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OF LATE, THE HOUSE (seve for the memori-
es) seemed 80 cold; so empty, like & great
silent cavity. Of {ate, the wind seemed %o
blow so holiowly. #to whisper so tonelessly
at the eaves of the house as it passed in
its late-evehing fiight to meet the falli-
ng dusk., Ahd the gounds of the night, o f
late, as he 1Ay between the crisp sheets
of the beds-fot. thinking but anything i n
particulat;, but just letting the memories
wash over hifmatere so disteant, so veryfar
- away, so Atfangely withdrewn into the der-
kness that surrounded him like a velvete-
like a velvet fog.

Since Maria's fuheral he hed kept himse-
1f indoors: most of his waking hours hehad
spent sitting it the front bedroom withthé
shades all drewh and the windows shut tie
ghtly to keep out most of the oltside sous
nd. He did nothing while he sat there, sas
ve gaze, with a mild unseeingness, through
the dimness of the room at the picture of '
Maria on the opposite wall. And, quite of-
.ten, as he gazed at the picture for a long
while, he would begin to cry, very softly,
and very quietly, not feeling the tears
that formed in his eyes and traced moist
peths down his cheeks.

7 e

iﬁmﬁha ere a runny lot. When life

- s-their oyster they're realistie,

" cynical. But let sorrow show its
ugly head, and ‘they. éan go half-co-
"cked on any "fantasdy. Well, boys,
everything isn't ¢utiand-dried...
Not yet; it isn't! RS ) B

The neighbors droppéd in not .infreque-
ntly, and he would go end it with them
il the livingg room whila they offered
their sympathies agein atd again (it had
bdén three weeks sitité the funeral) and
tiied to make him feel better with their
words. But it was seldom, if ever; ths®
he really heard what they were saying to
him...

There had been one motning, not many
days; after the funeral, that a Mrs. Rich-
burg from the next block (whom he was su-
re he Had never seen up tntil that time)
had come in to talk with him. Ahd as she
had sat there in the old platform rocker
Maria had aslways sat in, when evening fe-
11, to darn his sockd or perhaps to do &
minor piece of embroidery, talking to him
about how well he was beatring his grief,
he had Jooked at her suddenly, in a cer=
tain way--and it had seemed that in- that
moment Marie wes sitting therc again....
Sitting there alive and smiling euni talk-
ing to him, His boldy had tizhvened vpjiin-
side~~or had it relexed ins:d=7 Anl, nalf
rising from his chair, Y& had norworved,
"Maria...” But then, Merie had dxs,ri“en



rapidly, like a lump of sugar mclits away
when weter is dropped on it; andi Mrs. Ri-
chburg had been there in Mar's's piace,
looking up at him strangely. She had ask-
ed, "Is there anything wrong, Wr. Zshari-
as?" And, sitting down again and sheking
his head slowly, sedly, he hed replied,
elmost in a whisper, "No. No, I...I. am
Very BOrry..." :
~The people had been very kind; and he
appreciated their kindress very deeply;
but he wished that they would leave him a-
lone for a little longer. He wanted to be
alone, there with the emptiness; to 1let
the loneliness fall about him like a soft,
slow autumn rain. He wanted, more than an-
ything else, to be left alone to sit in
the dim bedroom, with the large and silent
. house surrounding him, still clinging with
& stubborn tenecity to all its memories.

The house was, truly, like & great rece
ording machine; all through the years it
hed carefully, meticulously, recorded all
the sounds he and Marie hed made together
in the house, and had stored them away in
its lerge and high-ceilinged rooms to be
played beck later. And now wes later.,

He had but to sit very still in the cha-
ir and close his eyes and tilt his head .
back, elightly...and all the memories wou-
14 return, making him re-live again that
which would never be again; except in mem-
ory. His memory; only., "

Since the funeral he.hadn't had to worry
about cleaning the house, or preparing his
meels; Mrs. Cooper, who lived just across
the street, came every morning before he
awakened and cleaned the house, working
all around him; silently and effi¢iently,
and never once disturbing his sleep. Then,
a little later in the day, after he h a d
gotten out of bed, she would retubn and
prepere him something to eat and bring it
into the bedroom, where he would always
be, sitting there, very still in the cha-
ir, breathing the memories, as though in a
deep trance. Some days he would speak to
her, and she would raspond with brief con-
versation; but when he said nothing, s h e
simply set the food tray on the table be=
gide his cheir and left the room, coming
snd going elmost as a shadow. A1l this she
had done without pay; he had insisted sev-
«r2l times that she accept pay for what
sz2 wes doing, but she wouldn't hear ofit.

And cthers, almost every morning, would
b.ing food and put it in the kitchen; and
he would usually manage to eat a littls of
i3 hefore they left, just to show them th-
et he did appreciate their kiadness. Yes,
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the pauple were very thoughtful. But if
ocn’y the ones of them who came and "sat
for long miautes, talking t6 him of thi-
ngs he would prsfer to think of alone---
if only theyr would understand how he felt.
- Quite often during the day, especislly
during the late afternoon when school had
turned out for the dey, the sound of ch-
ildren's voices and laughter would drift
in to him, finding its wey, somehow,into
the stillness of the raom; and he would
find bimself thinking of the children th-
at he and Maria had always wanted, b u t
had never been able tb have. The golden-
haired girl ‘with eyes of blue as the su-
mmer sky, they planned oo calling Celia,
and the tousled-haired boy whose name wo-
uld have been Deniel, because Maria's gr-
endfather had been named thet; end Merie
bad promised her grandfether emphaticelly
that their first son would have his name.

The house would play him e recording of
Marie's voice. A recording mede twenty
years befors! - ;

"Jonathon; do you know what Dr. Rogers
said todey? He said—he said that we're
going to have a badby! I-can call you Dad-
dy, now! Doasn't it secem silly! So wond-
erful and so silly--celling you, Deddy!"

In the silence of the room, he rememb-
ered that. s

Remembered--too very well--that only e
scant three weeks aftetward Meria hed an-
nounced to him the coming of their baby,
the train wreck hed otecured while she was
making the trip to visit her mother, Rem-
embered, mirasculously, that Marie had es-~
ceped death in the mengled wreckage.

She had returned home from the hospital
only two weeks after the accident; compl..
etely well agein. All the minor injuries
she had sustained in the accident h a d
healed fully---gsll save one (and it was
no minor injury): She would not have the
baby. She would not--could not--ever have
a child, Never.

It was like re-opening a freshly-healed
wound, remembering those things.

* %k % % & ok &k Kk B k % %

On this perticular afternoon, he had
been sitting quietly in the bedroom, with
his eyes closed, not thinking of enything
in particular, but of many things at ran-
dom--and Le remembered, of a sudden, the
trunk thet was upstairs in the attic. H e
opeucd his eyes and leaned forward in-the
chair, gripping the arms of it tightlysnd
thinking: %/hy didn't I think of it soon-
er? Woy not sooner?®

The trunk, the ore Maria's mother had



given her when he and Maria had been mar-
ried. The trunk that was many, meny years
old, and that had been handed down, from
mother to firstborn deughter, for a great
many generations. The voice played him a-
nother of its recordings of Maria's mel-
low voice: _

"This trunk,® Maria had said to him the
day it hed been brought to the house, "is
e_very old and very unusual one."

“"Oh?" The house played back his respon=-
se to his wife's statement. "And what's
s0 unusual about it, except that it is a
very old trunk? he had asked gaily.

Maria had then opened the trunk to let
the trunk-smell of it rise up and touch
their nostrils. And there had been, inthe
smell, e mingling of many things--the sl-
ightly pungent, unmistakable, odor of mo-
thballs; the smell of fine silk things;
the aroma of sweet perfumes; just thehint
of paper scent, where, perhaps, some one
had, long ago, placed a packet of blue-ri
bbon-tied love letters. And there we r e
other smells intermingled in the fragran-
te of the trunk. Many more which they co-
uld not identify. They had stood therefor
a long while, inhaling the treasures of
the empty-yet-filled-to-overflowing trunk
and, as sometimes happens in a pleasant
dream, time had stood still for them as
they sniffed at the smells and sorted th-
em out, breathing them in and out of the-
ir lungs, cerefully sevoring them.

"Somewhere in the trunk," Maria bhad fi-
nally said, turning to him, "is a seeret
place that is the doorwey to...."

Seeing that she did not know exactlyhow
to say what she wanted to say, he had re-
meined silent for a moment; then he h a d
prompted, "To where? To & childhood fair-
yland, perheps, or to the land of dreeams,
or to---where?4 i

"To--to reunion.®

"Reunion?® He hed-shrugged his shoulder
laughing his quiet laugh.

"Let me try and explain. If I were to
die, then I would go %o another place; my
soul would, I mean. But I would leave you
behind, heres This trunk would be y o ur
doorway to my world. All you weculd haveto
do would be to c¢limb into the trunk a n d
close the 1id and go to sleevp. Wiecn you
ewgkened, you would be with me. Forever."

His only response had been: Wihat a st-

-ory! Who on earth told you tiat??

"It hes been passed down, iike the tru-
nk, from mother to firstborn Gaughter for
I don't know how long."

"And do you believe it?%

it be true? Oh, God,

=5

"Yes," she had said, simply, closing
the trunk lid.

That conversation, that incident, came
back to him so suddenly, so clearly, so
loudly, as though someone had turnad u p
the volume on a radio. Yes, Maria s e~
lieved. And he had made a Joke OIS o« o
"How would I find the secret place? ¥ul,
I would have to fold myself up like arn
acterdian to be able to stuff myself ia

enough to shut the 1idtiH¥

" He remembered, remembered all of it...
well! And sitting there remembering it,
he grew ‘tense. He thought, gripping the
arms of the chair tightly: "Could~-could
could it really b e
true that the trunk does have a secret
place? A secret doorway?" He half = rose
from the chair. "Is - 1s it true?!..."

Qutside, in the lazy late-Spring after-
noon, children were playing their eternal
games of leap-frog and London Bridge and
hide-and-seek and the other hundred gam-
es they played. They were tossing their
shrill voices high into the air as they
would toss rubber balls; and floating we-
ightlessly, strange miniature beings,out
across the greens of the lawns. Outside
children were romping end piaying, 1twas
truly Spring.

He drew a sharp, involuntary breath re-
alizing of a sudden that, miraculously ,
it was Spring there in the tightly clos-
ed room also. He rose from the chair hur-
ried to the window, and the effort s e t
his heart pounding in his chest. He stood
looking out into the cool-green day, in-
haling the fresh-sweet air that blew eg-

-ainst his face and watching the children
‘meke merry on the lawns. It was good to

be standing there, feeling the soft bre-
eze, smelling the smells of that pertic-
ular time of the year.

“Could {t be true?" he asked of the br-
eeze. And it seemed that the breeze whis-
pered back in reply, "Yes."

He reached out and touched the window
8ill. He leaned forward and breathed the
spring air slowly, and for a long while.
Sunshine fell like warm fingers upon his
face. He closed his eyes and stood thers,
swaying slightly.

"Yes. Yes! Yes, it could be truel®

He turaea from the window, trembling,
feeling a great a glow ing joy rising 1in
his cheat to dispell the grief that h =ad
accumulated there in the past three wee-
ks. He felt himself, and heard himself ,
humming softly! Mv God, how long had it
been s'rze ha "1ad done thaet! He couldn't



even recall the name of the song he w a s
humming. But that didn't matter. That 2id-

n't matter at all!

He left the room, almost runring.He left
the door ajar behind him., fad he lirSercd
for the briefest inst-it to Lz srirdg e
spring which drifted into %he bhousa. Ligh-
ened, yet really did not hrar *hem at sil.

"Waria, I'm coming? Ch, deur God, please
let it be true!”

Then he was at the foot of the stairs
leading up into the attic. He stood there

for a long while, it seemed, his foot res- °

ting lightly on .the first step, his hand

touching the railing. He ascended the st-

eps, then, two et & time, not looking back
not wanting to look back., He thought, for
e moment, "I'1ll go up, but I'll never come
back down agein. I'11 go up, climb i n. t o
the trunk and go to sleep. When I -awaken,

all this will be gone. And Maria will be

standing at my shoulder, shaking me light-
ly and saying, like she used to say, 'Get

up, Sleepyheed,' and I'll get up."

He was at the top of the stairs, then,
raising his arms ebove his head to heaveup
the covering to the attic. He felt his ha-
nds touch the panel, felt himself pushing

it up-~and it seemed as light as a feather _

++«.Then, without quite Mully realizing
it, he was in the dark and musty attic,st-
anding with his ba¢k to the stairwasy'a n a
trying to see through the darkness.

He stood there in the darkness for long
minutes, letting his eyes grow accustomed
to the velvet atmosphere of the attic. But
he needed no: light to be able to find the
trunk; he himself hed carried it up inte

the attic and pleced it in a corner, to be”

ell but forgotten by both he and Mhria. Up
until now...

As he moved toward the corner in which
the trunk set, the drifting, disturbed du-
st of the attic got into his nostrils; and
he paused for a moment to sneeze, and to
listen to the almost audiable tripping be-
et of his heerts It is true! It is true!!

:And suddenly, he was kneeling in the du«
gt iof the attic floor, reaching out to to-
uch :the rounded edges of the trunk 1id,fe-
elking it very carefully, caressing it a s
though it were precious gold in the hands
of 'a miser. But it was much--oh, very,very
much more than gold to him.

Fumbling the 1id catch open, he 1lifted
the 1id .of the trunk and leaned forverd to
smell the trunk-smells that arose to h i s
nostrils. It was the same smells which h e
and Maria had inheled more then tweniy ye-
ars before-~the same dozens of mingied sm-

: g G =R
ells, some describable, :some indescriba-
bid... ' » e ek

Almost hesitantly, he put his hand i n
the irvnk and moved it around, stirring
the aiz therzin, but faeling nothing a t
ali. bal tLen-~hs £salt a very slighat dr-
a1t of warm air aDJnrst Qis bgnd. It bad
come from—-ﬂom:Wpere-Alns1de the torunk!

He was breathing heammhy as he thrust
both his hands into the trunk, moving th-
em about, trying io find wiere the warm
breath of eir originated. ;

He rose to his feet, stood for a long
while in the silent darkness of the att-
ic; then, humming softly to himself, h e
climbed onto and in the trunk. He pulled
hie legs up, until his kn€es touchkaed lis
chin, then reeched up to pull down % L e
1id of the trunk.

He was cramped in the trunk, stuffedin
like so many old clothes. He felt as tho-
ugh someone had mistaken him for an accc-
rdian and hed picked him up and squsashad
him together. It was pitch-black inside~-.
and the fragrances seemed to clog his no-
strils. But he gave little thought to th-
is; his thoughts were of Maria. And orf a
reunion...

From afar, the house played back tohim,

"again, its recording of Maria's voice:

"...And all you would have to do would
be climb into the trunk and close theliid
and go to sleep. When you awakened, you
would be with me. For ever..."

He yawned a huge yewn, which pushedhim
tightly against the sides of the trvuk...
®1 am getting sleepy," he murmered, yawn-

"ing agein. The blackness about him seemed
to deepen. He imagined himself lying 1 n

bed beside Maria, as they uséd to do ona
hot surmer night. They would lie quietly
for a long while; then, if they were una-
ble to sleep, they would talk in whispers

‘until they beceme sleepy. Finally, + h ey

would cease talking and lie for a while
longer, listening to the sounds of t h e
night insects.

Very, very far off, he thought quietly,
it is Spring. Very, very far ewey I can
still hear children shouting. ead {the so-
unds of the old ‘house gen*iy scttlinz.Th-
ese are good sounds, and I'm glad it is
these sounds I am heering, ”

Hax s e e e ke i s ok g kg ok ok

And then, the scunds of the Spring day
melvad away. He jawned azain, shut h i s
eves and vory qulcklv want {o sieep.

Vowerd a peacefully pledqdn+ reuni-
on. Scmewhere not so ‘dizten i
-Thé End,



Here's the lowdown'kﬁhVarnished untouched; damnably aﬁ}:ﬁg{}?xﬂ

entic! No speculations; no "little men from Mars",
truth on America' s greatest unsalwed mystery; the Flying ; T
Saucer: Let Dennis Murphy, the man who has, ig all probab- .;&V'*-
than anyone else on this worlds Im, i.
ma'Mes.a! o o

111ty ,seen more 'disks'
other words, just the facts

To the Editors of "Brevizine": .

I have just finished writing an a:tscla
for you regarding the Saucers; afd am eni
closing it. The descriptions are adcurate
in every detail, that is ons thing I make
sure pf when telling, or writing, of the
Saucers. I am watching for them nightlyat

every possible chdnée: There sre other Se-

ucer fans in this state, but rather seate
tered. ..

Seems every time enyone offetd a theoty
regarding these Saucers, they sorft of get

their nose tweeked by the disbelisvers....

Well, so goes it, eh? I'm giving my o wn

theories in the article, and therc are bo-

und to be some of your readers who will
_vouch for the same theories, and some who
will grin a wee bit over it &all.

They can ridicule my theories all they
Wwish, because I could be very wrong, you
know, But, the saucer descriptions are a-
ccurate. -DM.

--End of Prolouge.
ok ok ook ok sk ok ok ok ok ok ok sk ok skok
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-WHEN THE REPORTS of "Flying Saucers"
add unidentified aetihl: objetts firsthit
the news, I was among the dbubters--that
s£111 existant: but ever deereasing cliq-
ue who attribute Saucer sightfngs to be-
ing mirages, reflectéd light,' distantp1~
ahes, meteors;.and‘do bni. 3

- The adege "seeing is Believing" appli-
bd-to me in the: suffmer of 1962, endl ch-
anged my membership from the *Doubter's
Léague" to the "Yes~I+Seens'Fm League."

sMy first eighting of a Saucer was late
one evening in the latter part of July,
1¢52. It was 'an orange-red disk sailing
slowly southwest from a point nearly ov-
erhead. It seemed to be spinning, as the
spark-trail danced out from 1t, rather
than in a straight-back teiling...

At the same time, I actually heard the
sound it made, a steady sizzling. Thenit
seemed to burst, with a distirct’ snap...
Several sparxs floated dowm, erd!wentout.

- Siuce that firs* a3igatine,' 1 have 'seza

iV



so many saucers that I cannot describe ea-
ch one here in detail. All I can do is gi-
ve a short account of the most outstunding
sightings.

I've seen them moving slowly, in horizo-

ntal course, close to the horizon, like a.
plate set on edge against the sky. The sl- .

ower they move, the less trailing-they ha-
ve behind them.

I've seen the Saucers fly across the sky
in e manner very similiar to a ¥th of July
skyrocket, with the same sparkling tail ,
end at times, the same sound.

I've seen them suddenly veer off course
with unbelievable speed, as though attemp-
ting to trace & "v" against the sky!

The eeriest sighting I've made occuredin
195%, the letter part of May. The sky was
completely overcast by a thin strataof cl-
ouds. Low, near the southern horizon,I saw
a bright, oval light. Suddenly it seemed
to "flutter", then it moved in my directi-
on. As it drew e¢loser, it became rounder
in shaps, and I realized it was just above
the clouds, but shining through them enocu-
eh to light the ground beneath it as it a-
pproached. When it got overhead, it revea-
led an outer ring of bright light, and the
core" was solid light. It moved slowly,
then suddenly tipped upward, and vanished.

A few months later, in the early part of
Auzust, I saw the same specimen, again!
And, as before, the sky wes overcagtby cl-
ouds. This time, the 1light was directly o-
verhead, end motionless. I had a flashli -
ght with me, and turned the beam up toward
the Saucer. When I did, the Saudcer execut-
ed a very erratic sort of zig-zag motion,
theh flew east and vanished among the clo-
uds...

COULD THE BEINGS operating that 3aucer, -
with ell the bfillience of their craft,st-
111 see an ordinary flashlight He?ven-kno—

wg~how-many-feet dbelow them? Yet, to a 1 1.,

evidences, they did see the light, and,af-
ter a wild reeling ng overhead to acknowledge-
it, took ortl

u-8 Q]

I've got my share of ridicule forim y:
oral reports of Flying Saucers, and itis
not uncommon for someére to-wélk up tomo
and say, "See any mora Flyin' Saucerz la-
tely?™

.I'11 go along with the theory that the-
se strange craft aro interpianctary 7 W’a,
else gan I think, When.allgnatlo's on ma—
rth deny haV1ng any part in their creat
on and existence? _

In my thinking, they are propelled b ¥
some sort of cosaic energy, -not 7e: hern-
essed by the peoole of Earth.

Alse, due to the increase of sigutings,
tHat they mus* have estzsblished soue scrt
of base, or stopping-qQff place oC"’“htlb.
in ocuter space. A place where mQﬂk'nu had
not yet even ventured! Perhaps the oon??
Could beee..! »

When our own earthmade rocket make 1ta
initial journey to the Moon end back, w e
may have the answer to a lot more things
thean to the comic question, "Is the MNoon
made of green cheese?"!

I believe the first man-made rocket to
the Moon will be sent up unmenned, b u t
under robot or redar control. It will co-
ntein instruments that will sutometicelly
gather necessary dats during its journey.
I may again be laughed at for all I have
sald in this article, but though the lot-
ter part of it is Just theory, the dsscr-
iptions of "our visiting delegates from
outer space; the Saucers®", are Just as a-
ccurate as my meager wording will permit
me to make them.

Now I must stop writing, as the sky 1is
clear tonight,meening that I can bundleup
ageinst the chill eir, and stand outside

..awhile and look up st the ster-splattsred

sky, end wait for that movement of 1light
which mey mean another sighting of -Wihow
Sesucersif...

For, there are many, many thing between
Heaven and Earth thet are not within our

- power of comprehension to grasp...

How did that old ssying go? Doubters??

The fact that Herry Houdini never came back

from the dead to rejoin his wife,

doesn't

mean a thing! There's a woman in North Caro-
lina who claims her dead husband 1s back and
waents to get in bed with her ! -

- Contributed by G.C.Hawkec.




I STATIONED MYSELF near the front of
skidrow's most femous corner drug store,
next door to & gin mill, end watched the
dregs of huminity pass by, ever on the a-

lert for the Bcarlet witch . . .
e e o o sk o oo ok ok sk ok sk okok ok

Brook College was putting on its annual

mid-season fantasy stage' play and was de-
sperately in need of a female welrd char-
acter--gome old crone who-spoke no linmes,
a1t who could or would do acting in the
horror-pantamorphic¢. As instructor of jo-

urnalism and acting play direcior. it fel)

to my lot to produce en outside actressto
do the patrt, so I used unorthcdox methods
of scouting for a resl-1life witch.

Act II of the pley, Meet The D~vil, Pl-
eese, briefly steted, was s¢i in a ceict-

ery, with weird symbols used inshzad o

the ususl tombstones. A bloated red-noced
drunk, holding a whisky bottle, rortraved
e drunkerd's grave. A masked robber, gun
in hand, symbolized a bank bendit's body.

The golden days sre over. Prostitution isn't the Phs-
iness it once Was.’ or course, the sarfie as any other
-once-lucrative venture', the old’ employees are’ ‘still a-
Tound; needing only encouragement. That's what we want
- to talk to you about. At leasty Elmer R. Kirk does....

The God of War, clutchihg silver dollars

it his greedy hands, ‘depicted the - wa r
monger's tomb, and so on down the.lineof
gymbolic gravestones-té the ohe -maricing
&k rich perverted. playboy 8 firal resting

place. ™ = L:
Over the playboy's grave was

to be a

dcerlet witch in bordello cosgtume; anold
broken-downi prostitutse. holding a red 1i.-
+ ir ore hand and beckoning with t h e

other, dissipation and disease
all over her pcck-marked face.

written
It wasicr

this real-iife character that Imusi find

a female counterpart.

Now, *he college dean, Professor Jord-
an, sdmired plays in metaphor but  this
part, ke incisted, was too didacilec and,
if I did insist on using the srairlet v;-
tch, I covld not, undsr any circumenani-
e3, use &1 urdergraduate to pley t 2 e-
pert. "Use an oubtside character op this
play is cut,® he amid Tlatly. Acd, a9 er-

eryone knows, when e facv'ty

rres’dent
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renders an ultimatum; that's that.

The publlc do~gooders and uplift socie-
ties had long been bringing pressure t o
bear upon the low-ebb of school moral and
it was for this reason that an allegoric-
al school drema was being staged.

So I, not knowing the evil conscquences

"hied myself down to skidrow's Jasmine St=

‘reet to seek out a female bit-player for-

the scearlet witch in Act II, Meet The De-

vil, Please.

If younever have stood on a corner o f
Jasmine Street late at night end loocked
ihto the wicked faces of passerby,you ha-
ve missed one of the greatest thrills { n

the study of humanities. The snesk-thief,

the underworld cut-throat; the tin horn

gambler, the street walker, all parade ia
a weird fantesma before your very eyeg---
real and dripping with unadulterated ini-
quity. Some are bent and old with pa s t
horrors etched deep in their hard lined

fdces. Others are young and pasty-faced ,
pallored with sex perversion and dope ad-
diction. The ex~con and thug. All my sta-
ge characters were here in terrible real-

ity-=-but I was searching for only oneées.. .

Then it happened. The thing, the subhu-.
men scerlet witch appeared. She came wal-.
appearing young
at a distance, yet looking very old an d.

king down Jasmine Street,

bent with many evil deeds of the flesh.

Like all women of the street, she was ov- .
er-rouged. She looked all of sixty years,.

but was, perhaps, under thirty.

W"Howdy, medem," I winked.and raised m y
eyebrows. "How would you like to meke tw-
enty~rive dollars?"

#¥For twenty-five bucks,® she answered,
"I'd make anything--even you. Follow me."

"No, not that," I seid. "Have a drink
with me," ~-I nodded toward the tavern
next door-- "and I1'11 explain my prOposi-
tion to you."

%Have it your own way, big boy," s h e
smiled and her upper plate dropped showi-
ng toothless gums. She led me inside to a
rear booth where we sat facing eachother,
"What's the pitch--you're not plainclothe
es, I hope?"

"No," I seid, watching & cute 1little
kooch dancer do her floor show number ina
vari-colored spotlight circle. I need a
bit-player for a stage show that I menege
and it just so happens that you fill the
"bill exactly. Twenty-five bucks for an e-
vening's work, no lines to memorize andno
question's asked," !

"Brother, you are watering your horse
in the rlght trough®? ahe answered."And it
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. ) il f" -1 s
just 'so happens that I am an ex-chnrie

‘girl..." At ‘this point in our conversa‘s
.ioh we stopped talking for a momeut t o

watch the cute little kooch dancer doher
final bump, sans G-string.
WDid you see that?" my beer guzzling

‘woman of the night smiled, wiping the

foam and lipstick off her dirty mouth...

#Yeah, I sew it--and I've seen a 1 o t
better, " I said honestly. I locked into
the scarlet witch's face while the swir-
ling colored lights played ‘havoc withher

.horrible features. "You!re perfect f or

the part. Will you.take {t?%
"Sure--but I always eolleet 1n advan -
CQ-.-.'
~ "Not this time, sister,® I objebted...
PBut here's a five spot tip to seal the
bargein. Meet me, dressed ag ybu are,six
o'clock, stage door at Briook Goliége au-
ditorium, one week from tonight--gotit?®
Her eyebells bugged as she reked t h o
pancake. make-up off one,side of her:face

_with her fingernails. The pale color fr-

om the lights made her pock-mocked face

; look hideous. She spit out her upper pl-
-ate into a handkerchief and drew in her

cheeks while fentastic lights danced { n

‘her horror-stricken eyes. “Brbok ‘Coll -

ege," she scereeched, and then slumped in
to the booth fixing me with a hypnotie ,
compelling, stare. '

God, I thought, how ghastly she looks!

At that moment a hand resﬁed heavilyon
my shoulder. I turned and gaZeﬂ into mo-
re staring eyes, smirking eyes that told
me that I was about to become a vietim
of some unknown tragedy. ‘The crooked mo-
uth, underneath hateful eyes, was formi=-
ng words. "My wife,® the vile mouth sne-
ered, "what are you doing with ber, Pro-
fessor, Girding?"

My subconscious mind told me instant-
1y that I had been recognized and that,
if I wasn't careful, I would be the vic-
tim of an underworld dodge 80, old it sm-
elled...

"Don't try to. pull that old gag on me"
I saild, standing to my feet and_npqlling
his hand from my shoulder. Then I s a w
the hands tighten into fists.

I let go a short left jsb right in his
guts and, as he sterted to fold, I ceame
straight up from thecfloor with an upper
cut smack in his teeth. That did it. He
crumpled. I stooped over and pulled agun
out of his shoulder holster as he stagg-
ered to his feet gasping for breath. H e
was spitting blood and teeth ell o v er
the floor...




PIf you ever bother me again, I'll knock
you so flat on your goddamn fanny you'll
never be able to get up," I said, shoving
the gun across the bar to the bartender on
my way out. I could hear the scarlet witch
erying in her beér as I closed the door...

Aokt ok ook ok ok Aok o o

All the following week, during rehearsal
for Meet Qgg_nog;&,-Please, I wondered ab-
out my gun-toting friend of Jasmine Street
I also wondered who the real-life scarlet-
witch might be and whethe? or not she wou-

1d show up on time for her part in the pr-
oduction.

To circumvent suth absenteeism on h e r
part:; I prepared secretly to masquerade my
persoh as a stand-in fo# that part.In this
way the pley would be sure to go on.

.Three hours befote curtain time, I call=-
ed the dean's office to make sure that Pr-
ofessor Jordan would be on.stage for t h e
opening address. His secretary informed me
politely that thée Brook College dean h & @
not-been in his office for several days.

She wag, she explained, quite ahxious a-
bout his personal welfare since his office
work was far behind schedule. He had call-
ed her once from his bachelor's .apertment,
stating that he had an Mppointment "at &
doctor's office:" She.had been unable t o
get in touch with him since that time....

. "Thanks, Cora, for the informétion,® I
said over the felephone: "Lock the office

and bring me the key backstage before _the
ghow starts."

‘I called a texi and.headed straight for
Jasmine Street. I got out in front of the
drug store and went directly into the tav-
ern next door. The barkeep recognized m e
immediately, uncorked a frothy bottle o f
"Bud® end shoved it toward me., It was now
close to six in the evenlng, so business

was not rushing in the tavern. .

"Thenks, pel,* the tayernkeeper seid,
Wror getting out of here the, other night
when you should.® é

®"That's OK," I _explained. "I never look

for trouble and never under any circumst-
ances, run from it, either.,s , By t he
way, Wwho was that dame I was With--thé gh-
astly looking one?" I tried not to appear
overanxious about her identity._
* Woh, her,' he said. "You can’forget all’
aboyt that no good bitch-—she was‘
this afternoon. Died .a couple of Qays ago"
' . "Thenks," I tassed him e do}lgr Bill.’

"Yoy can buy her hoy friend a drink' with’
that when he.comes in, end tell, h;m it is
on me!" I rubbed my sore knuckles and walq

“buried ?
3 was "locked :so I let myself in with thekey

-1
ked out: I could~hear aimtlaughing: . .

‘T hailed enother éab,  went to. a.‘dcwn*o-
wn cafe for my evening meal and thewn vl -
ked to Brook College campus,. It wes-n =
quite dark but the walk'lights were o -a
leading to the auditorium so I siipped in
silence around the back way. I could_ tell
by the early crowd that the play was = go+
1ng to be a sell-cut. Ca

Cora -Duncarr, the dean's secretary, was
_waiting for me just inside the stage door
with the office key extended in aer hard.

WThanks, Cora," I said. "Heard from fr-
'ofessor Jordan yet”"

"No. 'But some -lady called up justlbefo-
-re'I closed the office and left word that
_she would be here: in time for her\part as
the scHrlet w1tch... e
"“"f0h, n-no, -no," I stuttered. MThat just
can't be. You must be mistaken about,that
‘Cora: Are you sure°'

Cotra raised her eyebroWs like a newsha-
wk oh the sceht of a scoop.. YThe lady,"
she winked, "said to tell 'you not to:for-

“get Jasm1ne Street.M

"You' can forget it," I said hand1ngher
' a' pasteboard comp for the reserVed gecti-
ohs "I'm the acarlet witoch, buttd on ' t
‘tell anyone.% o G 12

I went into my dress1ng room and caref—
ully made up as the witch for Ag¢t II. The

“curtain had just rung down on Act I when
fantastic thoughts flooded my mind. Ifthe
bartender on Jasmine Street was right,and
I was inclined to believe him, who. b u t
her husband knéw that she ‘was to:;play the
part? ‘That is, if she had told him. about
it before she died...if she had a husband
"Ji.i¥P Cora‘wasn't just kidding. Then, o n
"the other hand, Cora-ceuld only.know what

‘she had been told over-the telephone.

' As I rushed on stege to, take. my positi-

“on as the lurid female grave symbol,I st-
opped suddenly in my tracks.,; . :

The Jasmine Street wench wes standingas
" a dymbolic -headstone beside, a grave, dre-
ssed 'in sheer brothel gown, her face . 8
“ mass of putrid sores, her crooked mputh
smiling a terrifying grin toward me....no
upper teeth....

éod I thought, how

******?ii**

‘I called at the Brook College dean ' 8

offlce 'edrly the next morning.. The .. door

ast HE 10'01(8 ves

that’ Cora’had given'me the night before.

" 'He''sat slumped over his desk---dead. He
was spouting blood llke a spigot all over
the floér. -
R ol T Continuad on Page, 13.



DICK BENNER GLANCED at the electric clo-
ck on the wall. He rubbed his wethands, to-
gether nervously and pushed his glasses on
his nose. He picked up his pencil and tri-
ed to steedy it as he placed the final fi-
gures and lihes on the world's great‘blue-
print, the first building plans on the fi-
rst spece ship.

fSally," he called,
le coffee?? He smiled as he heerd the bed
springs screech as she rose from the b e d
in the next rodm. She stopped in front o f
the door and tied the belt of her robe.She
looked et him with tired blue eyes and br-
ushaed her twisted golden hair back f r om
her shoulders with a sweep of her hand.

"How's i4 comipg?™ she ih¢uir=4, holding
back & yawn with her hand. Her pale 1lips
spread into a asmile.

“Fine, just fine," Dick said running his
hands over the surface of the blueprint.

"I'm sorry I got you up," he said, no ¢t
looking up as he ruled a lins. "But I must
finish this tonight."

« WWhy?" Sally asked from the kitchen.

"Because I promised J. C. Hicks I'd have

it for him by the end of the month." Dick
leaned back and stretched his short arms
toward the ceiling. "And this is the last

/’ ; /2
Mank?id h /?/ached//; ultimat

discoveries. Anybody knows that.

"how's about a litt-

a//{ﬁy’:' l
in scientific
After all, what's left?

L0
day.

Sally returned to.the living room .and
ad justed his desk lamp go that it would-
n't shine directly ‘into his byes. "I do-
n't mind getting up," she said. "It'syou
I1'm worried about. You haven't been avay
from that drawing board in almost t w o
days."

%I know honey, but the world is waiti-
ng for this. I can't hold up progress. "
Diek put his hend on hers. "I can take
it hon."

Selly smiled. "I guess you're right ,
the world hag waitdd & long time for th-
is..."

%I knew you'd undérstand." Dick sighed
the aroma of fresh coffee filled his no-
strils. "Make it blbhck, bhon,"™ he called.

"Without cream?! she asked.

"Yes, black, I'm about to go to sleep.

Dick ran his pencil through his black
hair, Es had come to a hard part. T h e
pa~t which would tex every lest drop of
know-how he possessed. Once that was do-
ne, the rest would be just a matter o f
checking cver the whole drawingz. He hed
it fizured out at one time in his ming,
just how much fuel they would needto get
out of the earth's pull, how much it wo-

i




uld take to land the ship on the moon and
how much it would require to take off ag-
ain and then how much it would taksto la-
nd back on earth. He wrinkled his brow,as
he dug deeply into the dark pits of his
mind.

Sally sat his coffee in front of h i m
and went quietly into the bedroom.

He picked up his coffee and sipped i t
gently. He thought of Sally. He was very
proud of Sally. She never negged him bec-
ausé his work almoat always kept them at
home. Dick promised himself that as soon
as the plans were in the hand of J.C. Hi-
cks, he would teke a vacation and t a k e
Sally out for a g8od time.

As though the hand of fate was guiding
his pencil, he proceded to map outthe si-
ze, the capacity and their places on' the
ship, of the fuel tank., As he drew, h i s
mind became blank of all ether thoughts,
and as the sun began to peek over the di-
stant hills, he laid his pencil aside and
rubbed his eyes. He took a drink of his
cold coffee and gathered his plans toget-
her. Then one by one, he went over them.
Checking to make sure that everything was
correct. They couldn't be off a fraction
of an inch.

Then as he finished checking, he could

hear the snap and crackle of eggs frying,_

‘bacon bursting.

" "Good morning, deer," Selly said, kisa-
ing his forehead. She placed a fresh cup
of coffee in front of him dnd returned to
the kitchen.

Dick looked at his wife. Her hair w a s
combed out neatly and her sweet fragrance
filled him.

He picked up the all important fuel pr-
oblem end checked over it} then doublech-
ecked it, He smiled and was pleased that
it worked out so eagily.

‘Ther, for the first time in almost two
dqys he rose from the desk. His back end
legs ached so, he thought he'd fall over,

-1%
He walked around the room several tir.:
to let the blood get back into his legs.
. V"Finished?" asked Selly from the kitc-
hen door.

"Finished.® ; ?

She ran over to him ang’ thrGW'ﬁer &rms
around him. The tears streamed down " *her
cheeks. "Dick, I'm so proud of -you."

Sally smiled and hooked her arm in his
and lead him to the kitchen. Dick s a ¢
down at the small wooden table and Sally
took his eggs pff the gas stove and Dick
took his toast from the pop-it toaster.

Sally looked out of the window and sm-
iled as the cars went by. "Someday, soon
there'll be no cars like these we have.
Isn't that so, Dick?"

"Yep, someday -all you'll heesr ofis sp-
ace travel."

"Thanks to you," Sally said.

Dick smiled, “That's progreas."

"Progress, it's wonderful," said Sally
"Nothihg will.ever stop it, will ito"

"Nothing," said Dick looking out t h e
window., WAfter many years our dreams o f
space travel will become a reality." He
looked at Sally. "This date will go down
in history."

®And so will your neme," Sally added.

"How's it sound?" Dick said. " Richard
Benner finished the plans for the worlds
first space ship on August the first,the
year df our Lord; 2053. ™

#Sotinds fine."

. "I hever thought I'd make it.Lucky for

‘us the secret of eternal life was disco-

vered back in 1975 or we never would ha-
ve seen the day when space would be con-

.quered.”

Saily,yawned, her gentle lipg  pursed
into a seductive smile. Once more s h e
turned toward the window. "It's a beaut-
i1ful morning, Dick.®

W,...You know, Sally, human nature nev-

'er changes, even through progress..."

"Let's go back to bed," she whispered.

GOD, HOW GHASTLY SHE LOOKS

His eyes stared vacantly toward me and his c¢rooked mouth

Continued from Page 11
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was open,..no front teeth. I had knocked most of them out
in a beer-garden brswl on Jasmine Street the week before.

"You must have lovad her terribly," I said to the dead
man. "Thanks for playing her part so nicely last night." I
closed the door beaind me, using my handkerchief to rub the
prints off the door knob e
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BY HOWARD BARTON

Persahalljr‘ we' va alwaya baen fascinated- By duperstiti-

LIEN

_ 0118- 0f coutse; there are others Who won'+t ¢ame With‘in ' R
> %ntry&miio of ‘ofei-Now you take Big Miké Conley, up: = -.
SRR unﬂ b littlewhilé-ado he wasn't afreid of“fan or be- = vi%: .
ast, ‘I‘haf 18; you 'uhderstnnd. prior to this atory ~EJH R

tr
r o V s 11'

KL .

: "BUI LOCK ldrs Bollen, vfe Juat mt % 6

rent a corrin for the evening--we'll Trisg -

4t back," Big M:lke Conley:said to the und-
artaker. “Honest, we'll take good

Jake?" Big Mike turned to h1s canpanionwho
- nodded ‘vigorously.

PN

"Sure, pel, and we'll get it baek by mt-{;-

dnight,* Jake promised. : -
, "wnr
a requeet like that before, but I suppose
that if it'g for ube at a: inaequeradé perty
I could do it«-for twenty dollars,- in adve
" anee," the diminutive embblmer agreed.'But
you will hegve to take one of the ¢'h e & -

*' per black ones end return it before morni-

ng..o
~ "Fine," Big Mike said. "J’ust so I get a
"coffin,"

' “ceare. of -
* 4t and do no damage at &ll-<w o o ¥t .we; -
- the window flickered, sending.dark . shed-

4t's not ‘ethical. I havenever hed ~

aket. "But--but... ot *
"I've invited all t&e gang—-what a par-

ty!" Big Mike laughed ds he ayranged.wre-

aths'df flowers about the coffin, .
THE ROOM WAS quiet and cold. Cahdles by

ows to the-ceiling and :about the.wall.The
denk odor of the deed periieated the air,
mixed with the dslicate permme o:r ‘roses
and carnations.

#Br-r,¥ Jake ahivorod. surveying t he

* résult or~ their.handiwork, "This looks to

" natural-=2too”mch 1tke a funergl,Meybe we

‘better give it up.’ 01!' course,

i tm. not su-

perstit ious-but ana®
A'fell wiehtli of flowers plopped to the

" floore Jaké Jumped and grabbed Big Mike

pushing him towérd the’door. Big Mike pu-

~ ghed him awey and Sét tho rlowers strai-

~ Big Mike and Jeke loaded their weird po-r'

.ssession into their panmel truck wiich was

parked at the side of the mortuary, -climb-
ed in and drove off toward Big Mike s pla~
CO, “

"I'm not a bit superstitmus,“ Jake nod-

ded, casting a nervous 16¢s’ t'uverd the cd-

z *

glﬂ" againo I
“WLdok’ Mike," he said "party or no pa~

rty, I quit—-something s going to happenV

"Cen that stuff," Eig Mike said, "a u 4
come: oR" upstairs. I got to dress like a
corpae. The gang will soon be here forthe
party. ¢ .




¥Okay, okay," Jake conceded, followi ng
Big Mike to his room, "but I still don't
like it--of course, I'm not superstistio-
Us..."

Big Mike put faint touches of rouge to
each cheek and powdered his face with wh-
‘ite talcum. He dressed himself in a black
suit esnd faced Jake. "Jake," he whispered
"how do you like my shroud?®
" %You can go plumb straight to hell, for
all of me--I still got a huneh
is going to heappen..."

%Look, here's the setup,® Big Mike ina-
tructed, "when you bring the gang in to
ses my last remains" --he winked-- "have
them line up at the door end file past my
bier, single file-~and no talking.I might
laugh and scare someone to death.Some fun
eh?%

"Sure, sure --but..."

fCome on, snap out of it, pal. This is
goin' to be a fine party," Big Mike smil~
ed.

Big Mike and Jeke crept into the death
chember silently. Big Mike removed the
1id from the corfin and climbed inside.He
lay on his back, his head looking up from
the satin pillow. He placed his 1left arm
across his chest and closed his eyes asif
in deaths "Don'’t I make a beautiful corp-
se?" he whispered in a somber monotane.

"You give me the creeps-~-you should dr-
op deed," Jake growled. He turned at the
door, closed and locked it

THE MASQUERADE PARTY had been' in progr-
ess for about ten minutes when Little Mis
Muffet said to the Devil,  YWh-which o n e
is Big Mike Conley, our host”“

"Oh, him,¥" the Devil gritted rroh the
corner of his,mouth and pointed with his
pitchfork. "Big Mike's in that there room
--dead!"

"Pgt--pst," the witch said to the skel-
eton, "Big Mike's in that room, wrappedin
the loving arms of death."

And so it went from the lips of ohe me-

squerader to another; the clown told the.

hobo, the hobo informed the queen and the
queen told the king, "Big Mike's in that
- room--dead ¥
. Pinally the tense moment arrived.Every-
one laughed and slipped off their masks.
Jake, the devil, snapped off all the lig-
kts, but one dim one. "Ledies and gentle-
men," he motioned toward the closed door,
"our host, Big Mike, is in thet room wre-
pred in a sleep that has got no end. Now,
go in single file an' if you can't stand
to look at no corpse~-don't go..."

something .

YFE
et |

The flute player piped a weird fu..c.. -
dirge, mockingly, as the procession s*or
ted toward the phantom chamber of deaili.

Suddenly, there came a horror stricica
shriek from beside Big Mike's caske®. T.J-
ttle Miss Muffet had teken one hu r r i-
ed look at the body in the coffin and da-
rted, screaming, from the room. Fach {1 a
their turn, had done likewise. They h a a4
fled the party in mad panic.

"Mike," Jake yelled, the last to enter
the deserted chamber of death, "Mike,you
fool, you overdone it--they all went hom:
~-I told yous.."

He froze stiff in his shoes. PFright pa-
ralyzed every muscle in his body. He was
looking directly into the face of a resal
corpse; a bullet hole drilled neatly bet-
ween its staring eyes, wide open and fix-
ed in death.

¥Y--you--you ain't Mike,® he breathed,
slowly gaining a fraction of composure.He
turned his heaed and tried tomove h i a
legs. Hig feet felt like so much lead.

MGlug--glug,® there was a slight noise
as if someone Was moving in a far shadowy
corner of the room. "Glug--glug," itwent.

Jaeke, with forced effort, moved toward
the aound. "Mike, Mike," he screamed, "it
iz you-—who tied you up?" He hurriedly un
tied Mike's hands and feet, removed a bl-
indfold from his eyes and a gag from his
mouth...

WTh--that's dbetter." Big Mikerubbed his
sore and gtiff limbs. "Say where's a l l
the gang gone to, anyway?®

"Never mind the gangoejust take a look
in that there coffin," Jake nodded. "The-
re's a dead man in 1t!“

"What else you expect in a coffin?" Mi-
ke mirrored his disbelief. "Say-—--you're
not tryin' to kidime, are you?"

Jake watched Big Mike as he slowly made
his way toward the coffin. WYe gads, he's
deader'n a mackeral<--Murdered!"

Wl told you so--ndw what we gonna do%"

‘Mike dry-washed his hands in despair.%I
dunno--I dunno," he said.

"Let's t-teke him b-back to the undert-
aker where we got that there coffin. W-we
can shove him inside the door en' rumn 1li-
ke hell-~look, pal, how'd you get all ti-
ed up like that, anyway?"

"0le King Cole come in thet open window
and slugged me when my eyes were closed,
that's all I know.®

"I'm not superstitious--but..."

"Yeah, I know," Big Mike shrugged, "you
ain't superstitious er nuthin'---dut w e
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can't palm that stiff off on the undertak-
er, either. Think again, pal. We got to
get rid of it--quick."

"I'm quittin' you cold, Mike, as of now.
I'm not super..."

"Look," Big Mike stopped him wi*h a hea-
vy hand, “we're going to iake that corpse

out to that little country graveyard, east

of town, bury it and get thas coffiu backto

the funeral home quick as we can. Now grab’

hold en' let's get going--fast!"
'B?-butooo' T
"Yeah, I know you ain't, not a bit , dut
we can't afford to tangle with the law o n
no murder rep, either."
"Okay, okay, but I'm quittin‘ you cold,
it I ever get ont o:;;his.
. They placed the coffin with its contents

into their tiuck end made their wly out or_

town, heading ehit: :
They had just entered the. drab ebﬁ‘tery

" gette When Jake comiented, "I'mnot s r e

but- I think we're being followed."
Mike stopped the truck: A police caf pu-

1led up beside them ahd skidded to a stop.

The ‘county sherif? got out; his hand oa
his holster. "What kihd. of joke you tryin'
to pull?” he demahded. 1
wJu;t havin' Some fun,* Big Mike ‘bluse-
. "Honest, Sheériff, that'e all, We'il go
on back home, if you Bay."
“Now, looky hetes a Minute«swhat you guys
got: 1neide bBat truck?’ the sheriff's tone

was dbrusk. ®0fficer Riley," he .nodded: LoWe .

ard one of his deputies in the police car,
%have a look inside."

"Look, Sheriff," Mike begged, "we kind-e
Just borruﬁed -4t from ole man Bollen , .for
a joke, honest.we did--we'll . take it back!

The sheriff grinned, think1ng of the pr-
anks he hed once played gs a " youngster.,
"You guys orta be out tippin' ower shanmti-
es instead of steelin' ecoffins, - I'll put
Riley in there with you and we'll all go
back to the funersl home."

"I'm not supuratitieua—»b—but...

“Shut upe-I'm thinking!‘ Big Mike cauti-.

oned Jake,

WNow, no funny stutf boys,” the deputy.~:

grunted, getting into the“trunk, fget go-
1ng. * .

When they arrived at the funeral perlor,

" Mr. Bollen opened the door for them to en-

ter with their grusome burden. "Why, hello
Sheriff, I haven't seen you since last we-
ek--How come the police escort?”

fOpen up thet coffin, Mr. Bollen," t-h-e
sheriff placed a heavy hend on Big Mike's
shoulder. "They cerried that thing like it
hed rocks in it."

«16
The little undertaker 11resd the -1ia of
the casket and stépped ba@k in astonish-
ment. "Wow," he said, Wwhiste aid you get
tha’ dead body. It looks like murder..."
~ "That's ali i wanted to knowl" The sh-
eriff's tone was sherp. "Come along."
"Wait," Mr. Bollen held up his h amd
for them %o -stop, "I believe that I can
identify the body for you, sheriff., Thet
is the body of the bandit that held this
place up, last week. I'm sure. I remeih-
er faces well) But I do not know how th-
ese two fellows" -~he pointed to Big Mi-
ke and Jake-f\“got the body. I rented e
casket out for a witch party earlier i n
the evening."
"We can explain...® Big Mike spoke up.
"Sure, syre -- down at headquarters, "
the sheriff said.
* BIG MIKE. ANQ JAKE. told their storiesto
the otficers ater ghd over .agaih,so many
times, without deviation, that the sher-
1ff finally said, "Well, boys, maybde so,
but we'll chéék on the members of your
party. end again with Mr, Bollen tomorrow
and if evefything adds up just like you
. sey, well, we'll wait and see. 18 t h e
meantime you get free bed and board..."
"Thanks," Big Mike winked.at Jake.
"Who'd you say tied you up?" the sher-
irf asked as he turned the key oh Mike's
cell doory
"Ole Klng‘Cole,".Big Mlke sighed.
“Oh, he -did, did. he?" the sheriff mut-
tered, wonderihg-ebout a certain teleph~
:-one .call he had had earlier in the day.
"THE NEXT AFTERNOON Big Mike and Jake
confronted the shériff again: "I reckon
you .two guys cen go. now -~ but don't ev-
er get yourself a coffin, Mike ® the sh-
eriff commented.
- #Who was-,that stiff in the coffin?"Big
Mike was confueed. Sl
®Our finzerprint files show that itwas
Pinkey Podek, bettor known es the Weasel
He was wanted in about every state i n
the. union for armed robbery," the ;const-
able exrlained. "The mug prints mateh."
sRI'm pot superstitious, b-but how come
you:follow us in the first place?™ Jake
wes. feeling much beiter now,
iz%Somscns called me on . the telephone 'n
told me to stake out your joint,® the sh
eriff answered.
#Bid he sey who he was?" Jake inquired
%Yogh--0Ole King Cole," the sheriff sm-
iled.. "But he didn't fool me none.He was
:really Benny the Gyp, & partner to t h e
Weasel. We picked Benny up at the Weasel
Contineed on Page 1.8




All your life you foster but one dream. ’ﬁ‘ e ¥4 .f,tﬂ’;
It can be achieved. But, mister,”it takesuguts, o g

£

SAMUEL LOOKED up at the moon,- :. ; ¥, .
Someday, he' thought, sorieday I'll be on your fece. Someday I'll go 1
to your deepest crater and spit down it. I'11 kick up the dust all o-
ver you. Backside end all. : R MR T P R R S e T
Samuel walked silently awaye - S e e e

8 T 3a, r'
THE SHIP -GLISTENED in the bright noonday sun. The air wasﬂrull of
the bUsy hum of workmen welding -and 1oading, hamharing and soldering-_

THE FIELD WAS cleared. Cameras$ were set up. Time was uounted in se= .

conds and suspense hung heavy atound the world.' . ‘. .
A rldsh! A tearing, ripping noise, that seemed to rip sanity to bits:
e ‘“"'U Pe i LWy by

SILENCE, The field was a charred mess of metal from' the atands, the
grass was black as death. 1

But the ship was gone, gone to Samnel's dream. 7 4y

.(‘.r e

THREE MEN SAT in the ship. Three men with the fate of millidns of do-
llars of materials balanced on thelir shoulders. Three pvrv men wtth
‘universe in their midst. G

And one man, Semuel, with the fate of. the men in-@ts hands.,

TWO ‘DAYS, TEHE ship steyed in outer soace. Two ‘days all the‘b;ts of
Hell lay. outside the curved metal walls '_‘;'_ b

- H

THEN FINALLY a tug, weight returned three mef strapped themselves
to their couches rockets blasted, faces streined, 4nd. a huge metal ne-
edle lended with a shudder! i



SAMUEL. STIRRED THE dust with his feet the moon heted :Eim £6r it. 4

e 3

SAMUEL SPIT IN THE deepest creter just to show his contempt, and
the living ball of the moon reddened with enger and hatred.

Samuel kicked and kicked till he could kick no ‘more.’ "3;f3ri

Samuel spit till his mouth puckered dry
And the . moon could only hate back.- - 1% | ; e

SAMUEL WALKED{PO the edge of a deep erater and stared down into its
yawning hole. Its dismal abyss of blackness. o, i

HE STIFFENED, slipped, the moofi swallowed him up, caring not what
he was, but who he was... 2

The.-ship thundered back to Earth. Roared back to the crowds.
All remarked. what ‘2 shame it .was that such a good man should .lose
his 11f6cesess” : : Nk
eessand not return to his doting crowd;
not return from his dream-world.... ..
His beloved moon! up in the heavens...so far...so very far...

A COFFIN FOR MIKE. (Continued from Page 16) s
BY HQWARD- BARTON T

hideout this morning. He gave you boys a clean bill-of-health end you cah thank
him for that. He confessed shooting the Weasel over a split on the take from Mr.
Bollen's funeral home. Then he crashed your mesquerede party-b$ 01d KingCole and
pdf the Weasgel's deed body in Mike's corfin. He nearly got away’ with it, too.
But, like all crooks,. be made one 1ittle misteke.sa® . .

"What was -thet?" Jake asked. : & S D =

. "He ugsed the telephone and the moniker, Old King Cole Just ohce. too often--
and murder is nevet a joke. Say, I wonder now 1f .you boys are friehds of Benny,
the gyp? After all, he did attend your weird funeral party..."

"Never heard of him--or the Weasel, either," Big Mike 1lied,.

¥]--1'm not superstitious—b-but let's git out of ‘here.. "

"Look, -Jeke, I'1l never get myself another coffiin so long as---so long as--—— I

live!” Big Mike swore.

" A loud burst of laughter echoed throughout the building...

.
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WHAT ABOUT IT, ELMER?
Sirs:

ee:I enjoyed all of the March issue, and particulerly the
story by Elmer Kirk. Howeyer, I.object to the fact that meny of
his fiction pieces show "mountaineers" as hillbillies. Many peop-
le ere lead to believe that education has never entered the back-
hllls. It has. I haven't seen moonshine for...wdeks!

- Leonard Latenstein
Montpelier, Vermont.

POWER OF A STORY
Sirs:

I don't remember when a story has moved me more deeply th-
an "Rainsong" by Robert G. Warner.- In my opinion it ranks as an
emotional-masterpiece;.delving into a warped mind. I don't mind le-
tting you know, that if I could write that well I'd be much more
than a housewife! My congratulations to Mr. Warner!

Mrs. G. L. Czarwuski

Long Island, N. Y.

THAT MAN WITH A GRIPE
Sirs:

«++-By the same token, I didn't like eany of the stories pre-
sented in the May Brevizine, and I do not see how you can call four
poorly plotted; badly written murder stories,; fantasy. I suggest
that you fire or shoot Bill Reins and get some artwork for your ma-
gezine. Incidentally, the neme is Gerald A: Stewerd, not Gerard M.
Steward. Or perhaps you would find my psuedonym easier to grasp.

Gerald A. Steward

‘Ontario, Canada.

MURDER WILL OUT! ‘o
Sirs: ; ] .

Concerning "Spring Flood" in a recent issue of Brevizine, I
find it hard to realize the sadistic tendéncies some of the charac-
ters in your plots take. On the drop of a pin murder, mayhem, or vi-
olence is done. Is this what the enjoyment of raading has come to?

: .Frank H. Crone

Selt Lake City, Uteh:
* #ditor's Note: Without the mirder what would be the story-plot?

WE'RE COVERED IN FULL -
Sirs:

That impressionistic cover on the May issue of Brevizine was
abstract art in its finest form. The delicacy and finesse with whi-
ch your artist hendled the cover has given him a new "fan."®
Shirley Faulkes

R AR O

Oklshoma City, Oklahoma.

* Editor's Note: All bouquets for the artwork go to Mr. Reins a n 4
Mr. Marin. They're are favorites, tool



PREVIEW

OF "THE BOTTOMLESS PIT"; A NEW NOVELETTE BY ELMER KIRK

The girl extinguished the lantern. Piteh-blind darkness surrounded
them-~-utter darkness reflecting nothing. She leaned close to him and
the féel of her warm lips against his ear as she whispered ceused the
hackles on the back of his neck to rise.

*That," she murmered, "is the Bottomless Pit..."

Dan streightened, trying to overcome his emotions. "What is your
name?" he asked in an undertone.

¥Millie," she enswered. Then in the cold dank darkness she continu-
ed: "Twenty yeers ago, & young girl was tempted by her lover at this
very spot. The girl, rather than to yield to her own Edonic temptati-
ons, pushed her lover aside and plunged into the black void of that
Bottomless Pit...®

Dan put his arm around Millie's neck, drew her closely and kissed
her tenderly.

"Thank you," was all she said.

His eyes became adjusted to the dark.

He looked her over, up-and-down, appraisingly. Her hair was raver-
black, short-bobbed and set with a delicate tose over to one side. Her

1%%@. derk eyes held that look of magic that compels
Jg%“ 2 Youth to abandon &ll logic and reason. Her
P cheeks were pale-pink and without makeup.
: She wore a bright yellow sweater, dark

green slacks. They were in style.

DON'T FAIL TO READ THIS FANTASTIC
ADVENTURE OF INTRIGUE AS ONE MAN
BRAVES A WORLD OF THE WEIRD. B E
SURE TO READ THE EXCITING SEPTEM-
BER ISSUE OF - ~ =~

BREUVIZTINE

On Sale August 1lOth.




