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By ALATT DODD.

4% you may have noticed from the cover Jiwm Cawthorn has
adwirably pointed out the reason this particular issue of
Cal'BED hag taken longer to produce than any of the previous
igsues - it ig in fact Mo. 13 - traditionally unlucky and
since I have been unable to produce this issue for at least
10 wonths you will see this time the old superstition has come
true. I make no apologies for the distance between issues of
this fanzine, after all, I have a vast correspondence and to
neglect friends for a fanzine is sowethins I could not do
somehow. 30, one has been neglected in favour of the others
and a fanzine such as this does have a number of production
problems as well as tiwe needed, hence this issue's delay.

Wo doubt the next is=sue will be ounce again back to the regular
schedule that Robert Z.Gilbert cuite rightly calls "The Camber
YearBook” - this is therefore the 1% monthly edition.

it

A word firstly about the contributors to this issue of
CAVMEBELR, we have the presence of two distinguished writers,
Kendell Toster Crossen and Dr. David H.Xeller 17.D. of Xendell
FToster Crozsen I'm sure many of you will be familiar with his
Vanning Draco and the wany ingenious aliens he invented during the
short time he was writing of this famous intergalactic insurance
investigator. °f the rest of his work you will find described in
. the article I meanaged to obtain with the kind help of his son
David Crossen who hiwself has his own fanzine, something one rarely
hears of these days ~ a science fiction writer's son producing a
fanzine. You will also find while looking through the current
books and those of the recent past the names of M.E.Chaber,
Christopher Monig, 2ichard Foster and Clay Iichards in the
Boardman's and Eyre and Spottiswood books you will also find
Crosgsen hidding under those names.

I

Of Dr. David H.Keller wmany pages alone could be written,
he is undoubtedly one of the pillars of science fiction 2nd has
. been since the earliest days of science fiction wagazines. Like
Crozgen he also created another famous character of science fiction,
Detective Taine of San Franciscoj; he was one of the IExecutive
2~
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Directores of the late Dcience Tiction league, editor of both
POFULAR VEDICINE and 3¥TOLCHY, the lagazine of Sex. Jcience

and the author of countless science fiction stories, full length
novels and books including THE EVEVWING STAR, THE TREE OF EVIL,
RIDER BY NIGHT, THE HUMAY IERMITEZ, THE CCYQUERQOLS, THE MENACE,
THE METAL DOJI", THE LIVING MACHIWE and wany,nany others. Only

a8 checklist of his work would show how prolific he has. been in
the past. Mow in his eighties Dr. Xeller is still very active
though I believe he doesn’'t write much in the way of stories
anywore, although Al"AZING STORIES receatly reprinted one of his
better short stories; he has however come out of retirement as it
were to write articles in a limited number of fanzines. Cne can
not imagine many other authors being able to continue or even
wanting to at that tiwme of life and his interestes in fanzines
is something I am sure meny will apprecaite on seeing this
article herein, although wmy two art editors will no doubt be
glad to tell hiw the problews involved in illu=trating such an
article!! However finally Iddie Jones compromised and it is

his illustrations that are added to Dr, Xeller's article.

Of Gene Tipton, a newcomer to CAI'BER it wight be worth
mentioning that geveral of the programmes he mentions that were
on radio can still be heard on the American Forces Fetwork from
Frankfurt,Germany if you have a sufficiently powerful set and
included awmong thew, frowm the original tapes are X I"INUS ONE,
DIVEMSION X, SUSPEVSE, ESCATT, BCY 13 and countless others.
Usually one programme runs frow 7.30 till 8§ and one from 9 till
9.30.

Don 5Stuefloten is present again with another very powerful
piece of fanta:y mwood writing and one that needs reading slowly
to gsavour the power behind the words. Of Don, the last I heard
was that he was in Australia digging ditches in Canberra,driving
care around Vew South 7ales and wany other things, like all good
writers he is collecting material no doubt he will be able to
uwge in future stories. I still have a further two stories inspired
by his fishing tripe to the Tuowotus a while back. “here he is now-
~--~ig anyone's guesz. He'll turn up again sometime no doubt. Home
ig Mewmete, California - but he's gseldowm there for long.

George lMetzger -~ another wanderer of life's highwaoys - has
had hie illuetrated article ewaiting publication for sometime,
last isgue I tried expensive electronic stencils which left some-
-thing to be desired and many moons have passed until the solution
to this reproduction problewm was placed before me by a fanzine
of ¥ike Deckinger's - the process I have been waiting all the time
for is Terox - electric photography onto a master and then printing.
The method however does one ‘“ghostly” thing by reproducing large
blacik areas as a ghostly white. 0ddly effective sowmehow. My thanks
to Mike Deckinger for so painstakingly erranging these pages to be
done, without his generous help this would not have been possible.

"hile cn the subject of generous help, I wust as always
-3
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thank Jim Cawthorn for his tirelews and extensive help in the
complete illustration of this i=zsue. ALY ertwork includiang that

of other artists, especially the detailed full p2ze illustration

by Dea of "Teleportation”, has been cut directly onto the stencil
by Jim. It iz not a very satisfying thing for an artist in his own
right to cut other peopleis work onto a stencil and I feel it should
be pointed out that the reproduction of the artwork in this igsue,
with the excepticn of the ZIITIANTIS article which Zddie Jones
kindly illustrated, is entively the worlk of Jim Cawthorn.

s
e
-

Duplicating this iszue is unlike previous izsues on the
new donec 750 machine, not the old hand driven 500 model, wnaper
is Hextford Castle Double weight - in wost cases -~ the cover
material - in most cases - ig cerise - not pink or red. But some
lucky souls may get a different colour decending on how supplies
run and how i like the colours, Toyal Board -~ it i called, and yes,
it is a devil of a job to feed through e duplicator, but well -
I only do it once or year or so---now jyou Know why.

¥ ¥ ¥* %

Tou wmight see around the various cinemas two films -
CATE FLAR (Thonzh this has been held up by the csnsor ir Zngland)
and AN TRAP - they have in cowmon, one author - John D.Vaclonald,
those of you who remember TLARRT 07 THD DREATERS ox TINE OF THT
DABAMEAS and wany other science fTiction storiez will kiow what a
splendid crafteran this writer is. It iz our wmisfortune that he

o

finde the crime field more lucrative =s do most writers, bul the
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Great Tan book of AW TRAT originalliy called by lfacDonald SOFT
TOUCH when it was published in 1950 by nobert Hale Ltd as a
hardcover. The film unfortunately 29 usually bears little resewbl-
-ance to the original - and the original is very good. The web into
which Jerry Jawison is drawn is admirably cavtured, showing how 2
siople builder with a troublesome wife is drawn further and further
into a network which starts with a 37 willion dellar robbery in
Tampa, to his first accidental killing, he second killing which is
premeditated and finally ending in an orgy of three killings in
which he calwnly plaants a bullet into the head of three uncaoscious
killers who have tried to get hiw. One is 2lmost certainly dead
already and the ending, digging into a bloodied grave in the
arnesiac mistake he is after the money is quite wasterly. "Thy

could they have not filwed it as ‘‘acDonald wrote it?

"hile on the subject of books it aprears that "onarch Books
Capital Building, Derby,Connecticut,U.3.4 have a rather griw view
of alien visitors from apace. In J.Hunter Helly's IEYVCOUNTIR a
vigitor from another world resexbling a wan comes to steal knowledge
and leaves behind him a trail of crushed skulls that have been
forced open from the inside. :le finall, is defeated with a Dbhattery
of cats, the only thing that can jam his thoughtwaves. “e, urtil
then, has proved invulerbaly, gince he can control the police and
officiale with telepathy. Egually invincible is Iiuss “interbotham's
THT STACE EGG which bursts through test pilot Jack Tayburn's
cockpit at high altitude and takes over his body. Together with
a gsecond "female" eyy a woman on the rewote ¥ansas airfield is also
taken over and since both have the power of regeneration that repairs
bullet wounde they cannot be harmed. And a finel gun hattle leaves
them in commnand and ready to take over the world also. There is one
noticeable thing about both gtories - alwmost no special c¢ffects are
necessary, the settings _anging frow a college cawmpus To a swmall
Tansag airfield are unawmbitious - suggesting in fact that both
stories have been written with an idea to being filmed. Both in
fact could be filmed with no trouble at all, and no special effects
worthy of wention. A Yew trend in science fiction perhaps?

A publication that varies hetween fanzine and. pro-mag is to
be found in Ies Mirenberg's THE TANIC BUITCI( 1217 ‘’eston Rd. .
Toronto 15, Ontario,Canade. 1 dollar 5 issues) which he iz attewpting
to get pr-disgtribution for on newstands etc - he actually pays for
humorous articles accepted, a practice I trust won't be followed
by other editors or we're all likely to be out of businese in the
very near future. But this is a uniqgue atten t and deserves your
gupport and contributions. Cartoonistz are invited to write also.

Thich brings me alwost to the end of this editorial, I
hove that every iesue cof CAVBLR I have produced comething a little
better than the previous igsue. To 21l other editors who have
continued to send we their fanzines I hope this will be some -
glight return for their generosity. Time hasn't perwitted me to
write thewm all, sowe I did - never answered, Zandy 3cott -, Fred
Norwood,larry l'cCombs and wmany others. Ah well, back again in .

a year mebbe? HHHHEHRK KKK B FRRHARK RN R K
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T HRILLING
ONDERLAND

s -r T k) m ™AL QT
With ENDELL FOZTER CROSIEN.

I wag a2 full-tise professicnal writer for nine years before
I wrote oy firet science-fiction or fantasy story. Howard RBrowne
anazed ne by buying it for AMNAZING STOHLES. Later, I =cld three
more €tories to him and one to Lowndcs and by thise time I had been
discovered (or they had discovered me) by STARTLING STORIES and
iHuI;TT“G WOND”“ STORILS and the tvwio Sams —- Haf yvin and Llwe I
llLe to think lt was love at first sight. It wes, et lecat, a

l*J enjoyavlie relationship as long ng ertm.\:.~ man vda there.
‘%01 Sam Tines finally left, the ”ﬁg“”iw ¢ were Tinished and I,
more or less, ended ny carcer a2s a science fictiu writer. Three
g-f books have been ouo““"hed gince then -- OQHCE UPCH 4 3TAR (4
Tanning Draco stories by Fendell Foster Croswcr), YEAL OF CQOUSENT
(by Tendell Foster urosqcn) and THZ REST MUIT DIE (FBy “Richard
Fozater")., I don't know if thers will be othera.

e

It was a ghort career but it wes 2l1ll fun. I nad started
*v‘"ﬁtlnu g-f because it represented a chance to do gatire and a cert-
-aln type of huwmour which was a2nd is hard to sell elgswhere.

{Before it wea over, I discovered that nnchody wos listening but this
didn't cowpletely spoil the fun.) In fzct, I doubt if I could have
gold any of the storl”” to any other ap¢enﬂ' fiction r7agazins. I
never tried. The regsu was a nurber of short stories and novelets
which started a =zerie of a*gumcaus arong fang in both prozines

and *an21nes - P”ﬁu”eﬁu%, which Ii uolﬂ ¢$ill goc on to =zonme

degre It seened that I hed starte %cJething called the Crossen-
NCIW1n—L1n g Sohool of Oplcnce—‘lct“O“. Mobody wag indiffersznt to
it. They were either strongly for or stronzly =gainst. Avong SS and
75 readers ey were pretty evenly divided: elasgwhere they were
nmostly agains I vzed to wonder why =2ad I think I finally found
the answer.

D]
c—HS‘

Many of the writers and wore of the fans in science fiction
have always belonged to a verJ incegstuoug,ingrown and exclusive
group who OXflbith a p"r izc prov1n01w1 g~  in their approach
to literature. I rewenmber, as only one exazsple, a constant and

-7




. devoted recder of astounding Science Fiction who,when s-f
began to get a wider audience in lmerica in 1949, =2id that he was
thinking of giving up &cience-fiction because it wasbecowming
teco popular.™ and this man was a scientist who worked for the
lland-Corporation in California. I do not think that hisg attitude
was unique awmong the fen. He was merely expressing 2 philosophy
that is prevalent amnong people who Ffind their own security from
helonging to some sort of elite, whether it be science-fiction,
the John Bircihh Jociety, lMozley's Black “hiirts, the Communist
Party or the Fazi Tarty. Invariably the wajority of such people
have no gense of humor ahout themselves-- and humor usually .
operates with some relationghip to defects. Ilost of my s-f stories
wade fun of a cextain type of s-f story as well es considering the
foibles of our society.

I ¢till like science-fiction-- at least, those stories
which I believe should be included in the genre. Too wmany things
are lumped under this one headi~g and I very wmuch fear that the
ma jority of s-f fans are addicted to stories which are no more
s~f than was Tarzan of the Apes. Txtrapolation they may be but that-
does not malke thew science fiction: a writer may extrapolate huwan
aberrations (&g, say, has ltidckey Trillane aand Tennessee Tilliams in
this country,) but it's not science-fiction. A writer may alszo
seemingly evtrapoclate science, as in wany so-called space operas,
without producing anything except another fairy tale. On tihe othexr
ha-d, a writer extrapolate the huwman reaction tc the extrapolation
of science (29 in such writers as .ay Bradbury and Vard Tioore) and
produce the purest of science-fiction. RBut I strongly suspect that
even these writers become lost in the bog of fandow.

Z o i L S D
R T L i S . .
A 4?%.”f~l;§§vj e rhe basic reason for a writer's existence

Th

iz communication. I think there ig very
little communication in science-fiction.
“obouy 1is listening. "obody wants to listen.
Ihe label ‘"ecience fiction™, promoted by

the fans and accepted at face value by the
publiehers, has vesulted in a literary
igsland where there are many iwports but
very few ewports. It has become an end in
iteelf and this, I think, is sterility.

';}\‘ I ‘fa A

This, I believe, ig whet I learned from
writing a few dozen short stories and
i novelets, four or five novels and editing
W two anthologies in science-ficticn. I
t didn't make much money frow it, but I
- gconeider that what I learned was priceless
"=~ to a writer.
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By Don Stuefloten

It wasn't long before he decided he had gone fer enough
he stopped, tcok stock of his surroundings, and noticed with a

start of amazement that ncne of the trees were green; and

that the

sky had turned pale and yellows; and,far off, he could see a river
that flowed in a broad swathe cuttlnT thr ough the fields of puzrple

cane. People were there, near that river, bending over at the water,
motionless. He started wallking over there, picking his way
-1y across the field, until the cane got so t2l1ll he could no longer

careful-

dee where he was going, and so he stopped,secinz before him only
those tall, naxrrow shafts of purple care. As he ztopped there he

wasg conscious of the hue of the day, of the hagze that inhabited the

air, and of the peculizar soundlesgnezz of the day--everything
halted, in silence, a pause, expeciant. Then he started forward,

was a young wan, not easily tiredr given to diswmay, and he

strugglea

through the cane, wending his peth, until it was late in the
afternoon and he was forced to stop a mowent, wipe his brow, and

once more uake stock of the situation.

= "There's no tellln how much furthers to the river,"

g 9
thought. "But I must go on-- there's no assurance that I
@ way back howme."

30, in a moment, he started again. This time,after
on a ghort distance, he heard a sound, a tiny wail, 1ike a
might wake. He stcpped, looked, 1istened again. It was the

he

can find

going
baby
firast

sound he had heard that day. The ound wag repeated, the wail.
He etarted woving cautiously to,ard it. Then he heard the new

scund,of a woman, talking gently, soothing, and a strange,

hoarse

growl. He could not walk Silently——the cane crackled and snzpped,

and flies rose to swarm in & cloud around higs face. He was
-ing now, the afternoon wags hot, and the stong of the salt
in hig eyes. The cane brushed agzainst hie arwms, sciatching
irritating. The ground was dawsp beneath him. Then he could
hear the sound of the woman--0r the growl-- and he gtopped

sweat-
was
and
not

,ligsten-

-ing in the thick silence. hen he stopped,the flies attacked,

landing on hig fece,;in hig 3sweat.
=N



The itch cn his arms bvecane unbearsble. e couldn't stay still any
longer~~he crashed forward,through the czne,and heard, over his
own 3ounds, other crashing noises, ag if somezone were running away
from hiw. His jaw tightened in silence, steeling himegelf for the
chase, he lowered his head, not able to =zee too clearly, the

sweat in his eyes, and the flies around his face, and flailed on;
the cane broke,tent, fell beneath him, trampled to the ground. He
followed the noises;they were zoing fast, but not as fast as he,
and soon he heard curses, and again the wail., Finally, their noises
stopped. He stopped too. He could hear their panting heyond the
so0lid wall of cane. Pollen, 2and the smell of cane,the heat,the
gwenat, end the flies, confounded his senses, =3¢ he could not be
sure of the direction--but he pressed forward anyway--and in a
moment he was face to face with the three.

One was 2 woman, with a child in her zrms. ithe other a uwan,
iarge, with a dark matted faced. He wore a single length of cloth
eground his middle, and his naked chest was dark with hair and wet
with sweat. He could suell the wman, the sweaty, male 9gwmell of a
man gone too long without a bath. Ihe man was breathing heavily,
and was obviously exhausted, and, ¢tronzg though he looked, could
be no match at the moment for the younger wan. e turned his
atteation to the woman. She was wmiddle-aged, and her hair was damp
andfalling over her Iforehead, so ne could not tell too well how
she looked: but she toc was hot and tired,and Irightensd. Rut the
baby was werge than all--red, choking, kKickingz in her arms, his
akin full of buwpz and red irritations. He atepped forward, and
looked at the baby. The womzn didn't move. Her eyes were silent
end tired looking at hiwm. The wan made no movement. The baby was
going to die soon. There was nothing that cculd help hiw. He looked
at the wwnan. Did ehe know that? She clung to the child, unable to
protect, to help.

o A\ W
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"You can't stay here,” he said at last. “7e chall have to
go on, to the river." »

She gtared at hiwm. The man's head lifted, dunbly.

He looked at the sun,to tell directions, and the sun was a
hot hace boiling overhead. lhe cane rose upward,metting, thin. He
gtarted forward. He looked back. They hadn't moved. "Cowe on", he
gaid. "Do you want to die?" He went on, not looking back, and after
a moment heard them fcllowing.

They were a long time in the cane:- the ground grew damper:
he was hot, and could hardly stand the touch of the cane on his arwms,
rasping. His shoes were muddy, slogging, and his pants were dirty
and freckled with flies. That was the worst of all, he thought,the
flies that rose and swarmed and got into your eyes. There were flies
hiding in the corner of his wouth; he could taste them, their tiny
hard bodies, thier whirring wings. Vot once had he looked back;
but they were following, he could hear their stumbling progress.
It zre dark; the sky shadowed, the cane grew dark, but the air
was no cooler. THe no longer knew direcitions, for there were no
starz, just clouds overhead. At last he called a stop, and they seat
down together, on their haunches. The baby was still alive, but bare-
~ly, cradled in her arms. She looked more woebegone than ever, but
took off her blouse and fed the baby. Ihe bhaby sucked for a while,
then coughed, and white milk foawed =2long his lips. The dark man
did not look at her. The young man watched the feeding with tired
interest. The baby would be dead by morning. 3he buttoned her
blouse back up, looked up to see him watching her, but there wasg
no ewotion in her tired eyes.

After 2 while he got up.

"iWe have to keep on going," he gaid. "7e have to reach the
river tonight'.

They followed him, obediently, without wurmuring.

He wanted, more than anything else, to find that river, to
enter .it, to <feel the cocl cleaning water rush cover his body. He
was too hot, itching, and sweating to feel alive--the feeling of his
gskin and the heaviness of his liwbs was something outside of him,
unvearable, bearing in on him, numbing his mind. The water would be
wonderful, cool. He hurried on. They followed.

It was late in the hot humid night before they came out of
the cane, to the edge of the river. The water was swift and smooth,
and when it met a rock, it flowed unbrolken over and a2nd srcund. It
made no sound. It was & gilent,swift, dark river.

-12-



enter.it

For a woment he wag afraid to
enter it:; he looked behind uneas-
-ily, at the girl and the wan,
and they too were staring at the
water. The bank was deserted:; on
the other side he could gsee the
dark swell of the ground,and
trees beyond. Slowly he took off
hiz clothes. The cloth was limp
and wet. He could swell his own
gaweat. "Then he was naked ths

4 Woman came up to hiw, and handed
him the baby, and he took it and
felt its hot 1little body in his
arme., It was dead already. At the
river's edge, it was dead, 8¢ he
laid it down on the mud and
looked at the women. She had
forgotten the bvaby. She was
tearing off her clothes, in =2
sort of agony, whimpering. Her
eyes were glassy and unseeing. He
heerd a splash, beside hiwm, and
gaw the other man glready in, '
coughing and moaning and splashing in the water. He ducked his head,
came up dark and drenching and blowing. In 2 moment the woman was
in there tco, her red welted body flashing, then gleawming with the
wetness. Slowly he followed thew. The water crept up his ankles,
his legs, enveloping hin. Ike water was chilly and wmooth flowing
against him. The water was up to his chest. He went under, stretched
his limbs, feeling the pleasure that was close to being agony.
bverything was wet and cool and dark. The pressure of the river
was asgainst hiwm. He cawme up, swam a few strokes, feeling the protest
of hig stretching,socothing uuscles. The flies had left hiwm. Llhe
heat was ebbing. His body still itched, but now it was beaiable.

After a while they all got out and stretched out =2t the
river's edge and went to sleep.

He was the first to awake, early in the worning, but they
. were all lying so clogsely together, that when he =tirred, the others
" awoke too. The man looked stronger, and more alert, =and would bear
watching. The woman was locking at hiw, the baby etill forzgotteu.
There was nud on her face =2nd on her lezg. Zhe was not =2ware of her
naked bolGy, of the openness or her thighs and the a2lwmost swollen
largeness of her breasts. 3he 3till looksé heavy and tired. The
three of thew 2tood up. " ' ’ '

Mo one said anything. At lzst he went down to the river
and washed,carefully, and then washed his clothes. 3he did. the sanme.
"hen she was finished he helped hsr out of the water, so her body
brushed his. The dark man remained on the bank, watching.
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"WThere are you gecing?" The young mwan asked.

The dark man said nothing.

She shot a glance at hiwm, then said, "I don't know."
"That were you doing in the cane?”

"Nothing," the dark wan grunted. He looked at the woman.

"Cone'".
The woman did not answer hiwm. “"There's wmy baby," she said.
He to0ld her.
9T didn't want it," she said at last., "I'm glad it's gone."
Lier He watched her,closely, but she said it only with a vast
relief.

"Yesterday I saw sowe people here along the river. Perhaps,
if we wait, they'll come again, and we can find out where we are.”

"Wever mind that,” g2id the black man. "Ve have to go."
He took the woman's arwm. She was still naked. She pulled back,away
from him, but he just started dragging her along in the mud. She cast
one fearful, pleading loock at the young men, and he started after
then. "Vait,” he said, and the Dblack man turned and looked. He
gaid nothing. fdis eyes were expressionless. 0Only one hand raised,
large and dark. She laythere, silent, in the mud. Her body was still
red and irritated. She was not very pretty. But he came up anyway,
neaxr them, and said, "If she doesn't want to go with you, she
doesn't have to. She doesn't helong to you."

"She's my wife," he said. "That was wy baby. She comes with
me."
"No," he said, "she doesn't.”

The man rushed forward, and before escape was possible
grabbed him by the throat. He threw his weight back, bringing the
dark man over hiam, but he wouldn't let go. They skidded down next
to the river. The woman had her hands at her cheeks, watching, with

; 03% A . *5 wide eyes. The river was swift and

£*, still. The man was dark and grim-

-acing above him, choking out the
breath. The so0lid huge hand lifted,
and while he lay there limp and
unable to move deacended. It was
es if the whole sky descended,in
darkness, collapsing around him,
He couldn't see the woman any more.
He felt the blow along his face. He
gkidded away into the darkness.
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He awoke very suddenly, but thers was still a gray buzzing

in his head. The side of his head hurt. He sat up, glad he was atill

alive, and felt a ;1ubl” gorry. for tnc woman. She had had a rough
llfc. The baby w=2s dead, but she ha Qh 't wanted it. He remembered
the hot red body. It haq felt flaccid and heavy and lifelezs in his
arne, like a stone. He looked around, Mnd gaw iQu men 51t+ing around
him. They were suzall men, eguuct“n” on tne ground, and they were all
watching hin intently. There was the cane on one aide of hiwm, the -
river on the other. The day was hot and late. The sun burned over-
~head through the sky. One of the wen nodded,pleazantly. He nodded
back. He wondered if they spoke the same langusge. They looked
rleasant, swiling, fins men. He atood, and bhej atood too. There
were five of thew.

"How do you feel now?" the ons nan said.
"Fine," he aaid,grianing. "I's lucky I wasn't killed.®
All of thew ncdded. They =211 swmiled.
"There were just two of them?®
"You wean the wan and tone woman? Yee, and the dead baby."
The man's eyes lighted up in intcrest.
"There was 2
He nodded. "But he died.”
He focussed cn the wen. They stood around hin, gniling. They
looked a 1ittle like childycon, old chilidren, o0ld children, with

crengzed faces and amall bodics. But there were five of then. He began
to feel a little suspicious.

ree LI . P T o 3
"There did they go?" The pan and the wonan.
-
" - i . : *rﬁ 1 - a1, B
"ot wvexy far,” said the nman. "W have them.!

The man's face was old, but the eyes were childish, the sun

beat down on their bodies, turaning thew brown, and in the slight
wind the cane rustled. He locked at the river. on the other <ide
wWere womcn, with fat hodiss, washing clothes in the water. They beat
the clothes on the rocku. EHe ki-v what they were up to now: they
wanted to capturs hiwm. He didn't know why-- he thought i+t was fool-

~ish. fhey zhould just leave him alone, to wande L to live, he shculd
not have %o flth~~0”er the woman, or mﬂjthln e felt sorry about
the woman, but wished he hadn't fought the wa n. Bec wse that wasg
foclish. That was just the way “hlﬁ?a WELTC
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"What are you going to do with them?" he said at last.

rar -

“"e always kill strangers,! said the wan.

They were woving in cleser; he said, "Don't you think that's
foolian®?®

"ot a2t all,” they answered. "7ill you cowme with ug?!

He wmade hisg try, but they had hin; more people came out of
the cane, and the women went on washing, beating their clothes
againet the rock, and the water Snept amoothly over thew, with =2
2lose like a nmirror. He thought he had never seen a river so
gmooth and even. They had 11btle bodi es, but there were many of
them, Their arng clunb, they tripped, they pummeled. They gloried
in the oattle against the bigger man. There was not much he could
do. He fought until they had him down on the ground. They produced
ropes, and bound his arms and legs. He thought he had killed one
of them, and badly hurt cthers, but they had him tied and helpless.
They stood gbove him, gmiling and nodding, 28 if thanking him for the
battle he had put up. He felt helpless and dcfeated. He thought the
men nust be mad., Their wonmen were fat. He wondered what they had
done to the other girl--the one with the rcd welts and the dezad
baby. Probably she was still alive. Perhaps he would see her again

SO

He wished he believed in a god. There was nothing he could do.

'T'Hf ~

They picked hin up and carried him away.
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fJoman uultules during the reign of Fero, had many intereat-
~ing featurez. One of the wozt peculiar was a bivalency of conmnpun-—
-ication. In zpite of the decadence of wmorals the spoken word
renained pure and uninfluenced in any way by biological peculiar-
-ities adul ed in by all, rich or poor, rulers or slaves. I%

nasg con31dered almost 2 cr me for a Lowan to talk about the intiwm-
~atz relations of his private life.

However there were other forns of communication to which
thie pxhibition did not apply. Authors could write about aﬂythlnﬂ
and formed an extensive vocabulary of word:z now considered vulga
and even obscene. ~he artists could picture in their amurals every
forr of huwan contact. The actors using pantomiwmire, instead of
gpeech, titilated their zudiences with phygical repioducticns of
acts well understood by the audience. Tany of these erotic poams,
plyas and stories are £t1ll opreserved. The extremely suggestive
vurals can £%ill be seen in the excavated palaces of Herculaneum,
if the visitor can identify himself as an anthropologist interested
in the obscere past only from & professional viswpoint. Tantonimime
lived on and wasg still shown and understood in the burlesque shows
of the past generation, Tabelais devoted two chapters to its
evplanation. ' _

Lome conguered the known worlé and brought to its seven
hilled city the cultuie, art and vices or the conguered nations.
hat they did not primarily known concerning the relation of the
gexes they rapnidly learned frow the Dastern savants who had for
centuries devoted their spare time to acguiring such knowledge.
Ihe early womens, -partan in their simplicity, degenerated into
voluptuous Satr rz who indulged i; welrd sexual contact to the
point of piysical exhaustion, refreshed themselves in hot baths
and then went forth to seek new diversions. Thus ldome eventually
fell, and easy victio to the Goths and Huns.
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There is nothing to show that Mero was a purist sexually.
{e took his pleasure as broucht to him by panders and according
to history even committed incest with his wmother. It is therefore
most interesting to learn that one book g0 shocked him that he
ordered all copieg of it collected and publically burned.

This book was DIIETHAYTI3. So cowplete was its dezstruction
that for centuries it was only a title concerning which there were
various opinions. Some students have stated that it wase siwply a
set of ivory cards either tied together or enclosed in a box. On
each card was the plcture of a variety of the sexual relation.
They claim that the title was derived from the elephant ivory the
card was made from. Tradition states there were thirty-two cards
in each sget. '

Another explanation is that an Egyptian courtesan named
Elephantis wrote thirty-two vellum pages of text, with a similar
nurber of illustrations. Each picture had an explanatory text.
ohe used her name as the title of this book, thus hoping to
doubly ensure her immortality, which, as I well know, ig the
tegire of most authors. Once this bvook cawe into the hands of the
general public it was widely pirated, and evidently, during the
reign of Nero, no man, who considered himself very much of a wan,
could consider himself properly equipped to properly toy with
Venus unlees he used TFIEPHAYTI. as a text book.




It was evidently very annoying to Yero
to have an Zgyytian lady win such famo in his
capitol. At this time it is difficult to
understand the pgychology QHJCTlYIﬂF his dras- -
-tic reaction. Terhaps he was Jealous and R,
regretted not heving written sgch a book him- "y
~gelf. Yerhaps he thouzht it presumptious for
an Bgyptian to dare to instruct the Romang in
an art they thouzht they were cowpletely
adapt. "hatever his reason he had the book con-
~fiscated and burned.

snd thue for centuries EIE?TA“”I has *
remalﬁed only a title covered by the mysterious
dust of the past. All the gay men and women who
read the book and tried to piofit by it are .
now free of the impetuousity of "ouuh or the vall
desires of impotent zenility. Lost were both =
the wisdom and folly of ite page=s. Onlr the
title remaing --- and it was thought that no
living wan knew of & certainty what the bock
contained.

In Underwood I have & very unusual
library containing sowme booka go rare that I
suard tren carcxulW/ frow my occasional visitors
for I have found that more than a few, ivrespec-
~-tive of +their woral standing and declared :
admiration for we, do nc hesitate +to pilfer
the shelves when wmy back is turned. For example”
I have that rare book, HACTAVINTAL CAKZES, A
STUDY CF RELIGIOUS FTOCD3, waich I carefully
reviewed for Teon, without receiviag the curious attentlon of the
casual readersg which I expected Cared for most tenderly is a copy
of mwy OSONGZ OF A SPANISH IQVER, beoutifully illustrated in water
colours by one of oy abnornal friends. Occasionall, I show the
two volume copy of wy THE GENWILE PIDATE, extra-illustrated with
a most unusual azsortment of pictures, which gso perfectly blend
with the text that I can alwaye claim they are necessary parts
of the book rather than a form of erotic desire.

Dut there is one book that none of wy vigitors have ever
gseen and I seriously feel that they never will and that is oy
copy of ELEIHATIIS. It i1s evidently a copy of a copy and from
the French terxt nmust have been written and illustrated by a
medieval monit, who prokably thought that, by such a labour, he
could imitate the social life of Saint Anthony.
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During Yorld Tar I, while in Taris, I found this book in
a stall by the “eine River. The price was cheap, a hasty glance
g0 intriguing I bought it. Later on wy return to the United
States I found a student able to translate the old French and
persuaded him to write a page of Inglish for each of the thirty-
-two pagea of the original manuscript. These I had inserted and
then engaged a bookbinder to rebind the book in pigskin. It was
neither an appropriate or rawmantic binding for such an unusual
book but the best I could afford.

Thus I have a book in my library that i1z moset rare. There
may be other copiee but correspondence with the largest libraries
in the world have failled to discloge any. The student who trans-
-lated the old text evidently had a hard time learninz a vocabul-
-ary new to him, but he did an excellent work and the English

ext closely supplewents the thirty two pictures.

"hen time afforded I carefully read this hook and studied
the pictures. Vy first impression was that the Zgyptian lady was
either an expert liar or a proficient acrobat, or perhaps both.
Jf she indulged in the pleasures pictured aﬂd deacribed 1in this
bocok she had a graceful agility not possessed by most wowmen and
her masculine playmates muet have been finally surfeited by her
demands.

Howewver as the years passed and I learned more about
humanity I became convinced that no forwm cf amorous pleasure
known to the ancients is unknown to the present genzration of
our large cities., I am confident that 2ll the information in
EIZTHATTIS has been passed down frow father to son and mother
to daughter and that at present ie being practiced by our idle
rich and our many poor who find that such pleasure is +sax free.
And modern science has even been able to add a few variations
unknown to Lowe,Egy.t or India.

This is the story of a famous book which I am carefully

preserving, in a duat proof jacket. I doubt that it will ever bve
Pty “hovn to anyone who wvisits

Underwood, irrespective of their
impetuous dewands. It is not exactly
the kind of a hook that could be
looked into by anyone cxcept a true
student of pathological Dbehaviorism,
and even such a wan, unless he has
necome and aged philosopher, might
be unduly 1nancnccd by it.

In my will I have dvrected that, after my death, it be
donated to the Llorary of Congress in Washlngton, where, no doubt,
it will be placed in the interdicted section and seen by very
few. However, if in my declining years, I become financially
crippled I may sell it, but at a price that could only be paid by
few Of my friendg. _2:,\_ PR AR RN R I KN AR HRRNH®
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In an age when television has ewmerzed as a2 domineering
glaent in the entertainment industry, radio is often ignored or
Torgotten. This medium ie even looked upon with scorn by some

people. Tnhappily,there is often cause for such an attitude.
Certainly, many radio stations have dezenerated into little more

than outlets for rock and roll music. To stay alive in this TV-
dominated era, the radio industry as a whcle has had to adopt
relatively inexpensive forms of progremming. 7ith drama, cowedy and
variety shows giving way to a low-budget nmusic and news format,
radio's full potential for entertainment is seldom realised nowadays.
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However, many will remewber when the radio set was the object
of greatest pride in every living roow. It functioned as a picture-
-less TV set, offering entertainwent in endless variety, dewanding
only a little imagination on the listeneir's part for the enjoyment
of ite varied treasures.

Fantasy was hardly absent from the airwaves in that golden
age of radio. Even in more recent years--when the trend has been
away frowm drama--weird, wacabre, and science-fiction programmes
have stubbornly persisted on the air. This is understandable,
for stories of a highly fanciful nature are awong those which
radio is best equipped to handle. In the movies and TV, stories
are anchored down by rigid sets and confined to the range of a
camera, but on radio tThere are no limits to the imagination.
3cience-fiction lends itself particularly well to radio adaptation.
The greater freedomwm and flexibility of this medium enable it to
overcome many of the technical obstacles which gso often occur in
the visual presentation of 3-F tales.

One of the mwost popular shows ever to dramatize fantasy on
the air was LIGHTS OUT. Yy own memories of LIGHTS OUT date back
to the later veais of this proszramme when Wyllis Cooper -wwas its
writer; but it's my understanding that Crson %Welles and Arch
Oboler also did scriptes for I.0. in its earlier years. This progra-
-mme was known by a different name in its infancy. It was called
AZE YQU A TI”“IWG HEIR from December 1939 through September 1942.

Wyllis Cooper's talents have not been confined to LIGHT
QUT. He also wrote the scripts for CUIET,PLTA3E, which made its
debut over the Mutual Broadcasting Systew around 1947. QUIET,
FLEASE later moved to the ABC Network. I awm inclined to slightly
favour this series to LIGHT3 OUT, since a bit more variety was
represented in ite etories. The drawmas were narrated in the first
person, with Ernest Chappell, a veteran radio and TV announcer,
portraying the central character in each story. Wany of the
QUIET,PLEASE Dbroadcasts linger vividly in this listener's mind

even today. Not the least of the programme's assets was its haunting
thewe music (a melodic fragment from Caesar Franck's Symphony in D
Minor). THE WRITDLR'S DIGEST announced that a group of the G.P.
gcripts were Schedules to appear in book forw, but I cannot say

with certainty that the book was ever published.

Another radio series to make use of Wyllis Cooper's talents
was ESCAPE. This programme was heard over the Columbia Broadcast-
-ing System frow July 7, 1947 through Sept. 25, 1954. 1In addition
- to new stories, ESCATE presented adaptations of such classics as
M.R.James' CASTING THE RUNES, H.P.Lovecraft's THE DUNYICH HOLROR
Bulwer-Lytton's THE HOUSE & THE BRAIN and Irs. Shelley's
FRANVENSTEIN,
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‘This series was produced during

One of radio's earliest ventures into Lantasy was THE
TITCH'S> TALES, directed by Alonzo Dean Cole. Iir. Cole also served
as editor of a magazine which was inspired by thise show in 1937.
The wagazine was less succesgsful, and folded after 2 issues.

CBS Nadio's SUSPEYST also inspired a magazine, which
lasted for 4 iazues. CUSPENCIE, one of the very few dramatic shows
left on radio, has often exp101ed the realws of the eerie and
fanciful. Charles Dickens' THE SIGYAL-}AY has been aired on

SUSPEYIT 3 tiwes, in 2 separate productlona, Other tales to be .
dramuﬁlzeoron .VUS?E“SE include H.G. Wells' THE CCUNTRY OF THE
BLIVD, Poe! THE TIT AND THE 2E"DULUM, Bierece's AN QCCULLZNCE AT
QWL CIZEZX BxIUJJ, C.P.Gilman's THE f”lIO” WALL-ZADTR, and A.17.Bur-.
-raze's THE "TAX7CLK

THE 'Y LTTERIOUC TRAVELELR was still another radio thriller to
a

L
.become honored by magazine. Thie popular Mutual programe starred
Maurice Taupiin in the title role. THE MYITZRIOUS TRAVELLIZR didn't

often delve intc the supernatural, by many of its offerings were yet
of a sufficiently eerie and oFLbeat nature to werit the attention of
weirdists. Robert A.Arthur and David P.Xogan wrote and produced this
geries.

Tlobert Bloch's conQider—
~ably reprinted TEILD TAL®D yarn,
YOURS THULY, JACK THE RIk-L“ was
broadcagt +twice on radio in 1944

and 1945. Bloch also figured
prominently in a “adio project
titled STAY TUYED FOR TILROL.
This was a group of transribed
15-pinute chillers adapted from
other stories by loch to appear
in VEIRD TALES. Drawatisetions
were made of this author's HCOUIE
OF THE HATCHET, GOUL PROPRIETCRH,
THE 3ECIAET OF SEBEX, IETURN TC
THE SABBATH, etc.

THT 7BILD CILCLE was
another transcribed vehicle
devoted to the uncanny. I can
recall hearing that old warhorse,

Eﬁ””?““”“l? on this one, also
Poe's HE TA”””E CF THE RED
DEATH and THE TTITI-TALE HEART.

the 1940s, but was still waking

the rounds as recently as 1955,

It may be that THD TETRD CIRCLE..
can be heard over certain stations
even today. 23




Ancvther tranzcribed programme,
THE HAUYTING HOUL, was primarily
given to murder rysteries, despite
its title. Certain other of the
0ld radio shows stressed fantasy at
their outset, but later degenerated
into ordinary criwe shows. Two
examples would be INNER SANCTUM
and THE SHADQ. Incidentally,
Brett Torrison, who starred as The
Shadow, was heard in a seriglised
radio version of DBram Stoker's
DRACUIA back in the early '30s.

A, Yerritt's 3 "LINES OF OLD FRENCH was one of the stories

‘presented on DARK FATTASY, a fedature of NBC's Iled Fetwork during

the early '40s.

THE HOUSE OF MYSTELY, an offering of MBS, centered around
incidents that seewingly were of supernatural origin, but for which
a natural explanation was always found. H.0.}M. dealt with the expl-
-0oite of a ghost hunter named Loger Elliott. This sleuth couldn't
really be likened to a John Silence or a Jules De Grandin, since
he never wregtled with any actual spooks. The programme had a
alightly juvenile tinge, but managed to be interesting on occasions.

In the mid- '50s The Awmerican Broadcasting Company presen-
-ted a group c¢f inexplicable tales under the general title of
STRANGE BUT TAUE. These presentations were allegedly based on actual
happenings.

Of even more recent vintage was NBC's SLEEZ? VO MORE, which
featured the dramatic readings of Nelson Cmastead. Narrated on
SITEP NC MOIE were horror stories by Algernon Blackwood, Joan
Collier, Dorothy Jayers, Ielson Bond, and others. TIwo specific
titles which cowme to wind are Collier's THU3 I REFUTE BEEZLY and
Bond's THE BOCISHOP.

The United States maintains no monopoly on radio spook shows.
A few years ago our Canadian neighbours were dispensing goose pimples
over the airwaves via a programme called OQUT OF THIS WORLD. I've
been unable to learn if this is gtill on the air.

Ladio has frequently ventured into the science-fiction field
during the last decade or €0. On NBC's X I'INU3 ONT could be heard
adaptations of material-taken from ASTOUNDING and GALAY .. Two
other s-f programwes of note were DINEN3IION X and ADVENITURES IN
TOMOLLOT. Stories from AJSTOUNDING turned up on both of these shows.
csohn 7.Campbell had the role of host and narrator on the brief-lived
ADVENTURES IN TCIMORROY.

*RXHRXXXTHE END* #3983 %%
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The couples chatted in huzhed tones ag they filed into the
room. Thzy walked with fignity: esyes fixed straight ahead, heads
anapped erect.

Amy sat in a gmall chair by the dcor, waiting.

The couples wnasced by her, iregarding her azs litvle wore
than a cliaging insignificant wote. There were many people there,
more than iny had expected would come.

&

The wen were tall and they were short, sore walked with
canes and others stood tall and straight. Llhe women were well
dressed and attractive, adorning their dresges and hair with \
sparklinz bite of jewelry. Iheir mwale escorts walked proudly in their
presence.

As Awny =at watching a tall cowely woman, wearing a green
dress and brushing up a looze strand of her oversize hair -do,
Cetached herself frow a handsome, cleanshaven gentleman and
i

hurriesd over.

“You're looking well Anmy,” she announced in a flightly, but
not comical voice.

"am I?Y Amy'w voice was pathetically thin, lost in the
uproar that was developing.

“"Better than ever," the woman affirmed. Again she dabbed
at her haeir. 35




Two shining round eyes peeged sut behind a wis, of {laxen

hair. A& lonz, zlender, wiry tally archewu over the woman's h:ad.

“I didn't expect you to bring her along too,” Amy stated
tonelessly.

"The little witch,” the wowan zpat cocu-upt aaly,” I had
#o. she gave we no peace until I consgented to bring ner along. She
Hasn't been behaving well for a time. Full of life and vim and vigor.
Fager to see everything there is to see. The's trying to drive me
mad, you know?"

Any looked up. "Can you be sure?”

"Can I be sure indeed” Can I be sure she hates me and wants
to be released? Can I be sure she dreaws of me being locked away, with
nothing but my screams to keep we cowpany. She has the nower you
know. She can pluck madness from the air and tranzfer it to people.
But not me." , :

“Not you®?"

"Indeed not we," the woman snarled. She raised her hand to
her head and affectionately patied the mass resiting within her hair.
"For were I to go mad, 3ne knows full well that she would go mad too.
And then she'd have no place to stay at all; there'd be no one to
feed her and care for her and stroke her when gshe needed it. She .
would be howmeless and forced to wander in the strects and would be
kicked and treated badly. She knows it. © lhe woman smiled,
baring her teeth wmenacingly, "She knows it and fears it, the devil.
And she'll live with it." The slim tail snaked down over her eyes
for a minute, and then rigidly rose into th- air.

Apy looked about herself, peering at the couples.
"Looking for Rolf, are you?" the other wowman snapped.
"hat's that?!

“T thought so. "aiting for Lolf. 7ou expect to be with him,
perhaps even to dance with him?" )

Any nodded guickly, unable to supress the ewmotions that
welled up within her. "He promised that he'd come tonight, he wmust.®

"Tou think he =wille®

"I know it. He »nromised."

“Tromises, promises...rromises are wmere words, delivered to
culet or reassure, nothing more. & promise is given when a lie is
insufficient my dear, you ghould know that. They are all trustless,
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except you, wy pet.

"Rolf is different,

“A11 worde are empty,”
turned and began to walk away.
same."

“Thank you," awny
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Two co:ules entered; Iolf was not awony them. Eric could only occupy
a gmall portion of her time, there Vvould be enough hours to devote
to Lolf. She thought he looked exquisively sad, standing before her.

“T saw you 2ll alone and I felt it was wrong,' he said
uneasily, ™ it would please me and perhaps yourself if we just danced
a few..,” He unateadily but off the rest of the seantence and discarded
it; he had made hig intent clear already.

“Yes, by all means." amy rose to her feet. 1f Tolf arvived &
gshe could immedia telJ break looze from EZric and go to him. But the
urge to dance was in her. "he could not bear to be a spectator while
the rest performed.

Together they strode onto the floor. The couples alieady
there blindly shifted to one side to &t them pass, without looking at
Any and her partner. IZric slipped his arms about Amy and pulled her
to him. She held him tightly and shut her eyes.

The music rogse. The mood began to shift, subtly. The pitch
slowly crept, uﬂnotlceablj The dancers' feet Be*an to move faster and
faster. Amy felt her feet matching the pace of tiie music, knew IZric's’
was doing; the same. Several couples moved off. Zric zripped her wore
tightly. His hot breath sea.ed her ear. e woved his lipe to her and
rraced hisg ton ue along her forehead. He lowered his head and grazed
her check with his teeth. Amy moaned dzen in hoer throat.

Suddenly the music scared te 2 furious height. Any screwed
her eyes shut. ?:I breathing grew heavier, 23 did Tric's. Toge+Her
they whiried across the floor, feet writhing and coatorting lilke limbs
possessed of an independent life. Amy's fest leapt and kicked and

T =]

shuffled and were atiangély still when the wusic demanded it

The music beat down on them PﬂwcrciquWJ. Zric was
pergpiving freely as he fought to retain his po"1tlop9 Any begide
him. The two were the only ones dancin? now:; the rezt had scatiered.

in unbearably brizht light shone down on thewm. Lric cried
out in pain and shut his eyes as Am; had done. The music leapt elong &
maddeningly. The light followed their every move. The colours in the
bear began to shift.

"Faster, faster, Zric wmoaned. In the wulti-hued beam of the
light Amycould see his pained Tace as the radiances played over him.
Hig expresszion stood out in the dark green9 making his eyes hollow pits
then red, so that flames danced along his lips, now blue, with ice
melting on his cheeks. “mf ghut he own cyeq and leapt with the
mugic, loging all =ense of awareness. Sric's breathing became ragged
and hoarse. : :

Around the floor the other couples crowded closer, eager to
view the sight. ;
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A hundred eyes beheld the pair as they
danced and shifted and were altered by
the wighty light. The music could not
become any faster, Amy thought. To do
so would be impossible. 3trange that
she did not feel az tired as Zric
did.

Eric suddenly pulled loose
from her. The music cut off instantly
making everything seem intolerably quiet.
The light dimmed and vanished. Eric
slowly collapsed to the floor. He
twisted onto his back, stabbed his
bony hands up. His face was red and
pain-wracked. He coughed and rolled
over. Any stepped baclk.

"Eric," she said softly.

“"T am Eric,"” he replied
with great difficulty, his face
pressed to the dust,”" and I was also Rolf and John and Edwmund and
Harold and so wany others that my mind cannot hold them all. Now I
am nothing, as I once was.’

The body of the man who had been so many others twitched on
the floor. Tighter snd tighter he clung to the fzatureless suiface.
His image shifted to bec replaced by another and then another. No
longer was he a man, or even a being.

amy stiffly walked away and hurried to her chair. The other
couples slowly marched onto the floor. The wusic resumed, very low
and very sad.

Amy sobbed once and dabbed at a tear sliding along the
corner of her eye. The music continued it's slow, mounrful pace.
The dancers matched the rhythwo with their intricate, sraceful steps.

Amy turned her head and gazed longingly at the door. The
pusic was very <ad.

Che started to cry again.
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THE END
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