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"fnna," he said, "we are getting old." He sald it as though
. .12 had never thought of it before, as indeed he had not.

"Je are old now,"™ Anna said quietly.

ile thought about that, realizing she was right. There could
be no more self-deccption; they were old and there was no more t be
sald about it.

Nevertheless he had to say something, sometiing to make her
reallze how he felt.

"We will die soon."

Wes, of course."

Of course, he thought. Why should Anna say that ? Was their
future so fixed and immovable that she should say, yes, of course,
we will die soon ? He sighede Perhaps it was.

Yes, on sober consideration, it was.

He ros¢ and went to the windows. Outside were the ever-present
children (my, there were more than when he had been a childli) -play-
ing the everiasting garnies, Here and there the parents who were
really littie more than children themselves sat on porches or lavms
and pald no attention to thelr offspring. The sky was blue, as it
always was around this time of year, and the trees rustled their
crisp green leaves 1n the slight breezc.

The world outside was as 1t had always been. Why, then, did
everything seem so different ?

ile turned back to Anna, who sat in her wicker chair, sewing
slowly because ner eyes were not as good as they used to be. "Has
the world changed ?" he said.

inna dropped her sewing into her lap and looked up at him.
Noy " she said, "ihy ?"

He didu't know what to say, because suddenly he realized that
his thoughts were silly. Perhaps he was becoming senile.

"I don't know," he said, "1t just $d@k seemed diffcrent."

"Outside, when you loolted just now 20

No," he said, "no, it was just the same."

She looked around the rooms "In here 7V

He too surveyed the room critically. "o, not here either.

She was silent for a long time, until he thought that she h?
finished speakinge Finally she sald "Then you are different.”

Mo," he sald automatically, "I am the samc." And then he
realized what she meant. He was different, insides. Suddenly, his
outlook had changed, and with it the world had changed.

"Wes, Anna, you are right, I am different."

She nodded, hurming to herself as she resuned her sewinge "It
will pass," she murmured.
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"Your mood will pass. 'Soon you will realize b=t we ot
all dige™

He thought about thate. Vhy, he knew that; he 24 lwars knouwn
i%e He told her so. : _ _

"Really ?" she sald, "do you recally know it 21

"Of course," he saids How sillys of course he had known it;
everybody knew that he must die sometimpe °

Aha, sometimc. That was 1te -He-had known that he must die
sometime in the futures....the far, far future; it had seecmed,
somehowe Now the future was near .and the idea was not just somc-
thing to know coldly and abstractly; it was something to feel, to
become resigned toe. : ‘ it '

Well; he would do that, because he muste

Lgaln he went to the window and looked out, and he thought
about what Anna had said and how the world was different and how he
had to get used to thate Then he turned back to her and said "The
ﬁun 1s setting," and she nodded to show that she understood what

¢ meant. ' A

,....end...-.
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THE GNURRS COLE FRON DER 1iATLBOX OUT.......ADA! & EVE ON A RAFT

An outfit calling itself THlrge Research Association, from
Vallejo, California, addresses me, (in carc of the llagazine of
Fantasy and Sclence Fiction) as-follows; , ;

: , 9 Sept 54
Dear llarion Zimmer Dradley;. - _ _ '
.We hope to develop Wilrge intc a World
Tatorland Residents Group Ecology, with first seacolony located in
the South Pacific Area. Thé unconventional design of our gloating
homes, gardens and workshops is aimed at high stability in any
weather. Buoyant bases conform to the moving pattern of waves. In-
flated plastic domes offer protection from salt spray, sun and
weather. . s -

We need writers now to help in this research, and later as
colonists, to produce additional value (fiction) for export to the
mainlande Also we must expect difficulty in locating intelligent
women willing to be founding mothers of the first Pacific seacolong.
Science-fiction writers have the communication medium most likely
to reach such unusual woriene

I sincerely hope that your current eval-
uation can provide motivation for your personal interest in our
secacolony prcjectes f ;

Respectfully yours, (signed) George D. Krouse,
A P, Director.

s %

(_ eseesAint't sclonce wonderful ? )
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6.1 torlal STINCIL GAZINGS PREs Uy
n&llitahl Olloscessee STENCIL GLZINGS HOTe

idinery Cherey; who drew the lovely dryad on our cowuy, ty;ci
“1 started at first to draw the girl quite ncked, thon roflected
thet R probably had a large mailling list who worcl‘* in Fil'A, «
and took the extra time to dress the girl in a pair of Lingiles.
If you look very closely, youl!ll cven sce a tight Ll&ch hand s
around her nccks" Thanks for telling us, Nance; we missed 1Lt
or. first glancce But I guess no nudes is good nudece
Viceissitudes of o Femfan; Number 1

Forry to chfan, I’d love. to have your photcgrarh.

Fomfan to Forry; I'm afraid I haven't a decunt pic —

Forry to Fenfan; Oh, goodyl Send me an indoecent onci
Ir case anyone is curious sbout the paper on which this 1ssue
ot DAY STAR (and my last four zines) is/are printed, it's news-
print purchased from our locol paper office, cut to gize on
order, and costing 35¢ « pound ....cbout B 65¢ a ream. Sincé
it is much llghter, thlnner and slicker thon must mimeo papers,
it demands a certcin amount cof adjustment of the roller tension
on your machince It con, vl th oxtreme care, be mimeographed ca
both sides; but is so highly cbsorbent as tO,mukL this-an
operation domending extrome carce llain adventage; sl puheeting
1s completely unnecessery, since the paper is so hlgv1 ab3orbants
the ink is dry by the time the paper hits the recieving tr y.
T buy ncwsprint 10 pounds a2t a time and use it for carton ¢oples
mc first drafts as well as for mimeographinge
Vicissitudes of o Femfon ; Number 2

Fenfen to Dormltoty Housemother; "But why can't the bovs

comc up to my room ? Velrc only golng to print a f”ﬁZLPL»"

TIHING TIINGS: Since Loney, vho demanded, so belligerently. 1o
know vhy an amateur zine sﬁould be flllod up vwith Wblether sbout
batles", has left us, I feel free to tell this onc about Stoves
®Things have things-on them,' he informs me gravc‘v‘ marche-
ing ip to watch me mash potgtoes, #And other things don't huve
things". I acquiesce grovely, and ask him for further information.
tSome things have things on their things," he cludidakes; #out
other things don't have things on their thlngs."
Vicissitudes of o Femfon; Number 3; . '
Overhcard at the Vampyre Soclety neeting; "I!'ve got to read
True Confessions until my %hby 15 born. You fhink I wont nim
o look like his mother was scared by a Bergey Cover ?
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3ix Poens for full orchsanra

1. Pzelude in a mipor kov

(Here where no angels fell,

We watched the white birds, blownm star-hig
Against an arrogant waste of sky.)

Wow, in the procreant night,

She lies, too young for kissing; fey, and fixe
Burnt out at her lips;

Girdled in white irmaculate desire.

(The sea, rolling beneath us,

Put thunder in the salt sting of her l1lips
Chlld-soft, child still —

How eould I know ?)

These things are whispers in the solemn sky,

The fear that ushered in the sonbre day

Chasing deluded nidnight away;

The ehittering davn-songs, of illuslon shorn,

And high bright noon must leave us still foriorn.

(The stars are 21l too spall to touch hor nove)

<, Nocturpe for Flutes and obog;

Just for a little while not long ago,

We wa2re one,

And T was tio;

At the edge of consciousness I was afrald
That L would ke completely lost in you.

Just for o uoment, I had to remenmber
That I was ne,

And not a part of you.

Fool thut I was and am --1

Now I am one again and we are twoe.

And shame has scnt my arrogance to flilght
In the lmmeasurable spaces of the night.
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3¢ Rondo Capricecio wdith solo hasr

Dyr legsvss fluthering, whlrliias
Dovwar Lo f"l\, tars dead branchec
That cueo paid a tip-tocing springtice
Fragrant «Lth billowy hlosson
snd soft petals eurling
Up ©o the breeze in the davm~tine,
Flowery fragrant with sumnacres
Now iz the crackling harp-string
To the cold wind skirling:
Tywy Jecaves flapping and whirling
Dovm to the desolate grounde

'11\. Lharp--strings are done with their sighing
The dvy le2aves are caught in the branches
Leaves are entangling the harpstrings
Crackling and drovming the nusic

That once was replying

Sweet harp-melodies to the keening
Of cold hitter wind in the branches:

it the leaves are now cholting the harp--stri

And the nelodied harpings are dyings
Tha harop- _»trlng&r are done with their sighing,
ne dry leaves have smothaped #he
sounde

\:w

&. Aria for Soprano and Strings

Mnother womim and another child
Shall clinb the path.that our bruised feet have know.
And the Drlised grass renember how we smiled.

I wen® componloned and came forth alone
Foldirg = 0 oiluwary torek, teo pass
On ouy lagegrity Lald tom}-on-stone.,

The flovwers I trod sank in a foul morass;
The gtars wmt out in rain,
A kKiss in tears, a word of love 1n vaine

O Princess of an unforgotten hour,

Leave neve the thread ungavelled by our naln,
I'or those who only came to find a flower

And sudden faco the monster-ilinotaurg

Our silver tears may recl them safe agaln.

I




5; Mlegro amltato

Now the ordeal - :
Relbictanes, rvesistance,
All smavailing

Aguinst thelr inslstence;

The Vestal waters,
Her innocence,

Borne dn the selve
Of solenn defensce

Cold, and the curlous
Whispers of things,

She unprotected 4
Against thelr siings,

And all nen gathered,
In the Loxd!s nane;
Honor avenging,
Vicarious shaue;

Dignified, pleading,
Stands she alone;
Daring cach nan

To cast first stones

O earth, rest'softly on his sleeping head,
e was a gentle spirit and alone.

Now, in your arms, he knows a kindlier hed
Then any earthyly rcest that he had knoune

He never knew a woman!s tenderness,

Although all tender to all - women!s view;

Lord, let him fecl the dropping rain!s caress,

And dreau ‘the wealth of love he never knewo

Sleep soft, dear love, and let none of lifel!s fecars
Slip through this blanket grass '

Kissed by ny tearss
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(»‘UOTES UORTH TYPING

Not lr*'lg ago, ‘somebody was tall’lng over the radio about a crizo
gontest currently running in Fngland toudiscover the most Leautl-
ful lines of poetry in the English language. Vhileg hardiy a judg=2
of poetry, I venture to 'nominate the flew which personally affect
me nmost;, which remain with me out of all poetry;

hither, O Splendid ship, thy white salls crowdlng
Lemning across the bosom of the urgent Weste-. ‘aridgas)

1, sesthe waste white noon _
Burnthk through vith barren sunli ght. gt R R 3

" happy long ago, farewell, farewell,
Ye bhlnlng towers, and mine ovn citadel.,"  (Murr.y)

-

out of the crucible of. brain,
The beloid ship, in instant birth, ) .
Sta.nds sky—ta.ll on a hurricane." WALV

1A dial ’Vl'th its league-long arm of shade, | L,
Slowly revolving to the moon and sun." LOmnphetdy

", .being young,
And thrilled with May, a woman, feeling hwucs
Of little children touch me in the dark
Unborn, crying to me to mother therp..." (Hooker)

ho calls the roll of the dead ?
Who opens the door ? -

The fires in the West-burn red,

« But our fireplace burns no more.

“ 2 Thendare -- Thendara no morel  (Chambers)
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