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'BY GEORGE BROWN

There's a song currently popular which concludes with the logic, that what-
‘ever a woman is, she's necessary. Now we don't intend to argue such find-
ings, we'll leave that to Dr. Kinsey, instead we'll let George Brown tell
you 8 sensitive little tale about two nice men and a rather different you-

ng woman,

HANK FULLER FINISHED skinning two fine
gelts, He stretched their smooth silk-
like skins on a board and took them into
his cabin to dry. He was disappointed &t
only catching two gelts. After all, tru~
dging almost five miles through the snow
didn't make it a very profitable task.
Even if the gelt hides were worth a hun~
dred credit notes apiece, it was hardly
worth the long bone-weary task of getting
them. '

He took off his heavy Talfa bearskin
coat and hung it on e wooden peg. His eye
caught the date on the calendar. There
was a circle around the 25th., That was

We think you'll remember this one for some time! . . . . .- EJH,

er, which brought the young she-beasts
from the Earth's prisons and streets,
would be in Talfa. They usually stayed
$i11 the snéws came. His huge freme sh-
ook with silent laughter. You could al-
ways buy a girl; at your own risk. What
¢ould a skinny little thing with milky
skin possibly do .to him? He wasn't afre-
id. Besides Talfs winters ars ten months

'1ong end it gets ¥ery cold.

Hank- pushed, the big iron pot over the

‘fire and sat back in his chair, puffing

on his cigarette. He looked casually a-
bout the one-room cabin. It could be a
nice cozy little place if it was fixed

tomorrow, he thought. He put ‘away the gelt
hides and walked to the fireplace. The ci-
rcle was to remind him that he must go in-
to Talfa City for supplies before the he-
avy snows. He scratched his blond beard.
3esides his usual supplies, he thought,
-l1e would get some reading matter to pass
the long, cold, ‘lonely Talfa winter hours. into his mouth. "Damn,® he swore, as the
He gr‘maced through his beard. He night hot stew burnt his mo&th. -

«even get a young girl to cook for him. S - ‘ : t
THE NEXT DAY Hank woke early. He shi-
vered as his feet touched the cold floor.
He poked the fire to life and hurriedly

up. It would de nice to have a woman a-
round, someone to fix his meals, mend
his clothes, someone to talk to and to
love. The stew began to boil and he took
the long-handled poker and pulled it off
the fire. He dipped some hot stew onto a
plate and took a spoon and scooped some

He sat in his crude wooden chair and lit
a cigarette. He was sure that the freight-



got into his clothes. After a quick bro-
akfast of hot stew and hard bread, Hank
put on his heavy coat and gathered up
his hides and packed them tightly in two
bundles. He picked up his gun end went
out. The wind wes beginning to .bend the
straight trees. He looked up at the sun
which was coming over the hill; it look-
ed cold and lifeless. The snows wexen't
far off.

He went into the stable and tied t.h e
two bundles of furs onto the pack animal
and led the long-haired bveast out into
the two~foot snow, It stemped its webbed
feet ank Hank paused to make sure he had
everythiyg. Then he closed the door end
led the animel toward Talfa City.

Several times the beast got out in fre
ont. of him.and he had to run to keep up-
with it. "Slow down, ya damp animel ® he
shouted at it, but it aIWay managed to
keep a 11tt1e in front of him. Almost.
exhausted, Hank pulled the beast toward
a stop on top of a small snow covered, .
hill overlooking Talfa City. He gave the -
. animal a swat behind its long ear which
stood straight up. "Ya.like to run so
much, I'11 give ya a good run. I'1l get.
me bne of those riding snow hotses a n a
we'll run all the way back to the cabin.

Hank descended the nii1 slowi?; 1ooking
down the main street of the small settle~
ment, at the hude space freighter sitting
supsrior to its surroundings of small er-
ude dwellings. This ship, which ceme only
two times g year, brought supplies to Ta~
1fa, and took the main export of hides
back to Earth to be made into coats t.o
drape the backs of the beautiful - Earth
women. ,

Henk tied. the beast to the porch. pole
of Nick's store and went in. The store
was warm, too warm. He opened his goat
and strode over to Nick who was counting
up some numbers on his. 1ittle adding ma-
chine. Hank stood in front of hima n d
waited for him to finish.

' Nick pulled the lever, then wrote the
total in a big book. He looked over the
top of his glasses at Henk, and smiled an
dlmost toothless smile. "Well Hank, get-
ting ready for the hibernating season?“

"Yeah,% said Hank, fingering a plastic

caxrion of cigarettes. ]

"That's about the latest.thing. Thej
say it'1ll keep the smokes fresher long-
er."

"These scientists, they're always th-
inking of samething,“ said Henk, digging

~ into his pocket for his list, "Here this

is a list of things I'll need to tide me
over the heavy snow season."

Nick toeck the list: anﬁ mumbled o?er go=
veral items as he Walked out from behi-
nd the counter. "Okay, I'1l get them for
yp. How socon are ya going . ﬁo 1a&ve?*

Hank picked up a big red apple and took
4 biter “Oh, I'll be here gbout four ho-

.urs or: less."

Nick.nodded end began to set the items
on the counter. Shortly he stopped a n 4
loocked out toward the front of the store.
"How was the catch?®

. "Bétfer’thgn usuel ,* Hank aaid;?look-
ing for a place to throw the apple core.
"The hides er'e out front on the.Yak.%

“Good,good"" said Niek rubbiné his ha-
nds together.

#Say, did there happen to be dny o £
those women this trip?' g -
NICK TUERNED AND faced Heank, hig face
twisted into a grin, and he pulled at his
ear lobe. "Yeah," he seid with a chuckle.

Illustrator: Lane Marin,




"There was a few this trip, but Trouas wiat
I heerd yesterdey,there was only one left?
He lookdd at Hank over the top of his gl-
asses again, then said, "Ya plenning to
‘take a'wite?“

"Nawww, I need. someone to do my cooking
“and other small chores around the cabin.®

Nick chuckled again. "Yep, it gets mig-
hty cold.®

Hank grunted end walked toward the door.
"I'1l ve back," he seid

He walked repidly toward the space fre-
ighter. "Demn Nick, it's none of his bus-
iness Whet ‘I Qo," he thought. He walked
up the’ ramp and stOpped in- front of't'h e
huge door. It ‘swung open and he welked in.

"Hi there," seid a little man with no
hair. He extended his hend and Hank took
it end pumped 1t”eever91 times.

*I'4 1ike to” purchase one or those ' wom-
en,* he said, reeehxng into his back poc-
ket for his bag eqntaining the money.
''"Before the 1ittle man could speek, &
rough voice boomed behind Hank.

"Yere too late, I'm gonna Wuy- er'“

HANKiWHEELED AROUND and sew: Ben Dodge
coming through the door. His big ape-like
body stopped short of Hank. His Yellow
teeth shown through his heavy black beard.
and he was' puyilng ruriously. T

'Ben ya ol? huck LE snarled Hﬁhk
are ya doin' in this neck of the sticke°

I heard ye wae over in’the Dolfa section!
Hank peused. Or aid they rup ya out?"

WYere lookin' for:a fight, Hank."
"But yere not the man to give it to me. "

Ben grunted and backed away' frem Hank.

Hank Jaughed to himself. Ben probably re-

membered the time a few years ago when
Hank beat the pante off him.

"Oh dear," said . the 1ittle man. "Well,
the only.thing I kmow what we can do, ie
iet the two- of you bid for her and she'll
‘530 te the highest bidder."

Bq§ ted and before lonz a steel door
s1id’ bpen énd two hefty men ceme in lead-
ing & wcmen. And what a woman: Her skin

was.' ag’ white as.the snow, and her long bl-
ond heir hung down to:her walst. Hank hea-’

rd Ben wheeze end he was determined that

-«

: her.
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Ben wouldn't get his cruddy pSWS‘oﬁ ner

She wag even too nice a looking woman
for Hank, but he couldn't let Ben get a2

R
kK .‘

"A hundred credit note ® shouted. Ben,
almost frightening the poor girl righg
out of her skin.

"One fifty," said Hank..

Tears filled the girl's eyes and she
looked at the two men who were bidding
for her. "Why do I have to be sold here
like g cemmon”sleve?"she said, -

" Beri laughed. NBecause that's . whet ya
are," and continued to laugh at his grim

'humor.

%You were told hundreds pf times,® the
little man said. "You were nothing but a

. street wanderer, And on Earth we don't

allew it
#Two hundred, % bellowed Ben. '

. WAng rityy," said Hank end Ben showed
‘his. teeth.

THE GIRL LOOKED at Hénk, end theén back

.at the little man. "I-I told you I wa s
.Yooking for an sunt," she looked at Hank,
éher eyes pleading. *I have an aunt.®

Henk looked at the’ "1ttle man. He was ,
gheut 'to say something when the little
van sald, "Her aunt’couldn't be found.
We spent hundreds of credits trying t o
locate her, but to no, evail.® He laughed.
%She doesn't even have any idea where she
is. A cock—and-bull story.

WT-three hundreﬂ," eaid Ben looking the
little men 'in fhe face, hoping that h e
would ¢lose the bidding. .

,WAnd - 1fty," said Hank. _

"Demn ya, ya. ain't got that much.

Hank pulled three hundred end rifty in
credit notes out of ‘his beg. He smiled as

" he wetehed Ben's faee grow red with hat-

Ted. Ben turned and stormed. through the
door. "Damn ya," he sald as the door slid
shiit behind hlm. .

"Alright Mr-—-

"Riller," said Hank,

"Alright Mr. Fuller," the 11ttle man
said, then motioned for the girl, ‘to, Lear
ve as he handed Hank a piece of paper.
"Sign on the bottom line;, 1t'e her rele-
ase papers. By the way, her neme is Irma
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Wills.®

Hank signed the paper. “Ahhh L said the
little men, "she may cause you & bit o
trouble. She can't seem to understand why
all the baed women and streetwalkers a r e
sent here to become wives of the Talfa
men. We tried to tell her that it was to
stamp out crime. Personally, I think she's

a good women, but I don't make up the laws

and the lawmakers were too busy having fun
to heer her case. It's too bad but--—

The door slid open and she came out cer-
rying her few belongings in a small suit-
case. Hank gave the little men the money.
Then Hank took hold of her arm, ‘

She spun sround and grabbed his beerd-
~pullin3 with, ell her might.--

$Damn!" said Hank throwing up his hand.
He caught her wrists and foreed them ¢t o
her sides. He felt sick. "Don't be like
that., I won‘t he ‘mean to ya.

SHE SOBBED ammmr and’ walked déswn the
remp. *I'm not-bad," she aid, 'I'm not
bad." Samething’ twisted Hark's gytdé; h e
was sorry he had bought her,.but’ ‘Zlad that
Ben wouldn't get his hends on heér. "I know
yere not, Irma," Hank said, wand believe
me, I won't be mean to ya.

-She looked beck at him and WIped her

cheek then turned and walked saways keep—
ing a few paces in front of him. Hank no-
. ticed her shivering. It wasn't afty wonder,
with just a thin jacket :end her legs .bare
from: almost the knees down.

Hank busied himself getting her two werm

dresses and a heavy Talfa bear cOat. He
checked the supplies and took them out and
loaded them on the yak. He reentered the
store and helped Irma into her heevy coat.
She didn't utter any objection, but put it
on ‘and pulled it tight around her.

*We're ready," Hank said. Irma opened
the door and went out. .-
“Got youraelf a’ beauty," Nick said

Hahk smiled and looked at her sﬁanding
veside the Yak. He snapped his finger.
*Ya got a snow horse I can buy?“ Hank as-
ked Nick.

"Got one."

"I'1]1 take it."

Nick went around the building ard-retur-

¢ -
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ned shortly with a fine black one. Hank .
pulled out‘his bag of money, “How much?"

"Hundred."

Hank handed him a hundred and helped
Irme onto the horse. He, got up behind
her: Jerking the horse's head he turned .
teward home.

Hank felt Irma shivering through h e r
heavy, coat. He felt worried and spurred
the horde. "Ya cold?" he asked.

¥No," was her blunt answer.

When they arrived at the cabin it w a s
dark. The wind:was bending the trees al-
most over and he felt the snow hitting

‘hhs face, The BROwSs wer's here.

He lifted Irme rrom the horse end h e
stiffened; her eyes were shut and she fell
egainst him in-'a deed .faint. He frentic-

"ally Yook his glove .off -and touehed -her
face. It wns hot hot es the tOp or a
'steve. ceotu “

He carried her into the cabin and set
her gently in a.chair. Then he hurriedly
tisde up :the -bunk, neatly .spredding. t h 6
blankets. He- then picked hem yp and leid
her gently in the bunk. Firewood was ga-
thered and a fire made, Hhter ‘was heeted
to bathe her.. :

HE REMOVED HER heavy coat; his ringers

'ﬁoved nervously as he undressed ‘her. He.

stopped, stering .at the white.loveliness,
the curve of her body. Its softness made

him draw his big rough hand away; efraid

thet 1t might mar . its loveliness. God, he
had. never seen aaythins so beeutiful‘

This was something e menpcould feest
his eyes on forever, without ever tiring.
He knew thet she had to be hisj; ‘he would
coax her to'come to.him willingly. He
must have her.

Carerully he bathed her end cled her in
one of the fine new dresses whichihe hed
bought her. He then made & broth end fed

-1t to her slowly. .-

The heavy snow was upon them. thk.se~

w;aled all the cracks.and busied himself
"around the cabin. The girl lay without

moving in.the bunk for two days. Then ou
the third she pushed back the heavy ccv.-
ers and looked at Hank, who was sittiig




next to the bed. He smiled. "How do y o u

feel?™ She looked at him for a moment and |

- then looked down at the new dress which
covered her body. She ran her white hands
over the front.of the dress and locked at
Hank. His eyes met hers: "I've got some
nice beeve meat on the fire.. It'11 ve good
for ya.™ He got up and went to the fire~
place. He set the meat on the tablé*a’'n-d"
watched as she slowly walked toward 1t
looking at the food. ' ot

"Beeve? What kind of meat is that?” she
asked sitting at the table.. . ST '

_ Hank sccatched his heavy beard. VWéll
' fit's like the meat of the deer back. o n
“;Earth. . 3

' Irma took a small piece and put it to
her lips,. then proceeded to fill her pla-
te. ..
. Hank smiled and walked toward the win-
"dow. He’ looked outside at .the ‘snow, which
'was ‘hesping up, and clicked his. tongue.
%1,00ks 1like 1t'11l be a month evén before
I'11 be able to go and look at the:traps!

WTrapst? ' '
"Hank turned and looked at Irma She sat

in front of the fireplace with a plate of

‘ food‘ *Traps?” she repeated.

' "Ygs,® Hank satd; Walkzng tOWard her.
"That's what I do for a living on this
cold planet. I frap the wild enimals for
their hides 86 the women df the Earth havd.
' something to keep, them warm." -

"Is that all this »- planet . 1s good
for?" :
"Yes ma'em."
She looked about the cabin, her creamy
white features. twistéd into dislike. "So
this is. where you have brought me?%

o "Héll " she said snirfing back e sob

wI1'il Just have to make the best of 1t."
Her eyes met Hank's and she drew .them . a-
way. "If it's alright with; you, I'll sta-
rt to earn my keep now. Where's the broom,
and dust pan?® She rose and looked at the
bew1ldered Hank."

‘WNo need for that now.fwait‘tlll you're
stronger." He put his hends on her sho-
ulders; she yielded to him like something
dead. He let her go, and she turned her
back to him. "Don't be like that, Irma. I
wish that ya would come "ta 1like me. I ai-
n't such a bad felldw.

"I d1d come to you, bearded one. I'1l

7

do all your chores end answer all yoar
whims, but don't esk me to love you. I'o

not worry, you wili get your three hun-
dred-and fifty credita’ worth,rrom'me."

- Something snepped 1naide or‘Hank It
- boiled over; and he pointed toward the
- eorneér of, the cebin, "Alright then, demn,
- there's the broom over there in the cor-
neri Get busy.? Irme picked up the broom
..and.begen to ¢lean the room. Hank felt

- sitki "Please Irma," he said, "don't,

Put the broom back. Yere not strong en-
- ough to work yet." Irta looked at him.-
.-"Please," Hank whispered. :

She put the broom back and walked over

. %0 the bunk. She sat loocking: at her fin-

gers in her lap. "I-I'm sorry. You're o-
nly trying to be nice, and I won't let
. you == I'm sorry." .

. "Fbrget it » thk said.z

' HANK WOKE LATE the next morning. He
was surprised to see that Irma was al-
_ready up.: The arome of coffee filled his
nose and the:crisp smell of méat frying.
He pushed the blankets aside, and for
the first time in years, the floor was-
n't cold. He smiled as he rulled on his
heavy boots.: “Mbrning,‘ he said.

‘ “Mbrning,“ Irma answered, not looking
drbund at him aé she went ebout fixing
tfeakfast.

"Smella mighty good,® Hank said, sniff-
ing the food on the table as he. sat down,
Irma sat at the other end of. the table,
resting her arms on the end. "Hadn't you
better wash, bearded one?* she said a
bit- sarcastically.

Hank's eyes grew large. That was the
first time anyone hed ever told him to
“do that especlielly at his own table. And
for seme reason or other he-didn't mind
one bit., He pushed back his cheir a n d
walked to the washstand. ‘As he washed his
hands he glanced into the mirror. "Beard-
ed one," he thought te himself. He rub-
bed his blond beard and dried his hands.

After breakfast Hank pulled down some -
of his new hides and screped the flegh

' off them, pausing several times to fcel

his beard. He grumbled to himself as he
put the hides beck in their place anc
went to the washstend, pulling out hL's



straight razor. As much as he hLated to,
he .slowly removed his thick beard. Afiter
he had washed the soap from his lace; he
lqoked into the mirror. He lcoked at him-
self in bewilderment, not sure that this
mirror-face was. his.

Irma was making up the bunks when He wae
lked over to her and nlaced his blg hands
on her soft shoulders.

She straightened slowly and turned t o
face him. "Yes, bearded o-~% 3She paused
and looked at him in amazement. "Why, you~.
've shaved,® she said, raising her hand to.
his cheek. The softness of her hand- Sent .-
goose flesh up Hank's back. He trled t o
think of -omething to say but'he was at a
cOmplete loss of words. She smiled warmly
and quickly dropped her hand to her side.

"I never did hear your name,* she said. Yy

B T

A}

"Just call me Hank." i

She walked to the fireplace and picked
up a piece of wood and placed it on the .
fire, then turned %o face him. She smiled
“Alright -— Hank.® -

THE NEXT FEW days were pleasant Hank
went sbout his work treéting his hikes end
Irma did her chores. Tn the evenings and
~0dd moments they talked, mostly about the
man called Hehkr'HEﬂk*tel& heér about this
newly ‘discovered planet Talfa, and.how he
came to settle here. About its. many .fur-
bearing ahimais, ahd why it was so back-
ward in such & modern and fast universe.

#But it's herd to understand," Irma as-
ked with ipterest. "Can't semething b & |

done. to bring Talfa out of this.wilder - . .

ness?%.. .

"Well, I auppose it could but then if
they did something sbout its cold atmos-~
phere, there wouldn't be all these animals
to trap, then .the whole universe would be
at a loss. My guess is that they'll keep
Talfa like 1t is."

- "Yes, it would be nice to have some pl- -
" ace that is’ ‘almost completely untouched . "
Irma looked out of the window, her eyes in
a dream. ®I'1) bet this virgin land i s
really beautiful."

*WYes, it sure is," Hank said sitting cl-
oser. Ho slipped his arm around ner waist.
He felt her body press next to his and
then saw her fists clutched tightly in her
lap, so tight that her knuckles grew whi-

“her head on a post.

+o. Shz was soming tc him 1iko zghe zai.
she would, "Woy not.® he thouxht to hl

J-L.c&l
self he hal bought her. She began to ir-

emble and Hank released her and stood urs
" He lotked down gt her; he wanted to take

her in his arms dnhd kiss her but some ~
thing kept him back. Itma sat vefy quiet-

Aly looking at the floor. Now Hank wasn't

sure if she had come to him because she
hed to or because she wanted to. He pull-
ed her to her feet and crushed her small

_body to his. "I love ya,: Irma,® he said.
“Do ya jove me?" Hank watched her eyes

become glassy. She pulled herself frée.

‘#Please, Hank. I told you never to ask
/e that," she sobbed as she threw herself
“oh her’ bunk.

"I'm sorry," Rank said, walking toward

.+ the window., He was sure that she wes fall-
ling for him. He rybbed his naked chin. He
'thought she was. = °

"Suddenly Hank's attention was attract-

"‘ed by a noise in the stable. Hs looked

out at the building, then walked over and
put on his heavy coat. "Sounds like that
demn Yak has broken loose," he said, pick-
ing up the lantern. He felt a tug on his
shoulder. "I*11 take the lentern, You'll
need both hands free for the door." Her
eyes looked l1ke'emall pools,

®It's pretty cold out there.

%111 be alright." ’ '

* Hank 8hoveled- the Heavy snow sway from
the dobr and pulled it open. He entered
the dark steble and Irma followed him.
She held up the lantern —- suddenly a
piercing scream filled the steble. Just
inside the door was, the ape-like form of
Ben Dodge, his’ yellow teeth’ drooling sa-
liva end in his hand wes & gun,

The gun roared before Hank had a chen-
ce to protect himself. A large hand grab-

~-bed the blood-smeared shirt and Hank fell
t0 the stable floor.

"No, -- no," screamed Irma as she ran
to his side. She fell on” the lxmp form,
starting to cry.

Ben walked over to her. He laughed and
shot his heavy boot out, striking her in
the face. She went sprawling back and hiwv
"Ya like the cium,
huh," Ban said, pickiag up the lancern
and holding it cver Haunk, He lifted Li'r
gun and fired. There was a sickenily thu:
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and Ben stood laughing insanely. He pick~
ed up Irma and carried her back to the
cabin,

There was a steady pounding in Hank's
ears. He lirtéd himself slowly and with
almost unbearables pain he dragged himself
up to a post and leaned heavily against
it. His eyes catight .the webbed feet of the
Yak, which continued to thump the ground.
He felt the warm flow of blood which was
pouring down his neck. He ground his tee-
th .together to ease the throbbing pain in
his chest. He felt dike screaming, then he
saw'Ben's big ugly form in the window.o ¢
the cabin. He theught of Irma; then c¢limb-

«ing to his feet, he walked slowly toward

the cabin. Hatred burned his brain and:the
pain seemed to leave him. He thbught of
what Ben might do to here .. .7 U

HE REACH'ED 'I'HE cabtn an& threw open the
door. Irma ley on the floor, her dress al-
most completely off and her hends tied in
front of “her, as Bén dragged hér across
the fleor. Ben swung around to face Hank
when ‘the door banged against the side of
the cavin. '

"Pretty damn hard to kill, ain't ya?"
he sneered as he pulled cut.a long-bladed
knifé. "This time I'1l do a betiter job.
I'11 cut ya in little dits end hang-ya.up
for dait."” He lsughed and made for Rank.

THE TWO MEN hit the floor.with a hard

4hid, with Beh on top. Ben hadled beck the

knire and pluhged &t toward Hednk, Hank:

jerked his head to one side just in time. .

He struck at him sgain. The knifé stuck
8611dly in the floor. Hank's arms. entwin-
“ed Ben's neck with the huge. giant. tearing
-at Hank's wound. The blond figure let cut
a yell,-then forded his feet under Ben and
with a mighty push he sent Ben crashing

ainst the far wall.” :

" Ben rose’ to his feet. He arched his:
back like a mean bear and came charging at

Hank in bull. fashion. Quickly Hank pulled

the knife. frem the floor and hurled.it at .

him. Ben stopped in his tracks. He: gaspedw _

and tried to pull the lmife out whicu

had plented itself solidly in his neck.
He screamed and fell tace down on t h e
,rloor. R TR

WHank, Hank," cried Ima, funning t o

- him. She litted his head onto her 1 ap
.end kissed his rorehead.v

"Are you slright?n
"Yeah " he gesped. S

Hankwlaid in the bunk his woxmds tre-
ated and Irma at his -side. She ran her
-fingefs through his- hair.

- WYoir asked me 11‘ I lovend ym, Hank ".

iShe smilad. ﬂ'ell I 30 ~- Very much.

"Ya mean you'll be mr»wife?" he- ask—
ed, raising up.
"YOB»

it

+

Hank took her into. his ama and kiss—

ed her. Irma shivera_d and I_Ianl; held ...
her tighter.'

"It dops get cold on this planet does—
.n't 17" Irma caid., o

Hank kiued her again and said in her
esar, "Yes, honey, it does. It geta real
' real cold." . ‘ :

4 Illustrator: Cimball.
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We've always wondered about the mysterious qualit§" of being stubborn.
Teke this Grant fellow that Elmer Kirk so capably relates about, Stubb-
orn as they come. Seems he ‘wanted to satisfy his curiosity c¢oncerning
a rusty gate, and some very bizarre people. He did, too. That's what
makes this such an interesting little tale! . . . . . « « ¢ « « o~ BJH,

WI WOULDN'T GO, cut to that 0ld deserted

" " log cabin in the hills if I were you, Mr.

Grant,* Cherlie Davis advised.v"Ybu're
just asking for trouble."

"Why?" I asked lifting an eyebrow ques~
tioningly. “Spooks--or something?“

"No ohe sdetts io know," he etplained.
But thefe is something, well -er, super-
natural about the 0ld Nathan Bloodstone
place. The old log cabin is a shambles o-
vergrown with briars and wild vines. The
fences have disappeared years ago~—-all
except the old iron gate. It stands solid
between two upright posts. But it won't
stay closed. Some——some unseen hand Opens
the blamed thing.

Now I happen to be one of those obstin-
ate fellows who likes to tempt Fate then
bellyache ebout my plight afterwards. Just
as sure as someone tells me not to do so-
méthing I do it enyway, then holler like
hell because I'm alweys in some kind o f
trouble.

And, so it happened to me agqln in this
case.

I_had moved into the Ozark mountains é-
nlythe year before, seeking the peace

~and quiet scenes of the hills. 0ld Char-

lie Davis, my hearest neighbor, knew all

:the folklore of the hills and put me ri-

ght with the clannish neighbors.

~ I had heard faint rumor before about
the mydterious 61d gate oilt on the Blood-
stone place and had made it a point now
to inquire of Charlie about it, As I said
before, I am always sticking my nose into
things I shouldn't.

"You mean to say, Charlie,* I asked,
"that someone goes .in and out that gate
and never closes it, when it isn't nec-

. essary to use the gate at all because of

no fences?"

"Yep, that's the size of it exactly,"
he said.

"0f course," I sald haltingly, “there
must be some exmlanation to such weird
circumstances -~ the wind probably blows
it open."

"Impossible.. I'm telliﬁg you, Mr. Grant




I wouldn't go out there if I were you..."

That did it. I squinted at the sun, hill-
man fashion, and reckoned the time of ev-
ening at four o'clock. A chill autumn wxnd
foretold a cold evening ahead.

"I bid old Charlie goodbye, resolving to
drive back into the hills to the haunted
cabin, against Charlie s advice and my own
better ‘Judgment.

I STOPPED IN at my own cabin, picked up
my automatic pistel, a ragged quilt, t wo

tallow tapers, a short length of iron cha-~

in, and a heavy padlock. I put these items
into my car and headed back into the hills.
I was going to solve the.mystery of that
iron gate or know the reason why.

The setting sun was a red-blood ball of
fire in the sky when I finelly located the
deserted log cabin. What light there w a s
at my back, cast my long dim shedow in fr-
ont of me as I approached the rusty gete..
It was open. I put down my quilt that 1T
had bundled my things into, opened it and
took out the iron chain and the heavy pad-.
lock. I tried to close the gate with on e
hand but it wouldn't budge. It stayed open
in one position as if some giant hend was
holding it fast,

I let go the gate, put the chain and pe-
dlock on the groutid at my feet, in order
to give the horrid thing a qu;ck jerk wigh
both hands. I rested my fingers lightly,at
first, on: the rusty iron, bracing myself
for the final effort. The gate felt cold
like some slithering serpent that had just
crawled from a chill-damp cavern. The gate
closed without further effort oh my part
as if in obedience to the wailing chent of
a Hindu snake charmer. I shuddered. -

I could see now why the wind could no t
blow it open. The hook was one- of those
heavy affairs with a spring safety cateh
that snapped closed, over..the fastener o n
the gate post, It took the pressure of fi-
ngers to release the snep hook in-order to
open the gate. I wondered how "unearthly"
fingers managed such maneuvers. "

I-snapped the fastener shut, Wrappeifthe*
iron chain through the gate and back: arou-

+ nd the post, twice, then snepped the hea-

vy padlock through the ends of the chaih
links. Now, I thought, jus’ le‘ atvthing
Iry to open that old gate, be ¢ -hunian or
NN o wernatural Then I maic iy way to-

ward the’ <agging log house.
Dayllght had" vanished.

A FULL MOON had started her celestial

"“ark in the eastern’ sky, casting eerie sh-

adows ebout the desolate house. A tangle
of briers and blackberry bushes had over-
grown the path., Wild grapevines swayed

. from the branches of a chinkapin tree 1i-
ke the tentacles of a huge black octopus
searching for its next victim.

" The drear& adobe was like moat cld~time
log houses,ﬂa heavy thong protruded thro-

“ugh a small hole in the slab door, used

f0 11ft the wooden Ratch inside. After
careful effort, the latch-bar lifted and
I slowly pushed the creaking door ‘inward.
The odor of 0ld empty houses filled m y
nostrils as I lay my dbundle down and 1lit
a taper.

The place was a one-room affair with a
naetive stone fireplece et one end. Th e
most amazing incongruity was the sight of
‘battered old furniture still remaining as
if someone hed left it in a hurry, never
to return. .

Fine powdered dust covered the place
like & mist. An old oeken bucket stood on
a wash shand and an antiquated weight-dri-
ven clock rested on the mantel over t h e
fireplace,-its face faded and coversd with
dusty spiderwebs, silent for years.

I could see nerrow slits of moonlight
through the rough-hewh walls where t h e
mud chinking had released its aged hold
falling to theé floor in 1ittle heaps like

- ant~hills. The wind, whistling through the

walls, made the place as dreary and celd
as a tomb.. I decided that a fire in ¢t h o
tireplace would do no harm end might pos-
aibly bolster ny . ebbing courage.

I-had taken only a:couple of steps:tow—
erd the deor, which was.left partly open,
when the faint clanking sound of a chain
drifted to my ears from the gate outside,
I patted my belt. to be sure that my auto-

.matic was there and crept silently: teward

the opening. I peeked very cautieusly e-
round the edge of the door. Nothing.w a s
there, The gate was still chained.and io~
cked as I hed left it. =~ .. . - .

Thinking that my ears had deceived me,
I slipped outside in the search of wiod
for the fire. After much looking aroun’



and many scratches from briars, I finally
brought in an arm load of dead wood a n 4
dropped it beside the fireplace. I kind-
led the fire carefully but it only smol-
dered and went out leeving a thick h a ze
of smoke to dim the flickering candle. I
felt like ripping the planka from the one
and only boarded-up window but thought
better of it because of the chill night
air. I presumed that the chimney was sté-
pped with many birds' nests and let it go
at that.
' Then I spread my quilt: back of the par-
t1ly opehed door and prepared for my watc-
hful vigil of silent listening._; L

THE ‘MINUTES DRAGGED by like prolonged
time at & death—watch. My ears were Cocke
ed for the least bit of noide from-t.h e.
outside. An old.owl acreechéd his. eerie.
Wwail from the uppermost branches of. a thee
outside and his cry of gloom .died i n t o

_raint echoes among the distant hills. ‘.

Now, at thls juncture let me assure you
that I am not one bit superstitious - = -
well ah, maybe about as little as't h e
average. The instinet of fear and super—
stition is inherent to a veried degree in
all humean beings. Since medieval time, man’
has fought this inate beast of. the. m;nd-
try bending over a sleeping baby and sud-
denly screaming, boo., What does.a tiny .
behy know sbout fear end superstition, un-
less it is inherent? And, I suppose, for
that reason ny subconscious had me tuck
that autamatic under my belt

It was then, while pondering on these
frailties of men's prime instincts, that
I nodded my head in helf-sleep... I stood
up, however, by the sudden "bong" of a
¢lock. The deep vibration reverberated in
_the darkness like the crash of a meteor.
The taper had gone out. I gazed in awe to-
ward the old silent clock on the stone .
mantel-piece., The antiquated ¢lock was que.
iet and dead in its web graveyard.

- Nerves, I said to myself, just plain
,nerveg end nothing more.

e .
I started to sit downlagain when I hea-
rd it. It came from the old iron gate out
" side. I clutched my gun'in my hand a n 4
sprang for the dbor. The gate was. wide o-
pen.
A shadowy figure of a man was coming

toward me, his arms swinging like a gorile .

la's. "Stop where you are, you son of a
bitch, or I'1ll drill you full of holes,®

did you open that gate?“

"I gould recover from the surprise.

‘1ips. The heir was shoulderdlength black
* and matted.

".led a shrill squeeking sound like yhe ch-

I domanded.,

He kept right on coming toward me. I
squeezed the trigger and the report deai:
ened me. Nothing heppened.

"Wait," he said. "Don't do that. My nnme
is Nsthan Bloodstone, the owner of this
property. What do you mean by this intro-
sion?"

"Stay where you are, " I ordered. "How

"THat," He seid, "is exasctly none o f
your demned business.® He lunged end kno-
cked the gun sailing from my hand before

I braced myself for the attack but none
came: Then I saw his face in the moonli-
ght. It was almost too horrid to describe.
Every feature about him was repulsive. His
eyes were beastial, set bdack in his heed
like those of a mummy's his skin was st~
retched like dry brown paper and his mou-
th was screwed sidewise ‘to his face; with
two tiny tusks protruding through his: thin

i“Look,” I tried egain. "You tell m e
héw yeu came through that gate «~~ or one
ef us is going Yo be damngd sorry."

_,He conitinued to stare at me. I had seen
thode eyes among the local natives, some-
place. Were they mutant? I.thought.

. I let go a solid right tohis jaw. It
conneécted with a thud. But he. only cack-

atter 6f an excited monkey. He unloaded
on me--and the lights went out...

WHEN I CAME to, it was raining 8 regu-
1ar ‘downpour. I was stiff and sore all o-

.ver. One eye was: swelled shut and a dozen

buzz-saws were:whirling eround ihside my
head. This should teach me, I thought,not
Yo stick my damn nose into other pggple S

business.
—Sansts

The rain, I suppose had brought me a-

‘round. I got up and looked sbout. A pale

eura of gray hung in the early morning °
8ky. ‘I looked with my one good eye teward
the gate. It was gone. Nothing but empty

‘post holés remained where it had stood tha

night before.

I gearched emong the bramdles for my eu:-
tomatic, found it and then weént into s
log cabin for my quilt, It was behind e
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door where I had left it. My car was a 1 1 white whiskers and looking at me with tL.
right when I got into it and the motor re- hypnotic and unblinking stare of a rept-
sponded with a happy tune to the starter 1ije,

_ button. I turned around and hesded atrai- ’ :
ght for old Chaplie Davis' cabin. "Go en," I encouraged.

Smoke was rolling from theuchimney of - "THERE'S LITTLE MORE to tell," he con-
his fireplace and I could smell an: early $inued. "Maggie Ware —-that was the wen-
breskfast of home-cured bacon cooking, 88 ,n's5 neme-— vanished from the hills & n d

1 spproached his door. . hasn't been heard from since. Nathan Blo-
odstone left his gate open for her ever
"Come in, ride up a chalr and Sit " h ] after th&p, hoping that Smeday she would

said in response to my knock, ﬁ
- .return to;jim, Some people thought she went
The warmth of the' fireplace was comfor- 4nsane 1eg§4 iy him... B

ting. I wasbphilied apd stlll soaking Wet.
Be stopped again and ‘started that ungod-
. "That 1is a beauty,” old Charlie said 1y snake-eye stare. I looked about that
" pointing to my closed, and puffed. eye... cabin wildly and for the first time real-
"Where'd you get it?" ' 1zed that the furnishings here were & n
; i exact duplicate of those out at the haun-
. 1 Paid little attention to his reamrk, . ted Bloodstone cabin. I wondered what the
. I was looking one-eyed at an old motto " ' 513'man would look like with the beard

‘hanging on the rough~hewn well. It reed : gorde from his’ face and fangs stuck in his
"They came to the iron gate that leadeth erecked toothless mouth,
to the city, which of itaelf opened to

them. Mets xid, 10" ‘“‘ . _ No, I thought it oan't be~ he s too
: old.  He's =~ - "
M saiad, " Charlie repeated, "Where did —

you get that black eye?" } ~ Then I looked stratght into those sunk-
) “Oh that L ¥ answered reluctahtl;y. L d Qn, be&dyg mlinking eye' again and said:
got clipped ‘while T was snooping’ around -“lhere 13 Nethaﬁ‘Bloédstone now?"
the Nhthan Bloodstone place lest night " _
"I don't know," he chattered trying to
L warned you," setd through bis ﬁ°°th' make a joke of it, YHe didd £1fteen- years
1?88 mouth. "But you wouldn't take my ad- 'ago. mnny thing,‘ he stroked hiﬂ beard
vice.®
again-~ "happened last night. Somebody
"Look," 1 said. “Te%l me. about Nathan left Nathen Bloodstoneé's o6ld rusty gate at
Bloodstone, will you? - _ , the back of my cabin. It was chained and
padlocked shut...®
hi"Sure.d'hﬁg little I‘know,ﬂ he strokéd 1 34,xed over toward the stone mantel-
s beard. "Nathen was the-igliest humen plece at the weight-powered clock and fully

"God ever put guts'in. When hé first moved | écted 1t to go “bong. Then T headea £
to these hills people.shunned him. A store t§§ door. - °e ne or

keeper over in Northwood took pity on him MLook," the old man begged. WWhy don't
and let him clerk in his store, but Nath- g4y move out to that Bloodstone place. It
en's horrid looks lostibusiness for + h e won't cost you e, cent Tent. I bought 1 t
man so the store—keeper rlreé him.. . frém on heir mot long &go."

®Don't ask me how he’ did it;-dut not " -
‘long after that, Nathen Bloodstone fell in ed;ﬁﬁstﬁggfgg ti :ﬁzlézi; 2Za§i? g“iiﬁ::g
"love with'a ﬁoman Shb, %00, was ugly es Charlie's door without saying goodbye.
_the very devil himnelf. ‘She’ wes & '8loppy- As T said before, I'm contrary as hell
brea&ted woman, broad bottomed amﬁ-ahd lbOut taking Other people's advice - -
' no arms She was born without arms.S h e
could pull a latch-string With her testh especially, especially cld Cherlie's.
< but couldn't opbi gates hooked rrom the : ‘ ;L '
inside..." “ .+ .+ I moved to Detroit the next day.
The old man stopped for breath I look- : L ' s
ed into his eyes---eyes that'I had looked
into before. He was stroking his long wh-
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For many yeers the tumcr: that sn edftor has the easiest job in the
world, has been circulating. This 18 not true..It is the writer that

has the enviable position! Nevertheless, contrery to rumor, this ed-

itor has more:yg:kﬂthan“énything,éléé! Rewrites, proofreading, titl-
es, stubborn’authors, etc. By the way, our editorial friend in this

: Illustrator:
Lane Marin.

story by Jameés Lewis has'a few problems,.also. - . « « «  « ~ BH.

_ YOU'RE WALKING DOWN the sireet right
now. Hello. You're also wondering who I
am. Right? Well, that is a question .that”
isn't very easily answered: Let's just
accept the fact that I'm me. Okay?

. . Y
. ‘First, in order to prove that I kpow
what I'm talking about, let's look back
over your life. . s

K]
<

No, we don't have to go 'that far back.

Let's just wander ba¢k about twenty years -

ago. You were an editor, then. Yes, you

. had Graveyerd Tales uhder ybu for about

B year. And Graveyard Tales was failing.

 ‘slowly end completely you felt yourself

being sucked under thé tide of yed ink.

Remember that day wheh the copy boy walk-

ed in and said: | . ‘ ,
¥y, Kane wants to #ee you in his offi-

ce." o ) , :

"Thanks," you told him. "Go help your-

. self to some water out of the watercool-
Bro“

Then you walked up the long hall until .

you bypassed his secretary with a curt-

the's expecting me', and walked into his
office. ’

Do you remember how he waved you into

- that cheir by the right side of his desk




and seid: WI guess you know why I called
you in."

Your throat waa dragged-out but you man-
aged to say: "Yes, I think so. And I'm not
going to offer any excuse. The magazine
has failed."

He nodded.

"Naturally,® you weht on, "I hate to give
it up, dbut I understend that you're in the
business for money. But I might point ocut,
just to brag a little, that my detectives
and westerns ere doing very well.®

"Yes, I know that., "'he said slowly, "it's
one of the reasons why I*m giving you and
the magazine another chance. That chance
will 1ast,exaet1y six months. Two issues.

"Same format?'

"Yes. I%nm- just cutting you from hi-mon-.
thly to quarterly. But if there isn't any
improvement in six monxhs... Snxck'" He -
made cutting motions in the air.®

You thanked him and hustled downstairs.

Everyone was.gathered around you when
you ceme im. Mary, your assistant vaiced
;>everyone's question. . <a
“#The Ena?n
"No, we've got six monthst

That very. morning you received my first
story. To be quoting you as 11king it wo-
uld be putting it mildly.

... That story really improved things didn't

1t? The fans raved over it. Called it very
realistic, tougb -scary and wonderful Not
. to, mention great,. terriric, etc.'Besidea
that I wroye gobs of stuff.*Tpat Spring i-
- ssue of, 1954 paved the way for  the Summer
issue. .The Summer was a cumplete sellout,
Mr. Kane wes aurprised.,Ybu were surpris-
ed: Everybody was qurprised. And I contin~
ued grinding out stories by the corfxn
-full. To.say that I wrote quite g bit WOU-
1@ bdbe enother understatement.a.4

x T -

By now you're beginning to get an idea
who Iam, Yep, I'm Leonard Varson, Dwighs:
Mooney, Hal Yates, Roger Hicks, Karl Bl-
ack, George Butts, Saul Peters, Wayne
Wright and a dozen others. Probably a co-
uple of dozen others. i

But who is the real me? . ;

You tried to find that out too. But wh-
enever you got too nogey I quit writing

- and you decided that I knew bdest.

_ After several issues you went monthly,

_ digest, slick and with color illos, just
about every name author in the business !

3 was brimming over to write for you. You
were made.

That was twenty years ago. .
Now, do you still want to know who I
em? Theh, follow these directions. Turn ri-

.ght at the next cormér and walk two hlo-
‘oks down. Then turn,right and walk three
.. blocks down

You're rollowing the directions nicely.
I'11l just sit back and wait.
Puzzled?

Ybu're right back lhere we started from.
But you're no fool. Get ‘this: A circle ne-
ver ends. That's right You're me. I'm you.

You see, it seems that‘being dead isn't
like anything known to men. I--we ¢ a n
travel in time. Even borrow a typewriter
and type stories. - ﬁ

Now ryou want to know whby I'm telling
you. all this. The truth is that you're
about to die. .

Startllng ism't 1t? Seeing your body hi-
tting the walk’ that ‘way. You -didn't know
you had heart troubie? You did'

Well; come elong. Ybu're—I'm~me—you~ua-,
anyway the editor of’ Graveyard Tales i n
the year 1954 is in trouble. You-we-me ha-
ve to get back there and help him out.

Coming along?

NRRC

Can't help yourself, eh? AN
I - F : -

LR

aen

' ;‘Iﬁntabmniahpréséﬁt-oniy where you find it.

Too

often it's found in a psychiatrist's mind."

- Bette Norris.


coro.hr

(ed

S T A S PR R T - FETA T AT SR T e e

1

" PUTTING MY GLASS down on the bar, I fur-

ned to the fat men on the next stool a'n d
"muttered, "I came out here for a little

quiet. I left the office behind and came
here for a good rest."

The fat man's jowls flapped as he stated
with authority; "Well, this is the right
place for it. Nothing at ell doing. Not e+

ven another building in twenty miles 'eept
" for the grocery across the street and the

old farm on the next hill."

"Hot. Hot-énd quiet. Too quiet. Nothing:

. ever happens. And too hot!® I wiped the

sweat off my face with my shirtsleeve.

"Gets hotter," the fat man sigliel. Drops
ran down his cheek. o

"It is not too bad in a month ‘or so,"
the barkeeper intérupted. He polished &
glasg with a dirty cloth as hé spoks. His
broken nose conthhsted with the innocent
wideness of his eyes as He added; "First
you see the. old treek over the hiil ri1i

up; not dry like it is ndw, but like d real

river. And then the cool weather comes. It
‘comes from the hills; up in the mountains

. iyou can see out that window," ‘he pointed

to the blue shadows against the sky, "whe-
re it rains. That's where the water comes
from to f£ill the dry creek and that's just
where the cool wind comes from." He looked
longingly upward.

WRest of the time it's dry?" the fat men

T . s gyl e W TR T T T A e
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' BY JOHN FERY

This is a fantasy. However, we think that
term has becoming quite confused, as o f
late. It seems so many things can fit un-
der that general category. But you taeke this
‘tale in ‘just a few wordd it gives one of the
clearest definitions of pure fantasy we've

. ever run across. - I '

" Oh yes, for our literary-detective friends:
This 'John Fury' is not a pen-neme!

"ETH.

"Yup," the barkesper said as he put one

glass down and picked up another, Polish-
‘ing es he talked he declared, "The s un

does it."

“Sun?" I murmered.

"Yup."

"Sure feels hot without my hat," t h e
fat man mumbled riubbihg his jowls with
the palm of his hand. -

I reached for my glass, drained it,
then asked, "Without your hat?®

"I forgot it somewhere,®

"Get another onme," the barkeeper direc-

" ted. "That sun will cook your brains like

an egg." )
Like an egg! came the exclamation.
"Sure will,"\the’bafkeeper stated, ob-
viously pleased with ‘the jmpression o #

his words. "Scramble them, too," Jerking

his thumb toward a cornmer of the barroom
he added, "See that little guy, all by
himselr, at that table.....?® :

%Sure," I said with a ghrug. "What a-
bout him?¥

%Go talk to him."

"Why?" ’ .

"Ask him about what he sew out in dry
creek,® ’ o

*What did he see?®

"Ask him. Go on, he won't bite."

®I'1] offer him a drink," the fat man
grunted, shoving himself back off h i s

asked shifting- his bulk around on bis small stool and staeggering across the room to

stool. ! .




T J‘ihe SkYe .
The fat one spit. “That creek ain't got ,

the little man's table where their voices
murmered for a few seconds. Then the fat
man waved me over.

The little man did not loox crazy or un~-
usuel. He was a pale, sl1gh* person with
horn-rimmed glasses and a sensitive frig-
htened expression. His vague stare and sm-
ile seemed to include the fat man and my-
self. He fingered and old straw hat crad-
led in his lap.

¥Now, how about those drinks," he grin-
ned. "Then I'1ll tell my story.®

The barkeeper arrived almost before the
little man begen, end put the glessee on,

the tableo . : s e

"My story began three months ago today. -
I remember the date vividly for reason
which I shel}l explain later.® "

"Why not tell us now?" the fat man inq-
uired.

%Later. I shall explain later."

The fat men shrugged his shoulders.

The other continued his story. "I'm a
writer, mostly articles, and I find that
:walks in the evening when the desert i s
cool -helps me to" think. Three months ago
tonight, I was walking through-the dusk
when the strangest event of. mw life came
to pass."

«"The strengest?' The fat man was cyni-
cal.. - : ,

"I met a women. She was beeut1ful in a -
way impossible for all other women. When
I.looked at her it was as if I plunged
into water and could not get my breath.
Her hair was like silk spun out of the ma-
-terial of the night, and her eyes. were 1li-

' - ke stars, When she spoke it was- like M-

sic tinkling in & glass." i ‘ .
. 'Hmmm I've met -all, types of women "

the fat man 1nterrupted. Co

The little men's fingers strayed elong
the dbrim of his. straw hat. "This woman was.
.out of hell or heaven. I. Wish I ¢ould be
sure which,¥ he sighed.,.

%What happened?® I murmered while rais-

ing my glass .to my lips. . .

"I was walking over the hill when I sew‘

this creekbed. 1t was aglow with moonli-
ght and the mirror-like water rerlected

no wateri"®

"I did not think so until T saw it. In
the 1ight of the moon, the surface of the
creek reflected the. sky like a.second he-
aven. As I watched, the surfece of t.he
water broke and this beautiful girl waded

S e

i -
up cut of the creek onto the land. I vé,
so surprised that all I could do was ste-
nd there snd stare.% o
The fat man grinned. - ‘
"She saw me and gazed at me. " As if lie
was tired, the little man rubbed his eyes
with his fingers ‘before-continuing, "Al-
though she didn't speak; ‘I sensed that
she wanted me to return when she left.®
"She didn't speak?" the fat man asked.
WNot that time. She merely turned and
waded back into the’stream;!

-%Just went away°*

‘WWaded back into the etream.
- "You went back?" the fat. man humored
“him right along. : Lt ‘

¥%0ne month later,-I returiﬁd. I eeneed
she wanted me to retprn atthet time.
Call it anything yoﬂ*lika, ‘ut I was ri-
ght. I found her weiting’ror me at the
edge of the stream.®

"Thet was when you heard her voice."

‘"Yes,":the .little man murnered while
tracing the brim of his het with his fi-~
ngers. "Her voice was like -- 11ke musie
‘tinkling in a glass. :

" "You'told us. thet before," the rat man

" iittered ds he reached’ for-his glass.

* MWshe told me to meet ‘her tonight.®.

*' #Tonight? : v

'~ W"Yes. This evening.wShe said that if I
met her tonight we'would walk t6 places

I never dreamed existed. She told me of

things which. can-fiever be described. And
‘when the dawn bégan to destroy theinight
ehe waded back 1nto the etreem. :

"And?“ the fat man yewned. T
PThat's 4ll,." ' :
‘#Didn't she come out again?" .
"NO. i
- "But you expect to meet her tonight?"
"Yes.®
"If she went under weter and ateyed un-
der, she drowned. Dead women don't keep
many meetings.®
‘The little man shrugged hie shoulders
as he celmly‘etated ABut as far as I
know, there 1e no reel weter in the cr—

T eekiY . .o

WThen there tsn't: any water. No weter,

© no woman.W’ ' . Ty

"Nothing real,® the»little man agreed,
"in any state thet you would understand.
But real in:the same:sense as the. ¢xist-

- ence of time and wind.® He reached for

his glass. "In fact, I don't think I'can

r /i‘
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explain it even to myself."

"But you are going out there tonight."

"I am going to meet a woman from heaven
or hell."

The fat man shrugged his shoulders., Then
leaned back while staring at the little
man.

"It is getting late," the smell man mur-A

mered. "If you will excuse me, I shall go
and get ready for my meeting with...I wish
I knew." He rose from his seat, placing
his straw—hat on his gead and walked ac-
ross the room, \

After he was gone I smiled, "The s u n
sure did a job on him.“ '

"Well..." the fat man shifted around to.
stare at the exit. ‘

%It must have been the sup."

"What do you ‘think of his story?“ he ag-
ked me. . .

WCrazy."

"Well.e.. o

- [ 2
P

"You don't beiieve that line?" I asked
suddenly.

"0f course not, buta;‘" :

"But what?® .

"Oh nothing that you could point $0.4 .0

"You mean that you're not sure?®

"HOW COULD WE be sure of anything like
that. The only way to be sure is to foll-
ow him.®

"Are you going to?"

"To follow him? Not'me. After hauling
myself around all day all I'm interested
in this evening.is a bed.® The ‘fat man st-

ared at me for a moment before adding, -

"How about you?"
"Me?"
"Yes. You follow him. Might be fun. In
the morning you can tell me all about it®
"I don't know. I might "

LATER WHEN' I followed the little man out
of the building, a full moon mede the ni-
ght like day. Hé dl;mbed up the hill a n 4
pauged at. the crest a shadow against a

new-born aky

I could not sée whether he was starlng
at the sky, the other" side of the hill,
anything. There was a startling contrast
between the small man in the barroom and
this shadow against the sky.

As I watched a strange sound‘-; much 1li-
ke music tinkling in a glass -~ came thro-
ugh the night. It rode the wind like a n

echo.

The shadow slowly lowered againgt the
‘ heavens as the little man went down th=
other side of the hill. Finally the she- *
dow disappeared.

. Climbing the slepe_my feet slipped in
the sand; but gradually the curve of the
hill revealed the creek bed on the dther
side.

As 1 climSed, the strange musical sou-
nd continued but went mute just as I cr-

. ested the hill.

. The cresk bed ley clear in the moonli-

.ght. There was no sign of the little guy.

.But in the center of the dry bed a minia-
“%ure tornedo spun sand for en instant,
then vanished as if it sank in the earth.

skookeak ok sk sk ok e ek s ok ook ok okok ok sk

- WHEN I REACHED the spot no sign rema-
ined of the wind storm. Yat the little
man's tracks were cldar in the sand. They
led to a gash in the soil as if softeone
had weded into the bairth '

They seemed to lead into forrowsof sand
and disappear. At the end of the torn por-
tion of the stream bed the straw hat fl-
oated on the soil in the manner which a
hat will float on water after a head goes

.beneath the surface depths.

Beside the little men's tracks, strange
footprints, remotely like those of a wom-
an led down into the gash in the center
of the dry stream bed.

A full half-hour passed while I stood
thers. Nothing happened, I knew nothing
would. But ... it would be & nice story
for my fat friend.

Uhdoubtedly‘there would be no belief
from him . . . ‘

and unfortunately I don't think eny ev-

idence will appear to back me up.

Just then. the wind began to slowly sh—
ift the sands end the hat rolled along
with it to a_certain ‘Thythem.

I didn't bother to chase it.

ok ok ook sk sk ok ok o dk ok Kok Aok ok Kk ok ok
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.+ .AND THE FAN RAVED ON!

" that .saves ‘Brevizine from total annihilation-~the stories I mean.) But
-I'd:-hardly be so pretentious as to call it a séquel to "The Tell-Tale
.. Heart.%.And if;this Rothlands is so hot, why isn't he selling? .

.The gageral format of the magazine is better. However, here is. a
auegestion. Get: somebody else to do your artwork. This Reins is no art-
ist. I suggest you try to get Namaman Peterson to do stuff for you. .

And now---What in the ever-loving blue-eyed world happened to Kank

Moskowitz s column? This you gotta keep--it was always the best feature

- in the magazine,, being the only tie with fandom which you seemed to want

to acknowledge. .
Raymond 'I'homp-on

Norfolk', Nebrasiéa. ' " ‘ : : N

OVER IASTICL

Sirs:
You have undoubtedly never heard of me. Yet I am going to .give
you one of the best criticisms you have received in a long time. SRS
I think your megazine is great.
¢ It was great from the first issue. ' '
) " Both the beginning rormat and the large: mll-size one that you
‘changed too are great. i
In Brevizine 1 have found one of the” best megazines 1n the U.S.
] stories, as a whole, are great. Together with -the bad one, or
two that every editor goors in, '
Peter J. Vorzim.er -
w. .Hollyhbod, Calif. :

HOW TO PUBLISH A MZINE

Sirsi:

« Jn the, beginning maybe a magezine should use blurba such es
those you use. Most megazines need something to make a person read the
miserable fiction they print. And a lot of dallyhoo will 'go over among
less intelligent reéaders.- But now, your megezine publishes really good -
rietion. Now, your stories alone can stand on their own merits. They do.

not need anyone to brag for them, beceuse the stories are naturally fine.

Hollywood-type ;publicity isn't necessary for good things. Notice,

' that Hollywood gives much more extravagant publicity for their worst pro-
ductions, while such avant-garde picturea as Y"Streetcar Named Desire",
.etc., were public:lZed by people who saw them.

. Right now, I'm trying to write something which will be good enou- ;

gh ror your magazine. I don't know how well I'm succeeding.

’ Neal Clark Reéynolds.
Fullerton, Calif. . ..

"The St‘ory—'l‘ellii’iié 'Org‘a,n_j.sm“ was fine (which'is.ome of the things




y Sg= S — g b oea il | N
e
g
¢
R . *%%!Mmmaﬂr.'bm.
1 ﬁ Boest wesl wr LaaER rErvesml
v 2 oY B8 d ¥ o T R T
% 248N In srmelipeerion wwi ¢ dew M9 »
JEEA A Wi 51 8
e :Ifl_'A mpﬂ s s YT «
2T Yan g v _Peifse =g iy =

: R LEPwy UusiiEs ay A T 2

v R O
= i Z %
¥ é‘,

e ! & 9
£ ;:L;‘_ 3 J H }‘ v .

-{% BpeEraiy i iy 5ot A
$oud ibs sid f e ggn. ™

! ‘
e R = .
A " *) Ty, S = gﬁ -
L R S et o Rastile vl &mmm.m&ﬁm-‘ﬁ ,:‘yi.g
ey & ‘ ’
SR e Y By - ey
. IR St RS gl B S SRR <%~:¢MK—4M. samiana iR -

e
e St aatanai L LR SR S

ety :NE-'.N: e

G e o A W e <A S

hf’)-i

= QAR v s o
B e e i o A e A 5 % i
5 LR R B mah RO O P SR 51 G e b v

g I AT e i A S SN SP A  nhs < Bcs es €

R

N e N e 9 s AN o s T S W e

- i e e e RN e 2 i
§ o ag Can r'. W& NI e g MO et
e = o Y »-WWWNJM\M “Mm-imﬂr
. o
¢ L TR RN VR e ﬁ%4WW#WPuhf-'»‘.m.ﬁ@vl@)vﬂn«h'v‘ﬂhg Siap el

§ R e ;sz,-&;,s,wn:;w‘—.w—:_wﬂ- STt IS AU ST AW s R

S AR B 5 1

’"W#amq By o 0 i e AR g o : IS e e
- i ! & sl'. -’"'v W g 1 i G Bt A om0
= i s e e

e A .-"m"l,_ wid o

RS, 1 0 A
Tk s
BT ¥ Ll T

G 4, 2t RN TCE

- Sdwwnel oy Babdesy &0 ssined wiey 9

ghmﬂ

; EIRROR WP ke A

RGN W e WEel et ai 1
wyd rm 8047 dlubosy o gly

. mﬂ ms EE 8 m«t 2

ﬂﬁm«* ::'; :gt;m?iﬂﬁllu B ’mu $id . fgi

co2 PEAEeR YR 5y ni wsmmmm iR

“ade kil .‘wsz ™3 exoel ot possf oW ,r e
WL i o wnoX Sonl ge Tolma

3 Q*&o# o (BB lag o8 ny Qg-g}&dg«; ‘

w aesdt i gma it mm

¥ mmfﬂ,&. : s
- ﬂ"m PR T g R i‘g

L HAWSIOCTIN JRMAT | SUMSNGS | BOS0LE | Jemhis
R mrﬂ* wmﬁw 21? Gy

A

T
e

ve W e

o
g

e Tl . o s




RiasEan -
o

DUE TO THE unexpected demand for the
Brevity Anpual we have found that our
limited supply of copies to be print-
#d was a far underestimate of what wids
in re=lity our need.

WX THYPEFORE esk those people who have

- gent for their copies, but have not re-
ceived them, to be patient until we can
make ready a new edition.

T TR T Y Y
PREVITY | M

®The Finest in Fietion peleeted and
produeed by the editors of Brevi-

v A

zine Adventure.®

If your tastes in pssding go tewurls

finding semetding 'unususl' te peleaz
with, then the Previty Annual is for
you. It is the work of the same peo-
ple who produce this magasine: Brev-
izine Adventurs,

Por the aophisticated reeder who Qemands that
his literature be Differeant...for the person
that seeks perfection in the "aff-trail®... \
the person who looks for these things...is the
reader we look for.

Join us in 'the unique', won't you?

THE BREVITY ANNUAL. Only Fifteen Cents.

¥. A. FREIBERG & COMPANY. Publishers of: BREVITTY

| ANNUAL, BREVIZINE, ADVENTURE, DAMSEL PERIODICALS,

ARSI R e .

and the FANTASY POCKETBOOKS GROUP.
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