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There was a phone ringing somewherc. An impatient hend found thenggg
ceiver and lifted it. There was a sharp click followed by a success
of wealt coughs.

Then the volce: "To whom it may concern:

His face 1s white; his throat 1s red,
When you arrive, he will be dead."

A sharp enithet was followed by the same voice. It seemed to be trail-
ing off.

"Yead, Waram is dead...!

The man sat alone with a dead receiver. He slammedit into the cradle.

Hiis brow wrinkled.

A practical joker. 1ot that it was important.

The murder next day was lmportant. So important, in fact, that when
the phone list was tapped and James Winston was [ound to have had a pur-
ticular call the previous night, said Mr. Winston was arraigned and for-
cibly brought in for questioning.

{

He was a puzzled young man; an angry, impatient young man. His de-
mands were met with cold silence. Pinally he was led into & small of-
fice. A man was scated behind a desk with a pad before him. Another

leaned back against a desk.

Winston stepped in angrily.

"Why have I been brought heve?"

The man leaning agalinst the desk indlcated a chair.

"You'll find out in due time. First will you be seated?" The voice
was polite and yet Winston knew he had besn ordered to sit.

"Cigarette?"

"Mo thanks?"

"Hind if I smoke?"

Winston shook his head.

"You had a phone call last night didn't you?"

Winston glanced up sharplwv. A call?

"No. ©No onec called, I was busy all evening. HNobody called."

"I don't doubt that you belisve that Mr. Winston. We're not ques-
tioning your integrity. But the fact remains that you did receive a call
last night." The voice was edged with steel. "Think hard ir. Winston.

We know you had a call last night. It's been recistered. Jow why delay.
A murder's been committed. Surely you don't want to be hooked as an ac-
cessory, or at the very least, of withholding evidence."

“I'm not withholding anything!" Winston Jumped up angrily.

"Ridiculous isn't it? But you did have a call didn't you?"

Winston sat down hard, A slight shock buzzed throurh him. There was
a call; a ridiculous incident, really.

"There was a call." His voice was subdued." But it couldn't mean any-
thing. It was some practical joker." :

"What did the caller have to say?"

Winston glanced up, baffled,

"Something eilly. I never did find out who called. The voice itself

was a man's or it seemed to be, It seemed to be ragged, It seemed to
come from far off," )
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The questioner leaned closer.

"What did you mean when you said that, Mr, Winston? Come from far
off. Isn't that a strange way of Dhrannn iteM
"Yes, I suppose so. Vet I think that's a perfect description. The

person on the wire had a coughing attack before we began talking."

"Couwhlng attack?"

"Yes. Another strange thing-—he paid no attention to me; as if he
didn't care who answered., In fact one of the first things he said was
'To whom it may concern.! "

" 1To whom 1t may concern?!

There was a short pause and Winston felt the sweat break out.

"What else was said?"

"Well,., . "

"Yes? Go on.'

"This sounds silly as Hell but..."

"Everything," pronpted the voice,

Winston went on with a gulp.

"There was a verse. I can still recall 1it. It went, ' Wis facels
white; his throat is red; whon you arrive, he will be d@ YEIR

"That's it completely?"

"Word for word."

"Anything else?"

"Oh something lilke 'Dead. Waram is dead.! Then he hung up. - That's
B

The questioner stared off moodily. Finally he motioned to the fid-
geting witness,

"A11l right Mr. Winston. That will be all, Sorry to have caused you
this inconvenience. VYou're free to go., I must ask you not to saya word
of what vou know to anyone."

"T understand."

When Winston devarted, the questioner turned impestiently to his writ-
er/companion.

"You've got down everything that was said4"

His companlon nodded.

"Everything."

"Strange case. What do you think Dart. Got any ideas?!

NIf he's telling the truth..."

"ihy should he lie?"

"I don't know. . Why does anyone lie?"

Harris, the guestioner, laughed.

"Good point. You're referring to motive."

"fell, what is the motive?"

Harris, tall and gaunt, rubbed ﬂlu nose nervously.

"I don't know. Strange case. 4 man of influcnce found withhis throat
neatly torn out. A.person receives a call reportinge the murder. Was
revenge the motive? Was it the work of a maniac?"

"Sounds like a maniac. What clues you got?"

"ot enoush to bother with. Winston was our only hope. His statement
sounds like the ravings of a lunatic."

"This whole case does."

Harris glanced up humorously.

"Youtve got s point there Bart., Can we investigate vnder that as-
sumption? I wish I knew."

lhat is the theory you're working on, Will?"

"Oh that." Will 1it a cigarette. "Only one possible one towork on.
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Lunatic at large. Fossibly an eso-meniac. Calls up a complete stran-
ger. Informs gim of the murder—with poetry. Motive?" He exhaled
wearily. "Take your choice."

Bart moved over to a t¥pewriter.

"Want this typed up?"

"Veah," Harris pgrunted. "I'm going out now."

"Sure." :

A young man named lMorgan received en anonymous call that night.: He
ignored it as the work of a crackpot. The next dav an elderly man was
found with his throat torn out. A voung man presented himself at Dpo-
lice headauarters because, according to him, he had talled with someone
who had mentioned the dead man's name. ;

Will Harris was with the man for a short time. Harris was a worried
investigator when the witness left,

"another senseless killineg., Probably the same killer who did away

with 0ld Waram. But where is the connection? These killings ares crazy.

There has to be some pattern."

Part tapped his pencil anxiously,

"Not with a lunatic.!

Harris whirled around.

"Yes, there has to be. In a killinn of this sort there is always a
pattern."

He slaumed his fists. together,

"Only where is 1it? Two murders in as manvy days and with the same
method. Two unrelated murders; unrselated 25 far as we know, And two
whacky phone calls, A maniac, sure as Hell." i

"Seems that way. What did the Commaissioner sav?"

"What do vou think? Find the killer. Results, results. I don't even
have a time limit."

"He usually sets one."

"ot this time. Its 'get him or elsc.!' "

" 10r else'! meaning the full treatment?"

Harris snapped his fingers.

"The old heave-ho."

Sty

"Yeah, I'm going to the electric power-plant now with Sam. Sone
research work." '

_Will and Sam were introduced to Mr, Chadwicl, who controlled the ci-
ty's electric output. Ie was small, weak-eyed, crey-haired, yet man-
eged to seem intense.

e was a nervous man. - His hands resembled waving butterflies. lie
sm%ied at the two investigators and led them into a large, cluttered
office.

"This job to me is a qreat responsibility, A token of RS NSO
might say. It's a lonely job, you know, quite lonely."

"I can well imarine." Will Harris poked his way throush a maze of
equipment, Peering down throurh the window he could see the main cor-
rider of the powerhouse stretching out into hazv shadows.

A wonderful setting for a scene of cold grue.

"Rather sinister isn't it?" Harris spoke to no one in perticular. A
smile twitched at Sem's lips.

"You've eaten too much, Will., A bicarbonate is vour antidoke for
horrors of the soul." ) '

"My palate has nothing to do with my inner feelings."

th



"Op?" Sam lauched. "Pickles and cream, Will."

Harris grimaced. :

"You win." . i

"Mr. Harris is risht in a way." The palr turned to find Mr. Chacdwilck
near them, his eyes vacant of expression.

"Too much power is no good, Can you imagine a monster created from
the rupture of energv from these machines walking this ea?th? I can.
Have vou ever walked alone down a long corridor when it L3 deserted?
When vour only company 1s a multitude of gengrators towerinpg all about
you; their grey shapes hiding something horrlble? Then, gentlemen, do
the white meters take on a new and terrible mesning., For thev are sud;
denly the watchers, checkins every move vou make. It is a long welk.
He brought his hand over his eyes and laughed distastefully. '

"I imarine too many thinss, But my iob, wou see, has mademy 1ife a
lonely one. And contrary to fact lonely interests do not coincide. Met-
2l and flesh, unfortunately, do not mix."

"A point well taken." Harris smiled slylv. "Metal is muchmore endur-
able."

"To an extent I would agree with you, Mr. HEarris. But when you speak
of endurance I gather you refer to the years of usage?"

"That's just a side issue. This machiners will hold this glant called
electricity for a short spah of wyears and then it is mone; fused into
heaven-knows-what."

Mr. Chadwick smiled,

"You have your sripes against the machine sge, Mr. Harris?"

"No, not specifically speaking. We were viewins the philosophical
angle. I could just as well take the positive or the negative."

"For argument's sake I suppose you could. However in the Tinal an-
alysis it 1s a breakdown of your internal character that decides for you
what is right snd what is wrong: nature-wise speaking of course."

"Of course."

"Human nature has very little to do with the machine age, I'm afraid."

Sam leaned back against a packing case with arms folded. "The mach-
ine age improves. Man slides back—a natural introvert.'

"You're wrones, young man." Mr. Chadwick shook his head sagely.

"I'm wrong. Nature-wise spesking, of course."

All three smiled.

"You're jesting." Mr. Chadwick brushed his way past a packing casc.
"But enough of this. You came here on business. I've kept vou here with
my wild ramblings long enousgh. I believe you wanted to checl: up on one
of my employees?"

"That's right. Routine matter." .

lr. Chadwick led the two men into a small office. He went to a metal
cabinet and brought out a folder. He psave the folder to Sam, then turn-
ed to Will Harris.

"By the way Mr. Harris, I saw your name in connection with those two
ghastly murders. Awful incidents. I wonder why people do such things?"

"A loose channel up here." Will tapped his head. Mr. Chadwiclk nod-
ded in agreement,

"I do hope vyou catch the murdsrer, Do you have any clues; if vou'll
pardon my asking?"

Harris grinned.

"I'm afraid I do mind vour asking. DBut no, we have no clues, But
we'll catech him."

"It!'s a man?"

"Who else?"

"I suppose you're right, though indirectly, women are usually respon-



sible for man's downfall,"

Harris gazed humorously at the greyinsg man.

"You've never been married, Mr. Chadwiclz?"

"o I haven't. But I've had experience. My mind is not just lim-
ited to blind prejudice." :

"0f course not, But still I don't think a women has anv partin this
puzzle."

"Perhaps not. Although if you care to pursue the subject, I daresay
murder as a fine art goes beyond the scope of gexuality."

"Perhaps., If you care to accept the hypothesis that murder is a fine
art. Crimes of bestiality are far more cormon as in this case.”

"Bestiality." lir. Chadwick involuntarily shuddered. "A ghastly word.
A degrading snd wholly unnecessary term,"

"Crime is always unnecessary."

"There are exceptions and limitations." _

"That is everything in a nutshell. But who shall judge the nutshell?"

“Man to judge man. Ah," Mr. Chadwick chuckled delightedly. "A basic
arpument., You guestion the right of man. Ah yes, who shall judge?deg-
ment is a harsh and blunt instrument at best; a physical and sometimes
mental club., It is a powerful club and you question who has the right
to wield it¥"

"There is no question., Man judpes man for the good of man. Who else
shall judge, to paraphrase a line?"

Mr. Chadwick cocked one eye.

"Others, perhaps?"

"Others?"

"A sinister sound hasn't 1t? Well I assure vou it is. We do things
for the betterment of ourselves and others., For the greater good. This,
of course, refers to our own simple rulinpgs. For the greater gobod, you
might put it, of whom?"

Harris bit his 1ip while Mr, Chadwick eyed him with expectancy.

"Basically wou would have to say the onc with the advantage;with the
overall strength."

"In other words, brute force. Ah yes," he wegmed his head slowly.
"And that brute force is not as we conceive it. It is bevrond our con-
ception. It is the hideousness which is referred to as the unknown. I
suppose deep inside we fear sverything; the derk in particulear. And
might there not be something in what we f{ear? To believe hard enough
is to exist." :

"A point. Although I don't go along with it. Yo, unless I'm complete-
1y wrong, the unknown exists wholly within a dark chamber of the mind:
the unconquered section. Thus breeds murdercrs, Insanity and unreason
‘are the greatest enemies."

lir. Chadwick chuckled softly and fingered his chin.

"Ah me, who shall know? ¥ho shall know indeed?" : :

"Perhaps you'll find out presently." Sam had finished with the file
and had replaced it. He stood before Mr, Chedwick and grinned.

' Mr. Chadwick shook his head ominously.

"I do not want to know."

Sam was persistant.

"And why not? Surely 1t would be a great discovery."

"A discovery for whom? Who would understand it%? No, no, it is bet-
ter to digress than to prove., What we do not need is proof."

Sam moved away wearily.



"You have your theory. A dull one but a safe one." He rubbedhis
head. "This sort of talk gives me a headache. As if we're .treading on
fairyland again."

"Fairyland," lr. Chadwick echoed blankly. "It is no fairyland, Cer-
tainly no fairyland."

"All right, no feiryland." Sam moved toward thc door, then faced a-
round.

"Thanks for your time and help, Mr. Chadwick."

"Are you going?"

Will Earris joined his companion at the door.

"Itm afraid so. I'll see you again sometime."

"Yes." Ir, Chadwick nodded soberly. "Your armuments interest me."

The two left Mr, Chadwick leaning against a window while while gazing
down a long, empty corridor.

Commissioner Rhiner was large and pompous. HINSeR " c o srichh Mo cigioll
political pull. He was up against it at the moment. He explained tnils
to Will Harris inside his private office.

"Harris, you know what I'm up against. Pressure from all sides; job
in the balance. A1l that sort of rot. I need good, dependable men." He
puffed on a cigar. "What leads have you dug up?"

"So far two phone witnesses."

"Any results?"

"We believe the killer is a homicidal maniac. Ego-manic, possibly.
Beyond that," he shrugged, "nothing." :

"Nothing." Fat fingers drummed on the desk, "Harris, I have to have
something. I don't care what but get some rezults."

RSP

“Aﬁtion and results." He waved the cigor at Harris. "That's what I
want.

"I'1l do my best."

The commissioner stared at Harris for a moment, then nodded slowly.
He frowned at the cigar he held. It had cone out.

He dismissed Harris.

Back in his office, Will Harris sat down and brought out pencil and
paper., Bart sat across the desk,.

"There must be a way." Harris chewed on the pencil.

"Publicity might do 1t.!

Harris shook his head.

”HOW? 1"

"Wiarn the peovle. The next time the murderer makes a c SRS ngi o it
who the victim is and throw a dragnet around that areaz."

"It's too far-fetched."

LA S :

"We have to have something better."

"I don't know."

A phone rang that night. The following morning a body of a boy with
his throat torn out was found under an old bridge. A trail of blood led
from a phone booth to where he lay. It puzzled the police. 'The papers
brought out the news in screaming black print. A crusade was on.

Harris and Sam were at the scene of the crime. The bodv, as explained
by one officer, was found under the pilings of an old wooden bridge. He



i d out the bridge. A loose trail of blood 1ed.from the bridge, up
goz?ZZp embankment aﬁd over to a public phone. A distance calculated at
being over one hundred yards.

Sam shook his head,

"I don't see how he did ité" i -0

i i ave been carried or dregged. )

”gg ﬁigﬁg ;:ze but he wasn't. Look at the grouﬁd; a boy's shoe im-
print. No, he welked. What did Maron have to say? ool

"What do you think?" Harris flipped a stone 1pto the creek. “Felel
can't explain it. It's got him muttering. He claims that boysho& av-
been dead inside that booth. His throat was torn out there, that'sapos
i tife S actit! : .

"o hint of sex, revenge by playmates, anything of that"sort?"

"Wone. Only the throat was touched., No marks elsewhere.”

The two men stoppcd by the telephone. A dark stain was visible onthe
inner door. ; £

"There's something about these killings that isn't right.... I mean

ides sheer brutality."
bes%%e;now what you chn.” Harrig sighed. "It's more than the workof a
maniac, it goes beyond that. I wish I knew...."

The witness was a badly rattled young man, o

"I told you I got the call last night. It was near midnight. I"work
late a%t night. It's a habit. I'm a writer, or hope to be someday.

Someone snickered.

"You're a good writer, son?! -

"Well," he laughed nervously, "Not exactly. I've still plenty to
learn.”

"Of course." '

"I've told you everything, I think. The verse, the name...'" he shud-
dered. "It was horrible and I didn't pay any attention to it. Why do
peoples do such things?"

"It is terrible isn't it?" The voice was polite yet cold.

"Awful." He shaded his eyes. "Oh one other thing: I almost forgot to
MEEERTT LA

"Yes?"

"The voice was muffled and seemed far off, yet I could almost swear
to the fact that it was a boy's voice I heard."

"A boy's volce? Are you sure?"

"Well, no. But that's what it sounded like."

"All right," the polite voice turned away. "Tenn and Cane will see
you home, son. You'll find out what to do from then on."

Three men left, -

A frozen-faced Will Harris stared out the window at the bustling ci-
ty. He turned to face a frowning Bart.

"'A boy'!'s voice,.,."

Will Harris was working on a theory. It was a strange and repulsive
one, yet it made sense in an alien interpretation of the vword. He har-
kened back to the visit with Mr. Chadwick and something that was said.

Harris knew therec were threo murdecrs committed in the same pattern.
Now murder would be the natural supposition, but suppose it wasn't mur-
der?

The phone was ringing. Harris brushed over an ink bottle and cursed.
His nerves werec not what they should be. He noticed with a profession-

al eye that his hand shook as he lifted the receiver and his mouth was
as dry as cotton.



"YGS?“

"This is lfr. Chadwick. Do you remember, Mr. Harris?!

"Of course." He breathed in wheezingly, "How are you?"

"I'm all right., I called to find out how you were. I wondered if you
could tell me of any more news concerning the murders?"

Harris wasn't supposed to, but—

"T have 2 theory."

"So have I, ridiculous as it may seem. I must see you at once. I
think I have the answer but it frightens me, And I think you will un-
derstand me. Can you come over to the plant right now?"

YT think so."

"Good. I'll expect you."

The coroner, Maron, bent over the bloody and lifeless body. A maze
of papers was strewn about the room.

"Another torn throat victim. It's getting monotonous. Tch!" He
straightened up after covering over the body. "I tell you I'm sick of
staring at throatless people.”

"You should be." Will Harris leaned back zgeinst a packing case and
closed his eyes. A dark chamber, a dark chamber.

"And who may hide in the dark?" He spoke aloud.

iaron turned to him, puzzled.

"Whoever hides there is good and ruthless.”

Harris protested,

"Don't enter the word 'good.'"

- "Just a phrase."

"I don't know. We never know, Chadwick thought he knew."

Maron arched his brows.

"Him?" he indicated the body.

"Him." Harris replied moodily. "He was a smart little man. Full of
ideas. It's a shame."

"He knew who the murderer was?"

"The murderer?" Harris stared vacantly at the coroner.

"Who else?"

"Who else, indeed?"

The coroner stared.

"VYou sound screwy."

"Pressure." Harris searched eround for a cigarette., "Old man Rhiner
is on my tail."

"Rough," Maron sympathized. "Say how come you were here?"

"He called me, told me he knew the answer. When I got here I found
him in that condition." ’

Miaron bit his lip.

"I wonder who got the call today? Say, I just thought of something;
how did the murderer know who Chadwick was? And how did he know he was
going to talk?"

"I don't know. It's cuite a puzzle. It boils down to the fact that
he knew too mmuch."

Harris poked idly through a mess of papers. Maron watched with in -
terest.

"Pind something?"

"This one paper. I think he was trving to tell me something when the
.. murderer struck. Look here—" Harris held a paper before Maron and
moved his finger. "—-Look at this picturc. What does it suggest to you?"

Maron grinned.

10 "Maybe I'm just plain stupid but all I can see is a photograph of a



city———it might be ours.”
'Nothing else?" Harris watched him closely.

"Nothing."

"To most pmeoplec that's all it is. But to some it's much more, rwuch
more."

"I can't see it,myself."

"Your angle is off. Your persvective is limited, Even I can't see
what Chadwick saw, although I have my own suspicions. When he did a-~
chieve the gift of perception it was over."

laron snatched at the paper and glared at it in exasperation.

"Where—1" he slapved at the paper "——where do you see anything? Am
I bldsd on nuts?!

"You're both."

IlHuh?ll

"I don't mean to be rude. I'm just stating a simple fact."

The coroner moved away grumpily.

"Facts like that can cause trouble."

Harriz suddenly felt very grim. He noddec and smiled dourly at the
retreating figure.

""hat's only the half of it."

Harris sat back, his feet on the desii, chewing methodically on his
Tavorite pencil. The instrument was being redivced to a frazzle.

"The answer is -somewhere, Bdrt, but I don't think we'll find it,"

"Why not? Aren't we supposed to be the finest?"

"In our own particular field we arc."

Bart frowned. His gaze, though, was innocent of guile as hc asked:

"You're talkingm of another field; something that has nothing to do
with murder?"

"No, it has everything to do with murder. We know murder to be the
killing of an individual by another individual."

"Sure," agreed Bart. "That's what it is."

"There are othcr angles."

"Such as?"

"Oh—suppose I put it this way. If, say, a certain branch of soci-
ety suddenly elicnated itself against a group of parasites and then pro-
ceeded to eliminatec the parasites, would you classify that as marder?"

Bart frowned and shook his head.

"That doesn't make sense,”

"Of coursc not, Why should it? But if somcthing of that sort did ox-
ist, what could we do about it?"

"I don't follow you. To kill is to kill, Theore arc two anglec—crime
and punishment."

"There are more, many more angles."

"That's crazy."

Harris closed his c¢yes, and laughed,

"Sure it is.!

Bart scratchcd his head, then pushed on.

"What angle are you working on?"

"Any angle. Bart——" Harris swuns around snd faced his companion

squarely."De you know where all anglcs start, where all angles go out,
come in, and end? Do you?"

Bart thought for a minute.

!
'é ggﬁ't know what you mean. Are you talking of greed, revence, sex
or what?

IIO E .il
f everything 11



"You can't include everything. Therc are angles...'He stopped short.
10f pourse there arc angles. They exist hore.” Horris tapped his
1,8 the mind "
hoa‘C:V'Jell surc." Bart was slow to agree. "Haturally, but what does that
prove?"

"T wish I knew. Perhaps vou might say, as near as I can explain,that
therc is 'a malignant growth now taking its vongeance after long years
of growing and waiting." .

You!re boyond me," said Bart doggedly. "I believe what I sec and no-
thing more."

Harris nodded bitterly.

"The hideousness of the dark and lonely corridor."

"Whattt

"Nothing. Just thinking out loud."

Bart eyed him narrowly. - ) : p

"Tis case is putting a strain on you, Rhiner still after your hide?

"That's putting it mildly."

Mell don't worry, something's bound to turn up. Maron have anithing
to say?"

”Ngthing unusual. Throats torn out by weapon or weapons unknown. No
trace of o weapon, anywhere. Probably a sharp piece of metal."

"A real maniac."

"Sure."

"Has 2 drag-net been set up?"

"A flexible cne."

Bart's face brightened.

"Maybe it will help."

A pencil point snapped.

"Why not?"

The phone rang for six nights in succession. The morgue was rapidly
teing cluttered.

The city itself was in an uproar. Rumors flew in the windlike straw
in a hurricane. Doors at night were locked and double-locked. "Specials"
were brought into service. Pairs of two patrolled all the area that was
possible., Every precaution was taken.

Yet the murders continued.

Panic threatened the city.

Those who were wise moved out of the city——into neighboring towns.

In the city there were cries and please and demands for protection.
The use of a phone was regarded with open hostility. At the sound of
the femiliar ringing, many persons fainted dead away. A few with weak
hearts never rose again.

The pressure, from every quarter conceivable, was pressed full-blown
upon Will Harris, The heel of authority ground over him and 1left him
stripped. '

He received the letter one bright, sunny morning. (No phone had
run the previous night.) It was official and pompous and regretful -and
it relieved Will of his job,

He had expected it. In fact, he was glad of it. The pressure, for
him, was off.

The letter politely suggested that he call Commissioner Rhiner at
the first possible chance., He didn't want to call the commissioner. He

wanted to be left alone. The incident, as far as he was concerned, was
oclosed.



He walked to the window, and raised the sash. The cityf orange fires
and blue mist with dirty tumbling blocl:, hooted up at him. His room
was high. Thirty-siz floors, he belicved.

Out past a tall orange building he coculd see a patch of the harbor.
The hoat hooting was clear and cool and cchoed of the dark blue water.
Traffic sounds drifted up to him dimly. Across, on the building oppo-
zite his, he could sec a window washer polishing the glittering fire.

The citv was alive in the morning. It was colorful and a spcctacle.
It was orange and grey and blue and it was cool and damp. It was a hoot
and a roar and a distsnt grinding of brakes. And above all else,. a8
Will Harris knew, 1t was something more:

It was a murdcrer, '

While we all know many things, it is the things we do not know that
attract us, that are swayed before us in a mock parade., A »prosent in a
box, A star In the sky. The man behind the mask. All such elenicnts of
nystery enter our 1ife as, for example, a rolling pebble on a2 gentler
glope. Wnen the pevhle ig detoured, new elemecnts arise. Harris could
compare the city with the pebhble. It had rolled along quite peacefrlly
and now it had struck a detour,

A detour., Harris moved away from the window and 1it a cigaretic., A
detour toward what? He lifted the receiver off the hook and dialed. A
detour that led into troubled waters,

The piione was buzzing.

The cormissioner would liko to know certein facts. For instance:
(A curiouz buzzing sound echoed in the room) metal, and in particular
steel, had reached a hich point in perfcction. Pecople had come to de-
pend on the products of mectal,.. '

He brushed his hand before his cves. Curious how it wavered and dan-
ced, as if caught in a vital heat wave. The phonec, on the table hefore
him, glinted brilliently,

Take those murders...

The commissioner would have an Impossgivle task... really impossible
ve.. 1f he hoved.... Harris ran his hand ovcr his forehead.

The sun was too strong., Harris felt $h:at he wovld like o drink of
water, The heat and as a result, the sweat or his brow...

He listened.

"Commissioncr Rhiner speaking..."

Harris gulped. If only he hed a drink. How could he talk when he was
so dry? : 5

He wet his lips. He held the phone necar to spcak. It was while he
was gazing at the window that he first noticed the cold steely thing. A
soft insistant grasp at the underside of his ckin... at his throat....

A moment longer...

He spat.

"Who is there, pleasc?" The voice was raised in alarm.

And suddenly the room was cool and sunny, and the dhone was dull and
the humming was sonec and he felt sick.

"It's me, commissioncr... Harris. I called as vou asked me e - JE,
wel%....“ He bLlundercd and suddenly bemen shaking all over.

Oh, i1t's you, Herris." The voicc was relicved. "I wonted vou to
know that there was no herd feelings. I'm sorry about your being ro-
licved but——well frankly, it was out of my hends." j

Harris mumbled his words.

:¥ understand. It's quite all right, Quite all right."

Good. I'm glad you're taking it that way. It's a terrible mess we're
in., Lord knows." o



"Yes," Harris responsed mechanically.

He hung up.

The room was cool with the window open. He went over and rcached up
to shut it. He gazcd down, Thirty-six floors.

His head hurt. With a savage lurch he slammed shut the window.

He moved away.

His head positivcly ached.

"If I had the time I could head for the country."

Silly idca.

"Away from civilization.'

Everything sounded silly.

He whistled fcverishly, then broke off, With a sudden swavingmotion
he staggered into the nearby bathroom, He stationed himself with his
head over the toilet.

Will Harris wanted to be sick, dcspcrately sick, He wanted fto vomit
until he collapsed.

de gagred.

A strange voice piped from his throat.

After a moment.... he straightened up, His facc was pale, but deter-
mined. With a slow dcliberate motion he brought his Tist back and sent
it smashing into the wall.

There was a crunching sound and sometning clunked sharply onthe tile
floor. Harris picked it up.

It was a small piece of mebal, soft and colored. It was the exact
duplicate of a finger.

VIGIL

by ISARBELLE E. DINWIDDIE

The End

Will you meet me at dewfall

When the sickle moon avpears ?

I have remembercd vyour step

Down through the tapestried years.

I have asked so many times

And silence was the replyv,
Sometimes I thought I had heard
A half-stifled sobbing sigh.

Straining ny eyes in the dusk
For some impalpable sign,

Yet knowing the grave would not
Give baclz, whet once was mine.

If you should decide to return
To give me a comforting loolk,

I shall be waiting here for vou
Down by 5t. Alban's brook,

THE MAW-HEART
Soft the stars amid the dusk,
Soft the sigh of leaves,
Soft the water's ripple:
And hard, oh, hard, the heart of Man.
—Toby Duane
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5 short-lived column by AL LEVERZNTZ

At the latest world science-fiction convention, I was gssurqd_(by a
number of the respective seers and Gods who there enter?alﬁed.tneir ad;
oring masses) that science fiction has at last become (sic) R?specxﬁlﬁ.

Such a statement, I am sure, was pleasing both to those who uttered
it and to those who heard it. There were many such.statf§ents, %? pe
sure, but few made less sense. A3 a rhetoric expedlentnljawas apt to the
extrerne. Bthically, it is rather odious. Objectively, it is nonsensq.

In the seme month as the afore-nentioned event took Dplace, NCOSMO-
POLITAN MAGAZINK had a related corment to make. I quote Louclla rarsgn§
column on films. In speaking of one of the recent cinematic atrocities,
she uses these words: :

"“7ou micht as well trv to unravel a Gobelin tapestry as this »nlot.
Burt is a buccaneer, he captures g Spanish man-of-war, there is a }ady
in distress, and everv time Mr. Lancacter gets into troub}eluaout—jumps
it, outscales it, outswims 1t, or soea into the science—flctionc%pa?t—
ment in an exciting, unbelievably athletic, zay, and amusing way. Chil-
dren will eat this up."

Sc it seems science-fiction has indeerd become popular, sO0 much so
thet it can be used in liecu of an adjective (or adjectives). And the
adjectlives? Let us say 1t has come to we synonvmous with that which is
childish, illonical, and imposzible, anc 1 think we cannot go far wrong.

Does this make it respectalble? In g rather welrd way, I suppose, as
nonsense, puerility, and insanity all have their own inviolable precincts.
But does it mean that science-fiction is possessed of that virtue that
all ite devotees would impute to it, vis., that it is able to standbrave -
ly upon its own merits with the rest of contemporary literature? It
would hardly seem so!

Ssome of you will sey that Parsons is in no way fit to judge science-
fiction (and will feel quite proud for having said it), since she es-
sentially knows nothing about it, having seen only the vnoorer manifes-
tations of it In the corrupted film-land medium. This is true, insofar
as her experience is concerned (I would imagine) but it in no way de-
creases the validity of her statements.

The very fact that she is un-acquainted with science-fiction makes
her the spokesman of public opinion, and it is this public opinion which
bestows the title of "respectability." It may be a difficult thing to
admit, but the "big names" of science-fiction are virtuallyurknown out-
side this select and snobbish little circle of Pseudo~-intelligensia
called "fandom." The world (here personified by Parsons) views science-
fiction as pure tripe, as something wholly for children, and relcgates
it to the most nether division of hack, where it most indubitably still
belongs,

I will not pley prophet and say that it will or will not somedsy de~-
velop to the point where it is respectable. I onlvy say that today it
most emphatically is not., In the cyes of its adheranta it will probab-
iy always remain so, as it will in the opinions of those who create it.
{0 a child, the toys with which he pPlays are respectable, and his play-
ing is likcwise respecctable in the eves of others, But I must look as-
kgnce et men who still follow the pursuits of children, and I am the more
discouraged when they adamantly cleinm they are fully and entirely adults.
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The respectability of science-fiction remains adream and a phantasm.
Vet it is most difficult to weed dreams out of children, and I fear this
one will persist, like most dreams, a fallacy and a detriment. And I
know fendom will find ample room for but a single additional detriment
amidst all those it has already taken to its possessive bosom.

I write this prior to Christmas (29 Hovember), but I think I shall
be safe in assuming we shall soon be Learing "Rudolph, The Red losed
Reindeer" again. I am a little disturbed each time it blares forth from
the wireless, and I wonder if it is not the rmost fitting of songs for
our day of "Brotherly Love."

To me it is an odious song. I do not Luanw the intent of the composer
when he wrote it, or of those who have spread it. I am only aware of
the end-product: the instilling into wouncs hesrts of the great American
doctrine of suck-holing.

Pay a 1little attention (if you are so capable) the next time youhear
it. Its message is plgin, dressed up a bit in the garments of the sea-
son, but painfully précise: Love no man for what he is, but only for
what he may do for you.

Qur children (a collective "our" rather than a personsl one——inso-
far as I am at this moment aware) know littie of the fundamental prin-
cinle by which our society revolves, the elemental law of kissing vyour
nelghbor's latter anatomy 1f there's some future profit involved. They
should be prevented from ever learning it, if it were only possible, and
if thev had parents and relations who had a little more self - respect
than almost anv person I have yet met, But they do learn it, by imi-
tation and indeoctrination. Sometimes they conquer it, they better their
rarents because they have a little more sense and even perhaps a great-
er desree of that fabled "God-head" within them,

But we have "Rudolph” feeding them the brackish wine of servility
and self-corruption ere they are hardly old enoush to do any fornula-
tive thinking, whatsoever, for themselves. Things like that stick, much
as I hate to make the concession to the psychologists, and they become
so deeply rooted in ths fertile soil of infancy that even the wisest
monitor 1lg defeated before he starts.

It is a fitting analogue of Christmas, this little melody. . It is a
mirror of the policy of humanity, oI our appalling submercence of the
individuality of thought and behavior, of the striving for individual
worth and companionship. I am not a Christisn, but I am not an enemy of
the basic dogma of Christianity (a stand I would someday »plain were
it possible, as it is now not). I detest what Christmas has become out
of a respect for that which it might symbolize. I am offended that this
day, wherein we would incorporate our highest ideals of live, can have
been so altered.

And I would like, were it in my power, to destroy every copy and ev-
ery recording of Rudolph and to deal with its author as he truly de-
serves, He should be meted ocut a just punishment for what Iconsider a
disgusting propagandizement of one of the sreatest flaws in human con-
duct, the crying affront to personal nobllity

' . The End
A POEM ON LOGIC WRITTEN WHILE JAITING FOR A BUS

Mot;on, like a pale pear
Thriving on olives for LSSty
Inclu@es only the very choicest
gquat}ons that you can iind,

16 ven in Calculus, -~TOBY DUAWE
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Colin had always taken the lersends of leprechauns with a grain of
salt, but his disbelief was utterly shattered when, on a day in July as
the dusk settled, he caught sight of orne of the little people.

Remembering well the tales of the hiddsn treasure of the leprechauns,
he silently stole upon the place in the thicket where the tinyman stood,
and pounced full upon him.

There was a shriek of terror and he felt the wiry body of the little
one in his hands, struggling fiercely to escape. But the strength of
the leprechaun was puny beside the power in Colin's strong hands.

Pinally the mite ceased to strugple, Colin watched him carefully.

"Lead me to the treasure!" he demanded et long last.

"Preasure?" The volce was powerful for one so small.

"TLead me to the treasure of the little people,and Iwill free wvou."

"Let me go!"

:Hot until I have the treasure, Tell me where I can find it. Lead
me-!

The tiny one said nothing more., Suddenly his face began to change.
Hig legs melted torether, became the tail of a hupme, coiled scrpent.

Colin was understandably frightenecd at thils, but still he held tight-
ly to t