator:s WHITE.
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