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I HAIN'T BEEN TO SEE my cousin Paul in a long time, not since my aunt
had passed eway about three years previous. Since then bis sister Estel-
le had married, and moved out of the state. His brothers Carl and Rudolph
had also left the 0ld homestead. Carl was in New York, Rudolph hed marri-
ed, end built himself a home about six miles away.

As I set looking out across my garden that September afternoon, I thous
ght of tham all, end wondered how they were. I wondered how Paul was maks
ing out in that house all elone. Did the others come back sometimes, to
visit HWim? Paul was working, last I'd heard, in a mill in the next city
north. He didn't own a car, so he hgd to conmnte by dbus. That meant a fi-
fteen miflute walk every morning to and from the bus line. I wondered if
he still kept the cow, the pigs, and the horse, and if he still managed
to work thé gardens. It would be tough, doing that all elone.

It being a nice day, I decided to get the car out and go over to see
him. He had no phone, so I'd teke a chance oh Pinding him home. Anyway I
would 'at lbadt get & look at his place again,

As 1t was Sunday, there were a good many éats pn the main highway. The
people wetre making the most of what was left of the good weather, befote
the setting in of winter. I turned on my car radio. Some disk Jockey was
spinning a Montavoni recording of the Destiny Waltz. I stuck out my arm,
end took the left turn that would lead me out to Paul's place. Five min-
utes later, I swung into his yard, beside the gaping-doored garage that
cousin Carl had used. The roof probably leaked during the storms, for I
saw & lot of rusted farm tools lying eround.

I got out of the car, and headed for the house. Everything seemed so
quiet, so o0ddly quiet. Even the breecze secemed lulled to an almost ineudi-
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ble Whiwaper._“ll'h,?.bj‘.g elm west of the house had lost a couple of brenches,
obviously a long time ago, for:they lay néeat the house, well-dacayed. The
014 wagon shed ‘which had stood.out in the south side of the lot' was gone.
A couple of old.wagons sagged their wheels inté .the weeded ground. The -
old corn crib.stood, at. a slant,.to the south,.well beaten by thé"season~
al winds which tofe thréugh the open spaces beyond the.:61d bog-infested -
swamp. Tho old bern still stood, its rogf droching in the middlé '1fke an
old sway<badked horge, The pig sty was still thate, retaining e -faint, li-
Bgering boent af its famer.oacypents. The obickent caop stood. ekt ‘of the
‘house, just a short distance from the edge of .the 'swap. 'I.comld see that
only one of ‘the gardens was.still in use, and «inly balf of 1t .dt -tNat. &
Plymouth Rock hern poked her head around rthe carmer of: the old “cithouse,
saw me, and deshed off toward the..goope -, (te' . ... v o T
“¥hen 1 reached ‘the house, I found the kitchen door ajer.: On “the: store
Just outside, lay. s large, lazy looking brown. and white dog, who eyed me
steadily for a ‘minute, then sat.up op his haunshes. and. began barking. It
was old Bygter, who used to.sit at-Aunk Betsy's feet:when.she was cut une
der’thé élm; mewing or.resding or.just taking it:easy. In memory, I could
almost s¢é Aint Betay.herself, comisg put through:the: doorway, wearifig- a
big 'apréa.,,_:nd,grnt‘ing D9 heartily, ;1. S0y oL S
. '1 had g . s%tange, cold;feeling as I stpod bifors:the half cpened ‘door,
&nd memdbrieh of bygonp years .swept over.més I remembered:the time I ‘had
visited Béte for' e week; When I:was a }ittle fellowj:and hed.so mueh :fun
on the farili ] #éemembered when. Uhele.Willie hed:given me such a définite
vs«,t-’*’;fi‘.mﬁé *he time¢ I got to.roahing ejoutid:the swamp ‘and fell in. Poor
Uncle Wliie, in sternal alumbér.now,for teft years:.I remenbered the ‘time
the wild white rooster hed chased ms all aver.the iot, pecking at-my bare
legs. And how we ysed to sit .in the parlof ih the svening, and listei to
the recqrds.on the 014 grahephaites . ». - , . .. R
Old Bister stopped my tfain of Pevehiss ¥y sniffing around my ‘foet, Theh:
he laid doWti again, watching me, -and weitifig for. gy next move, Dead sile-
nce. settled in all around again. The door stood egaps, waiting ‘for ms to
walk into ‘the house. It sesmed gs if .the house itself was just.- crouching
there, like old Buster,.and waiting.  Waitings-waiting for whate=or who? I
didn't imow, it wes just the odd. feeling -the place was giving me, IRuess.
I stepped into.the kitchen.and selled ont. There wes no answey, My nop-
trils were treated to thaf,distincy-smell ope- always finds in oid houses;’
but not entirely unpleasant. There was the pld cest-iron stove, with the
tank attached on the dback end for heating, watep..The o0ld woodwbox Wwas in
the corner nearby, half-broken, with some sticks of wood thrown heltersk-
elter into it, The table by-the window wore & wellsused cloth of :faded:
Toses and leaves. I folt hungry as.] thought of the meals Aunt Betsy used
to place on that.table, The 0ld mippor.still hung:-beside the pansry door.
It hed seen the family grow up, seen the lines of. cere appear on thetr
feces, end the threeds of grey im their baiy. If only a mirror could’ spe-
sk! On a chair neardy, hung e coyple of sad-looking neckties, one degide-
dly feded gnd crumpled. On the wall over the {non sink, a celendar: hung,
showing a picture of e .flock of chickens. e i
- I turned and loocked out “through the doorway; wondering why Buster . had- -
n't followed me in. He just stood there, with his feet on the door ‘sill,
watchiig me. I looked out of the east window, at the old lilac bush;. It
hed grown all over itself, and was just a wild ‘tengle.of brush, I wonder-

ed if it stil) had the power 1left in it to 'send the sweetness df its blo~
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" ,Paul's voiée asking, "Who's there?" '

5 . " EREVIZIN®

ssoms into the air on early summer mnornings. The watching ‘éyes ‘of th§ dog
made me feel like an intruder. The house itself ga¥e me the safte feeling,

I decided not. to prowl any further, and called out again.

This time, by way of answer, I heard & low groan from the direction of
the living room. The groan developed into e moisy yawn, followed up with
% ?Mb!ﬂsx;ﬁieylﬁ I answered. y - - . v <. .. i
. ."Come 1p here, then,® Paul called. I walked through the small room off
,the kitchen,.and into the living room: Paul was lying on the old wooden =
‘backed sofa, and grinning at me. He waved me té & cheir. There were' only

" ‘two ¢hairs, one an upholstered. affair with its insides peeking out here

and .there, and a dingy wooden, ons. I ¢hose the latter.
"I thought nobody was home. I was Just thinking of heading back home my
8elf, but finally you,answered me, " I-said.

"Oh, I've, been sleeping. Just me and old Buster left here now, youknow,
The rest of the gang are all gone. Once in a-while, they drop by. Oh, we-
11, that's the wey 4t goes," he saild, then yewned and stretehed a bit.

While we chatted, I let my eyes rove around the room." There was the du-
aty, 618 fashioned cabinet radio standing tetween the two west windows,
and a couple of Paul's wrinkled shirts draped over it. Above 1t, on the
waell, hung a picture I'd always admired. It.came from Germany, end it weas
painted on the baek: of curved glass. It showed a cestle on a hill, bathed
in mbonlighﬂ,_&hiny stones were set into the castle as windows. Some of

.the paint had peeled off from temperature-and weathar changes. Over t h o
couch hung a family group picturs I also well remembered. On the east wa-
11 hung & colored picture of.Paul's sister Jenie. She hed died in an exe-
ursion boat disaster about twenty-five years past. Under the picture, o9 n
.the floor, were more of Paul'sg discerded-clothes, in a sad looking heap.
Evidently the house was Just a roost now, ernd I could mentally visualize
Aunt Betsy striding in, and trying to make order out of chaos.

"Sten, remember Grace, my 0ld schoglday fleme?" Paul was asking.

"Yes, I sure do! Always thought you and ‘her would get married, but her
end her folks moved off to scme other town. Ever hear from her anymora?"
. "Not for about ten years. Gyess.she's married off by now. She was a ni-
ce girl, Sten. I always liked her, add I still do. Gh, I can get myself e

woman {f I want to, dbut.somehow I can't see tirem sitting here, shering
his house. I can only see Grace that way. Fort all I know, she mey evenbe
" depd..." His voice trailed off.. : O '
. ™Wouldr't 1t be something, if she's still alive somewhere, and 8 h 0 u~
14 come back here to surprise you some day?" I esked. -

Peul shook his heed. "No, I don't think she'll ever come back. I guess
~all I'11 ever have of her are dreems and memories. And she was the only
elfl I ever seriously congidered settling down: for life with!" i

., The conversation turned to the topic .of neighbors. While he talked, ‘I
looked up mt the hole in the ceiling, where some plaster was missing.l &-
ould see a spider in it, weiting for prey. =g,

Paul followed my gaze. "COh, that chunk of plaster came down the other
morning, when I was eating my breakfast. To hell with itl This place will
_last as long as I will--and maybe longer. Maybe I could sell it, and get
a smaller place, just- for.myself and old Buster. But,- somehow, I just ce-
‘'n't part with it.:So, I guess we'll just rot awasy together." e
. "Good- thing you don't believe- in spooks, and.all that sort of stuff ,you

‘being all ‘alone here. I get a fynny feeling, just sitting here. T guess
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_it's j\ut nw remembering other days, when tha Lamily. was still together..
'Sem 8o empty hp.re now.. Mast. get darn 1on¢soma samatimes,®. I said.
, . fWell now, taybe ihe plage: is a bit haupted," Paul laughed. "The doors
e ,cruk. tho lta:lrs sﬂqeak,ugnd the floorbobrds sqewk.. An old: house is bo--
. wnd. to,ml;o so@e, roises Oy its own. The creaks of, old oge, ; ;It's drafty
e .,and rpm Le, Just. Like 1'11 be some days® . o
' "What room go you ﬂl.oq: inf" I asked.:.; .-
.. am:.them,s ot, the- top.of the atn&xm ‘ r'wqq ueu uu Pop 8 room.
3 ,,It “‘*W *ﬂoalqu, at. apymore, :dth,the-pa :peeling off. the walls.
T conditions i the. other pomwmq. , to you'a uke go up .end
ook around?, T!11 Just,sit, here and, toab.¥. .
The wellewodn stairs creaked under ny reet es I atconde&.  Peul's room
was o shhubles, with the old drssser. strswh.with veried.articles of clo-
. thing,. apd what, not, Faded Tegzed curtaing; slumped from the two windows.
.. & pleurs;of, & ‘brock,. above the hed,.¥ap; scareely:: mogﬂzmo for the
dust,. 'nxe, iron.bsd.hed lost a 1ot of its original paint,.end. rust showed
through. There was a faded, blenket.balled wp on the, twisted bedsheet ,and
., @ pillow. peered out from, benesth it, like a limp xhost‘ The, whole room
;.. soemed.neilected ap opneuiu. Cr e
.. .7y MNext; I.looked inté the reom that had bun, natene'-. Though in nesdof
‘ .- .p good gping ovér». it wep in'a leégs oluttefed condition than Paul's;
. 1 went to the last room, on the northwest corner. “The, door,;was locked.
. .+ » I pesred -§irough the keybple, and could.see part of the room, the faded
: .+ end.peelipe wallpsper,.and in some places,.dere clapboards, Ome of the
P c;apbou‘dn.had a;Wasp, nest. secursly fastened to. it. This. w;g the room,
;1~the onp ¥ hed slepy.in,,when I.visited Bere as a child}.
o aedust.of. § Surned eway - rrom that door, -to return. dqmnntaira,thore was a
funny tbuing sapewherp ingide of me, a &ort of a éhilled .sensation. The
o air around me seemad.to grow ‘heavy, and .tuassy. The fpeling of chill turs
YR ned to:a pronounch.cgldngn, and goosestlesh ;ppurad oR.my..erms.At the
seme tike, I.felt a tingling along. salp:. The whale .house geemed tobe
.- .guddetily .quiet, ao aminously quietss lqikd s silett beast preparing to pos
_ urices I purried m.;ho stairs, -apd .ifto the fooh Whete.Paul waited.

. "Thitigs just aren't.fhe way they used to be; when Mom apd all the othe
er- wef'e.aropnd, Then, seeing the. exprugion o w tigo. ‘he askod, "What
ia siling yey? You )gok, sort of sjekl¥ ..

"I guess 1 let my imegination got. tﬁp bési af ﬂ u”turs. Ihad the

~ damndest, creepy :feeling. :How the hell.you can stend this place, I don't
_ kmow! If you could get: someone to help brighten .the place up, it wo u =

. 14 make all the.difference in the world. Hew ebout nq coming over on we~
_;skends and help you fix up eround?.

"m." sighed Paul, "I'm used to it. I t'll do aa h. Maybe you think

‘ve teken o0 rooming shouta?" D a

MJudt the same, the place needs ﬁxing. And I didg't ey the Bouse § &
hauntedf" I was getting uneaay egain., "Let's go outdoorp. I'q liko a st~

-, roll and really,see the place," ' .
; . When w¢_came outside, Buster got up off his haunches :gnd ‘followed ua.
. "Does .0ld Buster atill sleep beside the woodbox by.the atovq » 1like he
used to?™ I asked Paul.
"Funny: thing, Stya, he won't go 1nside the house at m Smething got
him scared...”
W¥hat could of scared him° Meke with the details," I prompted.
"Well, near a year ago, him and I were in the living room. I was reed-
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ing the-péper, and he was sprawled real cozy in the corner. All of a su-
dden he began whining. I looked-at him, and.sew the hair ‘standing up on
the back of lis neck. He was.staring toward the hall, but there was not-
hing there. Then he got up and. elmost erawled out of the room ytomard the
kitchen. He stood by the:door; whining, so I let him out. 'Hs heaaed str-
aight for the bern. He's“never-come -eny further than ocutstds: thelkitchen
door since! I don't know what!s atling Mim:at all!® o mo- 1 107
I gleneedsbuck :at  #li® houseizMaybe’Buster -lidd’ sensed; ér seenr; someth-
ing in that howse, somethidg moére tengtble tham whet!Ithud sdnsed. when I
‘hed visitéd: those upstairs rooms,.-THe wholé house:seemed o crouch- there
near the road, as though it were»uiting tér iomething'.‘-"'{me ‘watting ho-
* use™ .I thonghtr.. * oo sald MRawt . et ?
" After ‘cur inspections of bBarnj:gardéns; and. other buildings,:I-toock my
leave, saying -I°would be back:in:a souplecof+weeks for: snother chdt, and
that mayde.ws'could figure ont héw te ‘start gettimg-the: plece—mcnded end
painted. I was.glad to-leave, td gét  away” from that: deprossive state th-
. ‘at ‘seemed to -ddminate the whole pla&es .’ 'wni 't o &n -
A month, went ‘by, during which. time.I-often thought. of-Paul being all a
lome im that lonely, decaying "waiting" -house. Move than ‘once-during the
. “month I hed been tempted to get out the ear and go over shere, to see 1if
ell was well with him. Now, I couldn'se put ofr a visit any Longev. ‘I fo-
1t almost drewn to the place. PR RS 5 U<
" The gfternocon #sun was drooping toward tha mountains. 1n'“tho west , as I
drove into Paul's yard. The west windows Jof-the ldouss 'reflected the red-
dening sun's ‘glow, as ‘if there 'was.a fire bBehind ‘them. The air was gett-
ing chilly, and a thin veil of fog hung over the dig.swamp, north of the
house, A bird.emitted.a harsh note from ,the elm, then tock off ¢t o W a -
rd Martin's Hill to the west. I didn't gee the dog Buster anywhere arou-
nd., I made my way to the -kitchen door, whieh was open. Someone was walk-
ing eround inside, dbut it .didn't sound Yike Paul, not his sort of t}red
listless shuffling walk. I stepped.on into the kitchen. . &
It was Peul, ‘but how changed ‘he (Looked! His face was newly shaved mil
hair eombed and brushed, ‘and he was wearing a neatly ironed white. qhirt.
His navy blue trousers, though a bit faded, were freshly pressed, {oo...
His sboes were well‘ shined«s:l-locked. . from him to tha.teble. There gtodda
bouquet of blue gentians, and “someiother mixture of wildrj.mera. 'Ihe en~
tire kitchen ‘showed: 4igns +«of re’ thiopough: eleaning, - - LR
¢ WHi, Stan,” Peul greeted.mq, "I'm tired! Worked like & Beaver al1 day,
gatttn'é the place in order: Haw do you like. the flowers? Got scme of th-
em up on Martin's Hill, and .the others:from down by the ewamp.Best. I co-
uld do on such short notice! Here, do me a fevor, will you?.Help me wipe
these di.lhen'."n L
I ceught the dishtowel he toased in iy genara.l diroction and began to
wipe & plade, wonccriniall the whileds.the long aolitudo. of this house
had upset Peaul's ‘emotiomei bAIance.
¥Paul, what's all tois sudden cleaning and primping up all about? Have
you picked yourself a zirl friend -somewhere?! I asked.
"Grace's coming back," Psul said, turning on the kitchen light to off-
set the rapidly . ~0Ning sisdows of nightfall.
My grip .on thc vlete figbtenad, "th-h-h-at?" I asked. . .
"But yes! She's probanly i New York by now, maybe on .the train allre-
ady, on her way out! She gevt me a long lat*er last week, asking me if X
would like to ' see aer again. Sae says 1f I gtill feel the same way about
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her that I used to, she'll come back and merry me! I wasted no time ‘lett-
ing her know I wanied hor back-again. Then she wrote sgain in answer; ‘and
said she Was on her way, but Tor me not to come to meet her when her t1e-
in eomes in, as she weuts to.walk in and find me pight here, like :in bye-
one years. In fhe rzoni: m. I went to work -and fixed-the house up and'did
a good job of it, t00i” Paul Waved his hand tcward the:other room. "Go ‘8-
head, téke a look." o '

"I will later. Grace coming back' By gee Pnul; what & hroak for you !
Maybe I better set out rorﬁhome,now. When .ate walks in, she wents €0 ses
you, and only you," I said. - < -

"No, sily avhilel She won't get; here ror about three hourn yet . I sent
her enough money for her cab fare out here, so she won't have to‘hang ar-
ound at the statiqn wasting time. waiting for a dbus." . -

Buster came qut from under the.table, and weited :for me to stroke him

"Yes, evep Buster.aeems different. He isn't afraid anymore. When. the'l-
"etter came, from Grace and I brought it into, the house from.the mailbox,
Buster came strolling in. right alongside.- Good: old. Buster!®: Paul arrecti-
_onately, scratched, the, animal's headq: "I fixed the: victrola),: too. -We ghall
“have. pusi¢, when she gets bere..Go, gn,.Sten, teke-a look eround the house
and let me, know what ypu think. Ybu'll £ind the light a'itchea right whe—
re they alWays were., I'll finish off the. dishes." :

Everything in the, downstairs roomg was. go; clean, 8o nent It would have
delighted Aunt Betsy's heprt -1f she were.to see it all looking-so nice !
Even the hinges on_the.hall doorway.hed been, ciled. The -hallway. itselfhad
been the proud vietim of a thorough cleening. The- stairway to the second
floor h.d been scrubbed, and only squeaked :a lit$le'as ] escended. Upsta-
irs, I looked. into Peul's room, into Estelle's.room. Thers. wes, still aome
dust here and there, but all was in order: -1 got .bold; and. pulhed ggainst
the door to the porthwest room. It was still locked. A lgok through t h e
keyhole ,showed me nothing but the of. the Window in the neardeed daylight.
There was no 1onger any . reeling or qppreésion, es in my previous tour of
Anspection, It bed all.peen my own.imggifation.in the first place, no do-
ubt, I recalled the term "the waiting house." Now it was a house that kn-
ew ita occupants would be happy again;-and jt was heppy, too! I  walked
into Paul's room; .and .loaked .out .of the easﬂ window, The fog over she big
swamp to the north hed become a hugs, bloeted Body, stretching out a mist
arm across the road end over the smbller swams.at the end of Peul's gard-
‘en: I turned away, end walked ddnnltairog ngain iwardly leughing at mys-
elf for the silly sensations I hed thought 1 experienced on my tirst via-
it to the farm.

Paul hed gone through the dish wiping in remarkable time and was putt-
ing the last of them away in the pantry just.off the kitehen. The dog sat
in the middle of the floor looking up at me, and wagging his tail conte-
ntedly. The stage was well set for the .happy reunion.

Paul talked gaily and unreatrainedly of his .plans for the future.He 'a
get the house really fixed up. He'd get more livestock, he'd work the ga-
rdens. He and Grace would make a go of the farm. He painted a verbal pic-
ture of Grace planting flowers all around the edge of the house. It w a s
80 good to hear his enthusiasm! I caught some of his overflowing heppine-
ss in my own heart, and ached to get back home and tell Lil all about it.
But, right in th: midst of Paul's joyful plaenning, it heppened! ; .

There was & long drawn sigh, a loud, deep sigh, as if from aome gigent-
ic throat' The dog suddenly turned his nose northwestward, end the h e ir
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rose on the back of his neck. He seemed to actually shrink. At the -same
time, Paul dropped a platter on the floor. It landed with a deafening cr-
ash. The sound of the sigh ceased with the breaking of the plate. Th e n
came a wave of icyness, a real tangisble frigidity. It wes in the air ell
around us. Not a breeze, just a-dense, silent coldness. The dog crawledon
his belly, whining, to the kitchen door. Then the feeling of intense cold
was gone. Paul looked dazedly at me, and at the dog cowering and whimper-
ing against the door. A5

"What was that? he'asked mn in e .hoarse whisper. ¢ ) )

"I--I-don't——know." I pointed to th@ dog. "Buster's seared-&plenty"

Paul moved-’to the door and Opened 1%, Buater fled, howling, into t h e
night.ceo F

"Maybe a door came open somewhere 'in the house, It gets pretty damp and
cold eround here when there's a fog. But--thet awful sound--maybe I'd be-
tter go and look around the house and see if I cen find out what'; wrong?
Paul started out of the kitchen towerd the bellway.

"No," I seid, stoppimg him, "I'll loock. I'll be right back.?
it Though I felt nochill in any of the downatairs rooms, there was.a fee-
ling of 'heaviness in the air, a sensation of waitful suspense. I started
up the stairway toward the second floor. The heaviness permeated the eir
there, too. It seemed to be everywhere, all eround me! I reached the top,
and went through Paul and Estelle's rooms. No windows:open there. No ara-
fts. I stood by the locked door of the-northwest room. No sign of a draft
there, either. What had caused thets terridle sighing sound, end that awf-
ul leyness in the air downstairs? I degeended the steirway slowly, confu-
sed. T had just get.foot on the hell floor, when the heaviness of ths air
closed i1, stifling me, causing me to gasp for bresth! I flailed my erms,
beating madly-at nothingness! I pivoted and looked back up the stairs. I
hed tursed off the light at the top of the stairs as I descended, but th-
ere wasn't:-any darkness there nmow, at least, not all darkneas'_There were
wavering_wisps of shiny mist up'thoré, at the very.top of the stairs, fo-
ggy veils writhing, trying to mergé into one ghestly unit! My feet £ o 1t
like lead ass I tried to make a run for fhe kitchen, I banged against fur-
niture and wells, while the tangiBlé -heaviness of the eir-tried to. hold
me back and suffocate me! Somehcw‘ I got 'into the lighted sanctuary ofthe
kitchen, and slumped into a’cheairi

"Paul!® I gesped. It was'e job, all right, to drag the words from nmy
lips, to find the bdreath in my stony: throat. ®You've got to get out of
this house--right now! Get Buster. I%ll--take you over--to my place--"

"What's the matfer with you, Stan? Did you see a ghost?" Peul's follow-
ing laugh seemed a bit brittle.

"I did, Paul! So help me——I did! We've got. to get out of here, I'm tel-
ling you" ;

"Look, feller! Grace will be here any minute now! I've got to be bhere
when nhe arrives!®" He pointed toward a whiskey bottle on the table. "Help
yourself. I just had one. It'll chase tha ghosts away."

The whiskey felt burning, but good. It numbed me a little, Pook off so-
me of my penic. But still--fear was within me. I felt that ell thet heav-
iness in the air i the other rooms was waiting to erupt into the kitchen
‘and stifle:the bcih of us. I poured myself another shot, downed it.

%Paul, I'm not kiZding you! You had better get out of here with me rig-
ht away' Something’s going.to haeppen if we don't. Something horrible--%

"No, I'm gtaying! I think there's some down-to-earth wey of explaining
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Sha reason for the sounds, and the cold air, and even your--your, ghosts...
This is an old house, you know that, and old houses do funny things—-"

I got to my feet. "If you won't come with me now, I'll go without.you!"

"I have to wait for Grace, and you know it. I think you and I let our i-
maginations work us over a little too much! When Grace comes,I'll be herel

"0.K., then! I'm going! But I'll be back.early tomorrow, Just to be sure
everything is all right, and I'll briag Lil with me!® My coat and hat waere
on dafore I finished talking, and it didn't teke ke very long to get.outs—
ide. When I regched my cer, I leoked back .at the house. At one of.the ups-
tairs windows, I saw a wavering, luminous form. I gét im the cear, and took
off for home in a rqal'hnxry. When I told Lil all about what had happened,
and my feers, she laughed. I thogght e would She hedn't felt nnd seen
what I had! But T felt better ‘for having talked it out.

I got into bed, but sleep was an elusive thing. The nights eventz milli-
ng eround in iy thoughts. I switched on the bed lemp, hoping I gould get

my thoughts off of it all by reading nwhile. But the words in the book re-
mained words, I couldn't get into the fes) or the story at all! I IW1tohed
off the light 'again, end finally feli into a dreamy sleép, in which I see-
med to be running over hills and valleys, with Paul'a house in hot purnuit
of my person. P51 ayoke with a Jolt Jhat as the’ house was about to poupceon
me and me tb earth.

I sat up straight in bed and lookeq toward .the window. There was a ruri-
ed red glow in the sky to the horthwest. It was a t}re—-somewhera int.bh e
general direction of Paul's place! It took Yittle time indeed for me to be
out of my pajamas and into mw clothes. Li} stirred and woke.,; told her a-
bout the fire.®

"Get baek to bea Stan! Tﬁere s a fire department ih town' gbu ve been a
wake most of the night 80 e¢rawl back in and get some alepp‘" she ordered.

But there was ho stOpping me now! ‘The _glow in the sky. had’ gied down con~
siderably by the time ‘that I _8ot the car out of thp garage and°in to t h e
road. But I 4ian't get very far, fot I'd forgotten to get gas. the night bve
fore, and the tenk was empty.-I hailed & passing cer, and the driver w a s
kind enough to give my, car a push to_ the nearest ggrage. I had the tank -
illed and took off’ again. On the roed to Paul's hguse, a fire truck and a
line or cars passed me going the other way. The e was no longer any glow
in the’ sky, the fire was"out, I ‘hit a bank ot fog a quarter of a .mile from
Paul's place, 'and had to stick . my neck out.the window to see the roed. Wh-
en I was nearly to the corner ‘where the house’ stood the fog broke in the
middle....

To my left, was Paul's swamp. Ang” thera, at its edge, stood Paul, Grace,
beside him. I yelled, "Heyyy--Paul! Grace!" I pulled up and stopped. ,They
evidently hedn't heard me shouting. I stdod at the fence, looking at them.
I got my leg over the fence, calling again to them the while. They did not
pay me any heed. Were they so damned in love that they couldn't heat my v-
oice yelling at them? Now they were moving toward the house, going further
eway from me. "Don't go to the house, Paul! Hey, Paul' GracE' Came over to
my place til morningl"

It was no use, they kept’ right on going toward, the general direction o ¢
the house, which was invisible because of the fog. Only a faint, glimmeri-
ng, rddiagce showed. Thc bank of fog moved forward, and enveloped them. I
went back to my cer, 7°% in, and started off, Morning wasn't too far off
now, end in just a couple of hours it would dbegin to show daylight. I dro-
ve slow as I passed ths viciﬁity of Paul's house, but I couldn't see the
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house itself because of the’ fo%. iny the windows showed with & cold 1li-.
ght. I slowed to a trawl, stuck my, hﬁah ot o the wipdow, and celled,
once again. My answer was a strange sizzling sound, end a funny, barn=d
out sort of smell. Then' came, that heavy, 1cy~fee11n°, almost tanglbie in
its intensity! The very same sensatlon that I_had felt in that houss tha
night bdefore! That was enough for me' I stepped on the gas, and wheeled
for home. ees

I stayed up awhile, smoked cigargttes drank coffee. I still managedto
gulp down sdéme breakfast when, Lil g9% up later. When breskfast was done,
We got into ‘the cdr, and headed for Paul's place. I switched on the car-
radio, in hopes that there would be some news of the fire, and where it
‘had been. The usuel political and state news cams on tirnt. )

A 1little over a mile from Paul's, we were surprised to see o0ld Buster,
coming along the side of the road, in our direction, walking slowly, head
down. I palled up beside him and stopped I opened the back door, a n d
when I celled his name, he jumped in and set gowsring on the dack seat..
Before I could remark about his strarge actiona,'the ngwseagtor handed e
shock to Lil and me.

There had besen a passenger plano erash the night beforé naar New York.
And among the dead Was--Crace DeMille! Gragg I stopped the car, and tu-
rned to Lil. o

"How could that de? I_ggg Grace early thi--morning, down by the swamp,
with Peul! I couldn't de misteken! Who else would be there with him, a t
that hour? -

Stan, it -nat have been someone else you gaw! If Grace was in a plane
she couldn't be - there with Paul, too. Not unless you want to atart beli-
eving in ghosts," Lil offered.

"Listen, Lil, after what I've been through lately, I'm ready ¢6 bdelie-
ve in anxth;gg' Let's get over to Paul's, and see what the whole situat-
ion is! I've got a feeling that what I went through before isn't enythi-
ng compared to what I'll go througb~--Lil! Look!"

. We'd rounded the curve, and come upon Paul's plece. But the house was-
n't there! All that remained of it wad a smouldering pile of timbers! It
didn't teke us long to be standing cldse to the fire-stresked ruins.

"WLil, I came by hare just & couple of hours ago, and the windows show-
ed through the fog?! The house was still here then! That was right afterl
saw Paul and Grace by, the swamp! But—-that fire during the night--*

Li1 gripped my erm. "Sten, there's something wrong, either with you or
the whole gituation. Bbtter ask soriebody, there's plenty of people wend-
ering around.

I saw Paul's next door neighbor, Bevens, stending arms akimbo over b y
the formetr site of the kitcheh, staring into the embers.

"Hey; Tom!" I celled obut to him. "here's Paul? What heppened?"

Tom Bevens walked over to us. "Hello, Stan. Hello, Lil: I'm afraid you
won't see Paul anymore."

"What?® I gasped, though already I could guess the answer.

YAll that's left of him is buried somewhere in there." Bevens indicat-
ed the smouldering mess. "He couldn't get out! I heard my dog barking e~
arly this morning, and stepped out on the porch to try to quiet h i m. I
looked over this way and I sew & light in Paul's room. He was at the w-
indow, looking down thoe road thig way. All of a sudden, he turned h i s
back on the window, and let out the most God-forsaken yell I ever heard.
Then he disappeared, fell down, or something. Before I no more than got
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to the road, and I moved fast, mind you, flames came out of all his wind-
ows at onee! Like an explosion, only there wasn't any report! The whole
house was & torch! I never saw anything burn #o fast in my life! Nothiag
could egcape a fire that burned like that! Err--what's the matter, Stan?? .
You look pretty sick. I know it's bad news—=*

"I--I'11 be--all right--" I took Lil's arm, and walked away, almost le-
aning on her for support, bdecause my own legs didn't seem to really belo-
ng to me. My stomach was a #tony knot, and there was a pressure that ach-
ed in my head.

Sitting on an old stump e ways from the ruina I managed to get myself.
But my thoughts raced, trying to find answers. And when they eame , they
weren't good! GCrace had died in the plane erash. That must have been abo-
ut the timeEI‘was there yet with Paul, and when that terridble sigh was at
bhend, and when that death-e¢old sensatlon ceme into the room with us! But,
what of the lesser weird sensations I'd experieneed on my previous viait?
More spectral visitations, unmaterialized? The spirits of others of the
ramily, clinging to the hume they loved? Beven had seen Paul at his wind-
ow, heard him scream. Perheps Grace had appeared to him just then.But the
fire? What could have started & fire which would burn with guch rapidity,
as Beven déscribed? But what caused the vision of lighted windows through
the fog, when the house had already burned down? Ghosts--ghosts, the who-
le business was ghosts! Even the ghost of a house—

I remembered when my thoughts cleared more, how I had been impressed by
the feeling that the house was just crouehing there, waiting. The phrase
"the waiting housePe—

I looked towerd the ruins again. I wondef#d if a house aould fedl, like
we do, &nd know the same émotions that humanity is eddictéd to. If that
is so, prhaps the house 81t lonely, when the.others died or moved away.
It still hed Paul to sheitsr, but he was lotibly, toe,.and the houss knew
it. And when the dpirit of Grace hed- eppeatsd to him, the old house knew:
Paul would never be heppy agaim. .50, it clddped the spirits of het andall
the others who had loved ¢he houne,.and gats itself to the flames, flames
from a supernaturel sourés, yes 80 pdtant that they could destroy a house
end a living map~--, -

I reached for a cigarette, finally got it lit. Through theo swirl of its
smoke, I stered at the ruins of the house, the "waiting house,"

The "waiting house"” waits no morees...
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DANTEL DRAPER, REPORTER FOR The Springdale Morning Call, jumped from
his car and inquired of the gas station attendent: "How do I get to the
Markham place from here?" n & e

"Well, let's see," the atiendant replied, "you go straight south from
here, about three miles, Then drive slowly end you will notice a 1little
used wagon road to your right, going weat. Just follow your nose on i n
—~but, if you expect to explore or buy the old Markhem cave you got an-
other thiAk coming...." :

"Why?" Dan asked. L

"Because old man Markhem sealed the éntrance to the cewe twenty years
ago," the dttendent smiled, "and no ohé has been inside since. Besides,
rumor has it that the cave 1s...is haufited—if you believe in ghosts."®

"Thanks, pal, for the information,” Dan said gettihg back into h i s
car. "But I em going to see the insgide of that cave and nothing is goi-
ng to stop me...."

®That's whet you think, brother. Bettsr men than you havé tried a h d
faileds Doh't say that I didn't warn you.® /

The death of trees and foliage durifig. late October, in the Ozark mouw
nteins, cest a weird spell over Dan a8 he drove along Highway 65, south
of Condon. Trees and vegetation, he thought, die g besutiful death 4in
the Fall of the yeer aua, like human beings, ere reincarnated again i n
ihe Springtime wish ths transmigration of a better soul...new gep...new
blood...and 8 pew be:irn n3...ever on end on.

Then, as the mid-day sva rarched dead leaves about the landscape, h e
caught sight of the lit.le used road going west and turned his suto off
the highway, as directed.

Y
iy
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He had heard about, the mysterious 0ld caverns -from the ‘natives and dec—
ided that a fsature story might gain him a bit of journalistie ‘®lory in
the sight of the maneging editor at The Springdale Morming Oaly, -

It wes hinted that old man Markham's cave was among the largest . in the
mountains.. Because of. some unknowa feason, the old eccentric kept it clo-
sed. Promoters had offered him fabuleus: prices hoping to turn it into a
tourist attractioa. But the-old man of the mountains refused all commisi-
ons and continued to liveiin: desclation on his isolated domain-of mystery
Caveras.... _— : 5 i
. Now, as Dan's cer rounded the crest of .a hill, he hunched his tall lean
figure forward, shifted into low gear and rode the brakes to' the valley
below. The Weird and died.beauty about him was overshedowed only by a the
ought of what might lay shead. : ; : aan”

He parked his car; locked it and was about to turn eround when that in-
ner sixth-sense telepathed his brain that someone was tauriously approac-
hing from béhind, - . ° | Lo . oy 0 . L ;

"Hello," 'a feminine.voice said, almost ‘before.he 'could face her. "May I
be of some help? My father has gone into town for.supplies and I em here
alone, " : b - _ s

"You sure can," Dan answered, eager te get a story and visit the inside
of the forbidden cave. "I am looking for a cave that is supposed to be 1-
ocated around here, someplaca..." 4 ; e
."Oh, that's easy," she said.- ¥Come with me and I will guide you through
- 1%, That is, provided you will promise not to mention me doing so to my
elderly father. He has. old-fashioned ideas about young couples- being tog-
ether in secluded pleces. Know what I mesm~-promise?" .

"Sure, kid, I wouldn!t:let you down on that," Den assured her. Then he
thought, It's as easy as that. And I tbought this was going to be a hard
assignment. vy

He looked her over, up-and-down, appraisingly. Her hair was raven-black
short-bobbed and set:with a delicate rose over to one side. Her dark eyes
held that look of magic that compels youth to' abandon all logic and reas-~
on. Her.cheeks were pale~pink and without-make-up. She wore a bright yel-
low sweater; dark green slacks cut to-the latest style, and strapsandles.
8he was young and about his own age. :

"What's satin' you, friend?" she said. "Come on, let's go."

She led the way up e path, worn by the hoofs of farm cattle to where it
emerged on the rock-floored entrance of the cave opening. He gazed in es-
Sonishment. The entrance was gsealed with a network of heavy iron bars and
the massive iron door in the centef was fastened shut and locked with a
s huse phdloék..., e 4 ‘ Bass 1Y ; t

She took & key from her pocket,-déftly turned it in the lock and they
entered. She picked-up.a:kerosens farm lantern from a’'ledgé of stone near
the door and with the Mid of Dan's flashlight they proceeded down the ne-
rrow dark corridors of.the cave:; It was, indeed, a weird, cold and dunge-
on~derk subterranean wonderland. :

She pointed out to him, under ledges of overhanging rock, a bears' dem,
where once those grizzly animals hibernated. The shallows that their bod-
ies had rounded out still remained and cast dim shadows in the eerie lan-
tern light.

Then she rolled away a round stone from a small opening and Den saw, by
the piercing beam of his torch, a dungeon cell where skeletons barred the
eir ghostly skulls. This ghostlike cavern crypt, lined with humen bones ,
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ceused him to wonder if that master of the strange "and ‘macabres, E.A.Poe,

. had been here at the time of his writing The Cask of Amontillado.Dan wo-

uld not have been surprised, at the moment, to see the famous character,
Fortunato, come forth from the well of bones, his cap-of tinkling bells-
Jingling weirdly in the eerie recesses of this lost underground ca'comb.

Dan shuddered and said nothing. ;

She continued to lead him on and on through a maze of underground cor-
ridors and narrow passages where huge stalagmites reflected their spect-
ral robes of filmy white mist. .

Suddenly, .apd without:warning., they mmeriged imto a e¢old and glant room

- the.ceiling of which could not be reached with' the beam-of a flashlight.

Den held gently to his guide's arm and permitted her to lead - him towerd
the center of the dismal chamber. '
At this particular moment, he wes thinking horrible thoughts.Alone and

. without his guide, he would be uneble to find his way back through ¢t h e

labyrinth of uncharted corridors to safety. His bones might well end wi-
th those he had seen in thé dungeon cell. An evil forbodding ran through
bhim as his faithful guide bade him rest beside her on a raised stone.

He flashed his light before them as they sat resting from their walk..
To his astonishment, 4 huge and black-rimmed hole appeared only feet i n
front of their resting place. Had they walked a few mor'e ‘steps they wou-
14 have plunged into the gaping jaws of a bottomless pit.

She extinguished the lantern. Pitch-blind darkness surrounded them; u-
tter darkness reflecting nothing. She leaned close to him and the feel
of her warm lips egainst His ear as she whispered csuséd the hackles o n
the dback of his neck to rise.

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

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

"Millie," she answered. Then in the cold denk darkness she continued::
"Iwenty years ago, & young girl was tempted by her lover at this very s-
pot. The girl, rather than yield to her own Edonic temptation,pushed her
lover aside and plunged into the black void of the Bottomless Pit..."

Dah put his arm around Millieé's neck, drawing her ¢lose and kissed her
tenderly.... :

"Thank you," wes all she said.

He turned on his flashlight, she 1it her lentern and together they wa-
lked back to the entrance of the cave,

She hed just finished loéking the heavy iron door when they saw a car,
coming ffom the steep hill, and toward the valley. Oy o

"You must go on without me," she begged. "My father would not underst-
end. Please, remember you made & promise...."

Den turned, thinking to press .enother kiss upon her warm lips. She had
vanished. 3 -:

Still a bit- bewildered, he made his way toward the cabin of the eccen-
tric. He was waiting for him at the door. "I saw your car--won't you co=-
me in?" Mr., Markham welcomed. . : =

"Thenks, I believe I'will." They went inside and sat facing the firep-
lace. The o0ld man of the mountains waited for Dan to continue the conve-
rsation. "I would like for you to tell me the secret of your cave," Dan,
brash in his youth, flatly stated.

"Well, son," the old man replied, "you seem to have an honest face. =I

Continued on Page 18
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."" I"HAD JUST FINISHED typing thé manusc#ipt, Four Days with the Deed,'-
and ,affixed proper postage to,the brown ehvelope addressed to a weird
. fantasy megezine, when a,,ﬁﬁuﬁc}g',rqtia bookifig sounded at my chember door.
" %You don't néed to khock the damn dook down to gain admittence;® I s-
creeched. "Cdne on in." For I, too} BdgdriAllen-Poe-fashion, kept midn~
ight hours dufing the dfab month of December, . . :
. A geunt hulking men antered with an old Beat-up brief-cese that look-
ed @é if 1t had been fashioned from the dried skin of an encient Egypt-

¥My name's Johnny Crow," he eéxtended hi# hand: : sl
"oh, from THe Aurorq Leeder and Presd? For en ititatview, ed?™ I K a d
read Johnpy Orow's "Living Portralts" for which he Was femous, end felt

tlatte‘qugl‘.i o , i o
%Y¥gs, ¥r. Levy, if you don't mind," he answered. .
"Do, you want the truth or & 1ie?'I asked, pouring him a generous ho-
oker of bourbon. -4 ' ' e ) _ ¥,
He looked astonished. "Why, the truth, of course,* he said. L;
"Well, my inky-fingered friend," I advised, "that puts you on the sp-
ot,for, if I tell you the truth you can't and won't print it;and if vou
permit me to fictionelizZe my strange and horrible past, you will gei e
good story...." ; ) .
%I refuse to compromise, Mr. Levy. I report fact, not fiction. : want
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the truth, the whole truth and nothing but!" he smphaaizod opening his
mummi £ied brief-cade with a sudden zip end extracting a formal question-
aire,

"Okay, pel," I sdid. "You asked for it — shoot."

"Your full name?"

"Lester Levy."

"Youd age?"

"One hundred and ten years...."

Johnny Crow strangled on his bourbon, spilling the remainder of h i s
half-filled glass on the floor. He looked at me critically and said:"pl-
ease, let's stick to facts--shall we, Mr. Levy?®

"I am not cloaking the truth in a shroud of gloomy lies," I said, pou-
ring Him a double-shot of bourbon. "Take a good snort of that and brace
yourself...you just take notes while I explain.®

"Thanks," he said gulping down his 1iquor without coming up for air.
"My reéaders would be ihterested'to kmow where and how you get material':
for your horror stories, those weird- and fantastic:.." Be‘lett his words
drift into nothingness, staring in awé at a’framed motto hanging on the
wall over my work-teble. His pencil shook i his: ringeﬁa as he read:

“And when they were come up out of the water :’ .. " %

the Spirit of the Lord caught away Phillip...
But Phillip was found at Azotus...Acts ix:39,4o%

"I am a levitant~-do you believe in levitation, Mr. Crow?” I asked ¢ n
a droning voice.

"Hell, no," he said.

70h, so you're an athiest--an unbeliever, eh?" I said, getting up and
turning the motto's face toward the wall. "Forget it. When I was ten ye-
ers old I discovered, one dark night, that I was endowed with the super-
natural power of levitation. I possessed this tehden&y"-—Johnny's peneil
was now followihg my every word on his note pad-+%to rise into the a i r
in spite of gravity. This megic power lasted only one hour during a bla-
ck tenure of the night, -

MNow, to add to this-<this Pantastic end sub-bumen treit of levitation
I round that 1 could; at wiil cloek myself in a tran*parent raiment o £
9etop1asm and become 1nvisible. This rare conbination of cosmic arts pe~

rmitted me to come and go, unseen by the. humen eye, and experiment in %o

. the black mysteries of encient wizardy.

"During this' ohe hour of Bardthy escape; I would -peﬂd days, sometimes,
even weeks, visiting the hofrivle denitena of werewolves, phantoms e n 4
witches. When I tired of this, I would plunge into caves and . bottomless
pits where dwell only the hellish man-bats and .the she-reptiles that cr-
oss-breed some of the inhuman spawn of Earth....”

"Stop that!® Johnny Crow yelled at me, stark terror blazing fram bhis
helpless eyes. "You--you are a propounder of Black Magic and evil sorce-
ry. It is nothing more then thin-leyed illusion of self-bypnosis."He gr-
ebbed up my bottle of bourbon and let down its emtire contents. He shook
his head. "Ug," he said. "That's better. Now, I suppose, you are going
to tell me thet that is where all your 1nsp1ration for stories evolves.®

"That,” I agreel, ™ias exactly what I was about to tell you.®

"Can you prove--i'} you demopnstrate this uncenny method of invisible
levitation to me?” Hi: syes were still filled with terror and disbaliafl.

"Sure thing, Johany," [ seid, sitting back in my chair. "Just wat~h me
€loselyee. "

I drew about myself that gossamer closk of ectoplasm, gently levitated
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myself inte a horizontal position ik mid-eir and vanished. -
°  Upon my return within'en hour, I found Johnny Crow's chair empty....

I picked up The Aurora Leader and Press the next évening and locked at
his column, Living Portraits. It was doxed and black-bordered with an o-
bituery enclosed...d b y _ ; 4

I turned toward my éluttered work-table, thinking to begin my mew hor-
ror story, The Housé of Velvet, When I noticed the motto on tbe wall.

It wes turmed back, face-out again. Johany Crow:bad. delieved.

i
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believe you would not betray my confidence. TwWenty yeabs ego, iy deugh-
ter entered. that, cave, and,..and mayer returned. She was thought to. heve

.- stumby’sd’ {nto The Boptomless Rit.,.And: bnly oné pergon gould have pers-
"thded’het tc enter, that, cave, of utter: derkfbss...her lovep-e=youi? -

“#i . WBasbut'that cen't bBe.pogsible," Dar faltered, wat‘chiné'_raht‘uti'e 11-

' “ghts dence in the ©01d NHepmit's:eyes.iti’ F IR N

SERLIY 5 cggc{ it?" the old man of.:the mountdins intoned.

1%, Panstood o his feet, trying in :vaiz'to shake “the ‘Aumbness  from his
234 Ydaid} trying to gain @ semylence of loglc' end réguox., ¢ set down .lim-
o7 Py 4nte the chalr. . -t it SR A !
"Wh--Whet was yaur deughter!s name?" Den finelly asked after o prplo-

dged ‘diYence. | o iocnc 0o fooE t--f TR i e 2
C"Wi$191¥," the old men sighedsi: . -- i il

Then the 0ld meh did;e most peculiar thing. He hauded Dap the key t o
the ceve and Den, unfalteringly, headed toward it. '
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The Bonq of Contenfion:

‘v ‘4;"""’; . '1 ‘ r- " R ;‘:*
. ",, g 9] ,.f\ AR
Sirs: R L R L DAL “ g

i sin deli@ted to know“l;ﬁit the meny readers of B&wvizim onj@y'

my yariis, and to Leonard Laténstein whose comments in the July issue ob-.

Jecsed ¥,,,.t0 the fact thet many of his (my) tiction pistes show 'Mount-
aineers' as hillbillies,” I owe a word of explenation. We can mot s ay
that gll the people of any eidy -er-commwmIty aFe murderers Just Dbecause
the setiing of a murder story happens there. Neither did I mean to infer
Shat 4l] mountaineers are Lilldillies decause of a story's delimitation,
But honestly, Leonard, there ale a fow hillbillies outside of mt‘k@... »
because...Well,..I haven't besh wearing "city shees® £6¢ long; sOLSE

One of our local K.W.T.O. radio programs is "Hillbilly Heartboats:®: o -
newspaper column.is titled "Kiubuly FPhilosophy" and a muine mnn»
111y Tidinga" was onee edttod W.,.Billbll.ly 7. . PN .Jk

5 A na,nr s

Butrnlo. ms.aun. L R !B!fe Lo -

Y ‘s" Wy sl - R
S‘r.‘ i o 5.".;» .
© eeeel would sey Loonard ﬁtonptotp has no p:l.tpu He lh{ liww 13
Montpéliér, .Vermont, but Tk 11m in mrw,q; Migwouri $hie Meart
of the Otafkao... , . . T ., .
B e P ‘ nonud nitk

Long Buch Oalirornia e e e BT C R
IO T fmikdi M B T
Sirs: N

- .Let me ‘take- tnxé opportunity to Qongrqmlgte :You- on the pubneat- '
ion of "The Secret Place" by R. G, Wermer in the July Previzine. It held
the distinet honor of bdeing & psychological tale without peer. I enjoyed
the phrasings that ao clearly delved into bhumen emotions of an old men.,

Paul R-th:e :
Key West, l‘l.orida

EXPOSITION OF DBPRAVIT!
Sirs:

« o« "How qutly She Looks" served to illustrate how low humanity,
in pure coarseness, has sunk. However, this letter is mot meant to conde
emn Brevizine or Mr. Kirk, but rather praise them for the exposition o ¢
these vulgaritiecs 1n a rorm of entertaimment.....

Mrs. Douglas Mountford
Rutlend, Utah

MORE ON FLYING SAUCEDS

Sirs: .

You have my siicares: than¥s for re-opening the metter of flying

Seucers, which has been tvaiken to lightly. ...They are a potential danger
Thomas W. Chappel

Chaicego, Illinois
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