Merry Christmas to everyone at. the outset of whole number 104, FAPA num-
ber 98, volume 27, number 1, the November, 1905, issue of Horizons. The
greetings and fanzine came from Harry warner, Jr., 423 Summit Avenue,
Hagerstown, Maryland, 21720, U.S.A. Dick ¥ney continues to Till the in-
di spensable role of publisher from my stencils, and remains unresponsi-
ble for opinions expressed herein. : &

In the Beginning

Gently and calmly, please accept the fact that there are no mailing
comments in this issue. This §is partly the outcome of my ceaseleSs
quest for something different *n every issue of Horizons. But moestly
it's tie outcome of the time factor. The summer mailing did not reach
me until August 26. That leaves only about two months until Dsck must
get the completed next issue mailed off to Czlifornia. In those two
months, I must squeeze three weeks of vacation, sweat out a World Ser-
ies of indeterminate length, get an unusually large mailing read, and
make allowance for any jam~up fn activities that the trip to England

may create for Dick. The most graceful way out was to start stenciling
before tle mailing arrived and finish off those stencils before I read
the mailing. T like FAPA publications too much to rush through them,
anyway. If I can get my Christmas cards addressed efficiently, I shall
try to put into the next Horizons at least a skeletonized set of mail-
ing comments on th's summer bundle. Meanwhjle, I suppose it would be
prudent to explain a few things about the jtem that takes up half of
this igsue. It is all that I-plan to write of tlmt novel about fans
which I once considered putting onto paper in full -form. Maybe §t will
make at least partial sense Sn this form, which represents what would
have constituted the first chapter if I'd set out ‘to write the whole
shebang. - The only thing I changed from ny original intentions was the
title. It seemed fitting to borrow a new title from a really great
fantasy story that -has one common trafit with mine, unfinished condi--
tion. -Several FAPA members have been complaining that either they or

I or maybe both are experiencing difficulty distinguishing between

fact and fiction, because of material in previous Horizonses that has
hovered delicately on the dividing line between realjty and imagina-.
tion. . So I'd better emphasize that all the events and characters de-
picted ‘n the story in this issue are wholly fictitious and I have not
used in the story any fannish events or personaljities known to me. TIf
anyone else in FAPA wants to write the remaining 63,800 words of this
novel, :g0 -right ahead and publish it. I'd like.to see.:f it comes out
in the same way as mine would have ended up. Aside from this disclaim-
er, I must make . just-a few remarks after the briefest sort of glance
through the mailing. Most important, of course, . is Nom Clarke's cour-
ageous. statement of the facts abcut Hagerstown. I hope that this will
save everyone *n .fandom the trouble of any further speculations about '
whether my bachelor situation +s the result of choice or necessity.
Nearly as encouraging is the apparent trend to distribute in FAPA some
excellent fanzines primarily intended for other ayjay groups. As long
as I have time for membership *n only one apa, I'd be delighted to see . .
FAPA inherit the leftovers from the cream of the servings to the other
€roups. Maybe I'll change my opinion after a thorough reading, but I
also sense a welcome change of atmosphere in FAPA in the form of more
toleration for the shortcomings and bullheaded ideas that others seem
to possess. 1In fact, I can't even find anyone newly lacking his temp- .
er because of something I've done, the first time in many mailings that
T haven't riled up emotions. 1In view of.-this situation, I believe it's
safe to wish everyone a happy new year, in addition to the merry yule.



A Man Dwelt by a Churchyard
They Were drvvmg back from the- world con when they began to argue
about a:vi8it to George Alfred Frontley.
-2 “"He was drunk when he told us to stop by, " Ken Ww 11ar<;1 sajid.

"®But-T1¥6 just got to find out about these marks,! Tim Tativer. .
sa1d He tightened his grip on the books that he hadn't ailowed to go
out of sight since the aucti on. .

"We might get a meal out‘of Fte¥ - Betty S-ith wrinkled her nose as
if attempting to catch the first odors of something frying at a dis-
tance. " "He wouldn't send us away hungry, if we got theré at dinner-
time." -She patted hér pocket of the  shapelegs sweather.. It was enpty.
Ken decidedithat it was a deliberate effort to work up sympathy and :
tried:toicorc entrate on his dri ving. Tim wished he hadn't accepted the .
portion of the- l&§u of the candy bars that ‘had once bulged that pocket
when the“drive started.

-HT _feel . 1ike a couple of guys in orbit," Ken comclawned "W'e go
straight back to ‘splashdown and home and- We're all right with a 1little
left over.™ We Start to maneuver on what : margin we have and we might
get stranded out herée on the edge of nowhere. My folks warned ne, two
straight worldcons we've bat led you out and you help yourself if.. -you
go broke after -this one." :

"I'd hate to have to worry ‘about whether I'm gomg broke," Betty
sa:do- "I can just barely. remember the last tlme I_bad any doubts .about -
it. The only thing that bothers nie now is my crazy notion that some-
one W1ll hold tlfe baby for ransom if I go much further into the hole."

T tell you wl:a t." - Tim took a tremendous breath before. he
nanaged to rlsk it.. "Tum off so we can go to the Frontley place, Ken,
and I'll make you a promlse .If he doesn't put up up and feed us, I*'11 =
sell off two of these books ;f‘or the, hlghest price I can get and pay you i
back that Wayo ", , cE

"Youtll raise enough to t1p the g3 rl Who cleans our room at the
next wo.rldcon,” Ken said. . "That's-about all. You're the. only faii in
captivity .wild enough about Frontley to care: about how he reacts to
other people's books. "

"No, I'm not. I -talked to a couple of fanzwne edw tors about my
plans for an article. They said they'd 1ike to-man-it. All I ve ‘got
to do is £3nd out why those particular spots meant: something t6 him.
Itve - looked at- the marks- and I'm not sure. It might be. places where he -
gets. 1g1eas for -his own stories. - He might think that these are the :
places where the: writing is .best and if thit's the case T want him to
explain. what: he: finds ‘n those spots:that I can't find. Don't you see.
what &speclal kind of research this can be? " We don't know much abéut- )
what_oLher science fietion authors thoughtt about other people's fiction '~
except for. general statements that they read such and such an author a
lot When a. boy or think that-Blackwood 7s/the most underrated fantasy
writer. Itls.the next- ;’oad to the right, Ken. Turn off there."™ &

Ken. lookeq at. the:gas gauge .and at the way the landscape b1llowed o
up, off ‘to . the east.. There goes part of another gallon, fighting grav- -
ity if we. ¢limb. that, he thought. -He filed away in an unused corner of ‘
his m;rki the ‘mental note +ta reserve another thirty cents somehow;: to
prevent that hill . from leaving them gasless in the middle of the Hol-
land Tunnel. Experimentally, he kept. one eye on the road, another on . .
Betty's face,.and-his foot on. the gas pedal as they: approached the int- -
ersectlono Sonethwng in the way: her nose: contihued to.expertence 1little -
rlpples and.. groundswelb ngs- -struck him. suddenly as piti ful 1n the ex~ "
tremes - He fllcked en hws turn si gnal : A
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"It must be samewhere along here." Tim squinted in an effort to
+ ;pierce .a combination of mountain-haze and approaching twilight. "Re-
-cmenmber how he:answered that -question about people from Porlock by say-
ing that nobody lives closs enough to° take theé ‘trouble té bothier him?"
he weatherboards of the last houses: *n the village were lost behind
ohems . The slope was still upward, but not as sharply and the road was
sAOW: straight« L T : o S s
"Well, if:we don't acco1iplish anything elsé, we might maké ~you
appreciate fans -mere and: get over this love affair with the pros,"
Ken:told him. +"Don't think for one minute that Frontley really cares'
about ‘fans. "He's too tough a ‘guy to need the :égoboo. I know. his '
kind., It'’s-just like the way Heinle+n takeés. the time orice every two or
three.years to snow all the fans at a worldcon, just .in case. it might-
be:useful:to him -somehow., A man back home used to jmvi te -every one he
knew to dianer once every two years. He hired the ba llroom of the big-
.gest hotel we had; got a real good price per plate, and then he could
~accept hospitality for the next one year and eleven months -and ‘three-
weeks and six days without giving a thought to paying 4t back. Are you
sure that -rthe- letters on that last sign back there didn't say Mordor
under the arrow?" o T » _ - : ‘
"I think this is pretty." Betty was gaping down into the valley
;they md-just left like a tourist. "It's better when everything is
"hard to see.: There's n¢ dangetr:of having the drive rujned by a dead
cow. I saw one once right beside the nicest barn‘in-all+my experi-
ence. I'll bet we'd be:disappointed in those old-bu¥idings just ahead
if we. got-to see them close up and knew vwhat it was really 1ike in =
‘them. But' they look roméntic as all get-out."- T
Trey were past the lsne to the buildings when Tim almost pulled
Off Ken's right shoulder. -"Hey, that's itf T saw Front ley on the
"You're crazy. He lives away from everyone, not in a metropolis
like that,” =~ - . o
e T By 16 's got to be. They said it was between Cashton and Poplar
and we're getting so close to Poplar that we'll be in it before .long,
and we've watched all the way“since Cashton. Turn around." - B
. Ken swore when the cat almdst refused to negotiate the rut at the
side of tle roads -Then he resisted the impulse to hustle back to the °
lane, because Betty was runnfng a comb through Jher hair with one hand
and fumbling with a Used-up lipstick with the other. He stopped.as
soon as le ‘was ¥nto the lane off the road and waited for her to fini sh.
‘He' di'dn"t “think that any of the houses was quite ostemtatious enough to
jibe with his concept of the Frontley personality. Five of them were
“visible “from hefé. They looked as if they might have been built at
"~ about the “Same time by someone who wanted to construct raragons of 0ld-
fashioned Bracious Iiving but didn't possess the architectural abilit-
~1és 1o do ‘a -good ‘job. Stone and brick were used in apparently indis-
“Perimimgte manners - to form the walls. The porch roofs were sagging in
Spets. - The Best thing about the houses, Ken decided, was the way K = .-

“7'they neitieT fomed ‘d geometrical ‘design nor appeared to have been . -

‘built “at rédpndom sites. An .0ld artists" colony, maybe, he thought."

~ofoumight ds Wwell go’ahead," Betty said in a smll voice. "It .
Wasn 't worth the ‘effort, I giess." Ken grinned at her but wondered
Tor the théusandth time if those prominent cheekbores and the sharp
thrust of hj‘e*lj chin came from. a strong personality or from chronie¢ "in-
ability to get all she wanted to ‘eat, = . ‘ o L

"There's light 'in that one,” Tim pointed. "Why don't you aSAk'f}f;..

_¥nickione Belongs to himew



o o "You'd.better do the talking, Tim. T enjoy being am old cyniec, but
my -status isn’'t” very good for getting ourselves invited in. “You're-eag-
-er enough that they might' take pity on you." T o
vess Well, at’least he'd remember me. You and Betty never paid any::
attention to him all during the con. You didn't even listen.to much OFf
his talk and you'didn't try to get close to him at the party.- .He ought
to remember how I tried to ask him about the margin markings five

times and:go'tin terrupted every time. " " Sti1l clasping the. books to -hjs
bony side,  Tim jumped from the car and ran up the path to the house
where lights gleamed. Insects were making complicated noises all _
around them and the surrounding hill was turning black rapidly. Ken
- thought fleetingly of the wrecked budget and timetable and wondered if
his.doss would acceépt an excuse for missing an extra day's work again
this-year: S o . S L
e Then Tim was back. A tall figuré in overalls followed him slowly.
"This: is:it," Tim sajd. His mouth opéned and shut several -times- but no-
thing sore emerged.. - e, o . o
. = "This is Frontley's placée?" Ken asked the man who stopped at a.

slight distance and looked carefully over the car.
"Yep. Only he isn't home." . . o

. ~; "Oh. .-Look, we've come a long way to°see him and we'd like to wait
on hims+ But we haven't eaten. Is there some place around here where we
could -buy. some:food?™ " - - o o

-:-"That.depends on Mr. frontley." The man now wgs lesaning on the

side.of the car, starifig at the three within. His eyes rested on each
for ten.seconds, shifted to¢ the next; ‘and continued to make the circuit
at the same pace after he lad-completed one cycle. _j :

& © "But +f you're a member-of his-family, maybe one of the nei ghbors
would--" The man interruptéd Betty.  “I'm not a member of his family..
And there ain't no neighbors."” . o '

“You mean all t.ese other houses are empty®" Ken pointed to one

Where curtains waved through an open window. Tim was trying to whisper
gomething “n -his ear and wasn't coherent. ' I S
© .."I'11 tell you like T ‘told him. This is “thre Front ley place. This
here's Mr. Fronmtley's-house.. That's }rs. Frontley's house néxt to it.
Mine §s the .last one down that way. Those two are for the kids, as
soon. a.s. they get .0ld enough to stay in them all the time. The secre-
taries. live <in the little one. The last one is for vis’tors but it
doesn 't suf fer much wear and' tear. .I go from one to another just as "
I'm needed.. Now, what in the hell do you want and who in the blue Jes-
8 are you?! .. . T S L
"7 _..Ken_ felt something alien impinging on his émotions. After a moment
he recognized.- it as-his sense of wonder, which he hadn't ‘encountered for
quite.a few years. -Meamwhile, Betty was turning on the cham, the,only
thing. she had- salvaged intact from her troubles. "You see; thi s younger
gentleman is.one of the nation's foremost admirers of Mr. Frontley's.fic-
tion,"..she was.saying to the man. ""He probsbly will be an jimportant..
Iiterary critic in a-few more years and he 'S specializing. in Mr. Frontley
right nov--not just as-an-author but: as a man and as a ‘personality. . He
saw as.much.as he eould of-lir,  Frontley at.the science fiction conven-

tiom.. But.in-all that confusion-there wasn't a chance to ask all the
que stions. --So Mr.. frontley-said -we should-stop:by 'on our way back to °
New York and he'd give Mr. Tativer some:of his valiablé -time.' Now, I
suppese you're Mr. Frontley's secretary--! .Ken slmdst inteérrupted her,
with a warning against laying it on:rtoo thick.  But Betty put her hand -
gently on the:am of the man where'it rested on the windowframe of the
car and that was an inspired move. The man opensd tlie door of the Vehi-
cle wider.
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"Well, I'1l tell you. Mr. Frontley doesn’t think much of literary
critics.  They don't know what they're talking sbout and he had an aw-
ful fuss with one of them a few years back. - But this kid won't be old
enough to be a literary critic for a few years, I can see that in the
dark. But I'm not Mr. Frontley's secretary. He's got a couple of them
but I'm just generally in charge here when he's away . My neme's John
Krieger. When Mr., Frontley's father was sheriff, I was his deputy. I
‘helped him settle down here. He'll be back from town any time.. If you
want to come in and wait for him, come ahead. I don't guarantee what
tkind of reception he'll give you. Are you sure he told you to stop by?
He dcesn't take to visitors much," - o

", Betty got out of the car and stoocd close to Kri eger, looking up |
into his facé as if a food parcel might descend from the lips at any -
moment. "He doesn't even know who I am and he didn't imvite me. But’
‘he said something to Mr. Tativer and I'm sure we all admire his work
80 much that we'd just be happy to see the house where he.lives. Do A
vyou mean that all tlhese houses belong to Mr. Frontley? Did he ‘have
them built?™ ' ' ' '

"Now, you know better than that." Krieger looked calculatingly at
her. - ""You're just trying to make talk. Some religious bunch owned this
land a long while back. The biggest. preachers made a lot of money and
built these big homes to live in when they retired. Pretty soon they-
were all fighting among themselves on some idiot matter about God--or
St. Peul or someone and pretty soon there were six religions instead of
one. They couldn't stand it around each other even when they were re-
tired and they ail 'sold back the place to the original church and- the
original church couldn't pay takes., Mr. Frontley got it for a song,
the who le Shebang. He likes it because. it's peaceful and he owns a lot
of” land all around so people can't build and crowd him." ' e

-~ Krieger began to walk slowly up the path to the house with the
lignts. The others followed him. "You said something about Frontley
being +n one house and his wife in .another and the kids--" Ken
stopped when Betty poked him in the ribs. R

“"That's right ," Krieger answered. "Like I said, Mr. Frontley
doesn't like to be crowded. Understand, there's nothing going on be-
tween him and his wife and he loves the kids just as much as I love ..,
this mountain. Hell, nowadays married couples don't ‘thi nk enything -
of having separate beds and even separate bedrooms «when they're oh the .
best of terms and can afford all those sheets and pillewcases. Why . .
shouldn't Mr, Frontley have a.little more room to relax and stretch out
by having a separate house. for everyone? Come on in, but don't go be-
yond the parlor. He wouldn't like you running through the house with~
out'his sayso.™ .. .. . . S -
""" Tne three fans looked at the room as if it were a combination of
‘thelair of the cyclops and Byron's den. It was big and camtained too
many chairs, tables and lamps.- Ken sat down on what a ppeared to be an
0ld morris chair which some interior decorator had tried halfheartedly. .
to disguise with a new covering. He stretched his legs and motioned
with his eyes for the others to follow his lead at manufacturing hospi-.
tality. :Krieger left the house without another word. Tim was - looking
around as if attempting to memorize the room. Betty moved closer, to _
the-”*dgor-.' “"Don't go yet," Ken said. "It seems 1like we've’ hardly:-
. "Ken, I'm scared.". Her voice was just above a whisper in volume, -
"I shouldn't have come.. Of course he didn't know who I-:em in-that mob
at the convention. . But with just the three of us here=Lw.i = = T

- "You said he'd.never lajd eyes on you before. We'll keép quiet. - -
Tim, for God's sake, sit down and relax. You're making me nervousi® -
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Tim sat. , Then he' leaped up again.as the lights ‘of & car flasHed "
across the wall of the-dimly lighted.room. Gravel crunched and ‘a cap: " fyn
door slammed Heavily. A<very large man stood in the doorway, stérw'_ng:.f" b
at them. They stared back, motionless . o T
Surprisingly, Tim broke the spell. He gulped audibly and ‘ad-= . ... -
vanced toward the door. -"Maybe you don't remember me, Mr, Front'ley, °.
but I asked you a couple of times at the worldcon about these books of
yours I baught at the auction and you didn't have time to talk to me -
then, but said you'd be glad to see me- after you got home." He ‘stopped: .
as abruptly as if a spring had run down. - . o ST
"I. believe I told you I would talk to: you.about it." Frontley's . -
voice sounded as if he 'd*rehearsed his statepett. ."I don't recallian.
invitation tq my home. A long distance call would have been suffi- -
cient.”: He remained standing at the doorway. as if unwilling to enter
his own home in:the presence of visitors. . o R
"So we're not welcome." Ken rose,: pulled Betty up by yanking her ::
where her arm met her shoulder, and nodded at Tim. "Glad to see you -
agaig.™. ~ L : ) T
~Frontley 'still djdn't move. He glanced at the .books in Timts ¥
grasp, threw a briefer look at Ken, then stared at Betty. - - - '
- "Sit down again," Front ley said abruptly. ~He finally walked jnto
the. room and took off an‘ekpénsive-looking coat. His shi rt was dark
with perspiration. "I se& same of my books have come back héme ," he
said .to Tim. -There was still.a prerecorded. ring to ‘hi s, remarks. LR
"Yes. I hope you had a good time at the worldcon. You certajnly .-
seemgdij;be enjoying yourself that early moming on the seventh floor :::
wlen--" Tim was off again but ‘he was aware enough of dangerous ground " .
to change his verbal course when Ken's elbow dug into his ribs. "Maybe i3
you didn't-go to the auction. : But I bought these books from your own
library that you donated to the auction. That's why We're starting to
run over aur trip bddget. Of course, I haven't had a chamce to study .-
them carefully. But I saw right away how you'd made marginal notatjons. -
and I wanted-to know your reasons for thinking these places were so.:-
Frontley f#6wned at the books and took the topone from Tim's '
hands. It was -a’'slightly battered copy of Keller's' Life Everlasting.
"I don't recall:that:I found a great deal of" interest in:this*novel," .
he, said~. "Of*course, my.writing has entirely ‘dif ferent purposes from- -
that of Keller." ‘He was leaf-ing through the book and'saw several of = _
the' ' distinctive, hook-shaped marks in black, firm lines.. = The frown -
wellt away. “He hesitated, then handed the book back to"Tim. "Well, you
can.appreciate that it would take a long time to éxpound ‘the multiple. .
considerations that cause -one writer.to respond to specific: passages in.
thé ‘writings:of a minor novelist."™ -He,turned t6 Betty and -asked direct-

o

ly,iNow, may I ask to-what I owe the pleasure of this visit?" ..o
. Mou owe it to-the .enthusiasm of a njc¢e kid,"Ken said.. "Since you

don 't

T:Ti..ﬁl°-" - co A T EEE . D L R . : N
T 4P reid” youw must think I'm as rude as‘you are behaving," Front-

ley told Ken. #:"But & man in my position is bedeviled constantly with-

unwanted le tters and: visits and -demands on his -time. Young lady, I'm. .

want o' ta ke -the-trouble to answer him, we'd -better go. - Came om, -

sure I've seen you somewhere." S S s
o “"ile - wele tGgether.most of,:the time at the con," Tim said. "She's.
Betty Smith and T'm Tim Tativer gand that's Ken Willard. We're-all sci-
ence fiction féns<and we all -admire your nmovels and “short stories.very-
muéh.  I'mgwfilly sorry-if we came when we shouldh®t.: You're right, .
Ken, we'd'bettergo.” He'turned back o Frontley.. "I guess.you = ~

wouldn't want me to write you asking you some more abiout the -marks in.-
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the books, if you.get too meny letters.™

"Sit down, sit down." TFrontley gestured grandly at the three and
cont ‘nued to look at Betty. "You with the- books-~you aren't by any
chance p]annwng to publish a fan magazine and looklng for. materﬁal for,
iten '

is fine for fans who' don't have any specidl intergst in one particular -,
kimd of . fanacoj But I'm mainly interested “n.sercon articles, writing .-
rather than edititg or puplishing. Right now .I feel that science fie-" I
tion is the. most important kind : of - sriting *n the world. But Idlso
feel that-this is good practice, if someday I tryto becone a blgshot i
in the. mundane literature world."
"Listen. to me~-did you say your name is Tim? Make no mistake
about it. .. Science fiction is the most important kind of literature
today. Years ago I had the choice of specializing +n science fiction
or uaking a name for myself in majnstream. I am certain that I chose
wisely. . Mai nstream literature is something like the horse.. It's good
for a few minor functions. But the world is permanently seiencé- -
oriented. And we shall find ourselves forced to Pay more and more heed -
to the: future because of population pressures, the effects of space ex-
ploratlon, a thousand other important conswderamonso- Science fiction

will*be .as importent a molding force for the world of tomorrow as reli-*i -

gious controversy was to the Middle Ages. Now, if you young people. .
will be-patient for a few: moments, my man will be bringing some light
refreshments. Ard there is- something else I want to tell you, Tim. -
You should think long and hard before- 'spending your time on essays:.and
reviews, and ‘other forms of literary criticism. -This is work as sterile
and’ unrewardwng as attempting to find flaws +n valuable d],amonds° . If
you freel. yourself blessed with a gift for writing, you:should ¢hannel -
it” into creative streams -as I have done. Write fiction, or create. val-
uable: non-flction Works about science and the changing World. Don’t
bury: your. talents by grubblng around in the muck of critjcism." - -
-y Krleger was. back. He had tall glasses of milk and cookies. R "You
can ‘lave some frult Af you wait a 1little longer until I go for it,™
Krieger. told them. T always say there's nothing 1like fruiti.: When I

‘Was. depupy to his _daddy, I always made it -a point to take apples to the\

.."";fellovvs in the jail a couple of times ‘a week. . Kept their bowels open
‘while: they were-sitting around there locked up." He looked at Betty‘

"Don 't. you feel good?"
"I'm afraid I frightened her, John " Front ley sa1d "Au‘tlror, ‘ab-

‘rupt. entrance, hot night--a bad combv natlon."

>7: "I'm all right, thanks. I'm just worried about getting back

~“chome o We'll have to move along pretty . soon or we'll never get back on

“ schedule.™ She knew she was gulpwng the mi lk and couldn't slow herSelf

" down .

"You 're gomg to drive all nlght then‘> Y‘oung people never cease

"v"to amaze me. .-I feel quite weary after that conventlon, and you seem to

" bayve thrived om-it." -

Ken stood up and stretched dellberately "No wetll have to f1nd

-a- place to spend the night. I can't see stralght after being up all

o 1a st night and. Betty's scared to drive .after dark and TJm forgets to

look at the road every time he starts talking." .
“"Then let me make you an offer. - If you promise faw thfully not to

! zrbmadcast around fandom this offer, I would be most happy to offer you

hosp1’cal1ty“for the night. The children's house is unoccupied and you

‘ " iyoung men are welcome to its beds. One of my secretaries has resigned

her job and the other is away just now on vacation. This is thrOWing
my writing schedule out of kilter but it leaves the secretaries' ‘house

o

"on, 0o, _8ir, "™ Tim said hastidy. "I feel that fanzine . publishing-;?.ﬂ.‘m'



empty. Miss Smith looks as if she .could use a good night's. sleep and a
big . breakfast.: Is a romance. brewing somswhere ‘among .you three, .idmei- -
dentalily 2" R L LI O S RO R
7= "Golly, no. Betty's older than either of us. And it's Mrs. Smith.
ooo" Tim stopred abruvtly, remembering. ' N T
LoinlIt's very -kimd cof-you," Betty mumbled. . "But we'd better go."
o itWelre staying;" Ken.satd decisively. '"It's. safer thdn driving all
nigrt vend- we -don't have.enough to spend .on motel  rocms without 'going
broke before we get homes I'm-afraid I'm not the enthusiastic type of "
fan ;:Mr. Frontley, but I -do like your stories and it's very good of you
to take-us +n-like this." - .. . S
Krieger was walking them down the:path to the third house in the .
group. - "That's.where-the kids are supposed to live, only they're, still
too'little “to stay there most of the time. You fans believe in. ghosts,
Irsuppose? - Some of the mountain people, say there's ghosts around here.
Right .over tlat rise there was a 1ittle church that burned down after
they had tle big fuss but there's still-a lj ttle overgrown graveyard.
Bvery so often, a few people  go ‘up there-and clear out the weeds snd .
‘serub- trees. '-i‘hey think -1t!ll keep the dead where they belong if _people
Pay some: attention to their resting place." L L
s "L know of one ghost who wasn't here until.we came," Ken sai d gent-
4y to Betty; . She ‘squeezed his hand-.briefly. Krieger was. st711 talking:
- "I've never worried much about ghosts.. Back when I.was his daddy's
deputy, I used to go down to the cut pretty regular. The 'cit's what we
call the penitentiary around here. . I don't know why. .Anyway, seemed as
if every time I'd take a new: guest.down there, someane had justdied and
I'd:get there :n time for the.burial. .There was the wisest mule. you ev-
er saw had the job of hauling the body away. Now, trat mule "had” gone
through the procedure -so often they didn't even have to walk along be-
-side him. - They'd :dump the body .into the cart and the mule he'd go off
and’ 'stop by.the pile.of .dirt where they'd opened.a grave. and. wait until
someone 'got.‘around to finishing the burial. - They burjed. them deep ‘down
there. .Ghosts might have “an easier chance of coming up for air.on this
mountaim. - Now, you fellows go right +n there and make yourself at home
and I'1l show the young lady to her house. You needn't worry about be-
-ing safej-either, ma'am. I'Ve got the only key. to the .door and "I'11
glve :it. 'to".you, -last thing -I-do. Not even Mr., Frontley has this key..
It*s part of the bargain I made with his'daddy to .watch out for him.. He
has good control of himself but there's no use throwing -temptations $nto
his path with hiswife away so much and .he's perfectly willing.for me to
deliver him from evil this way. .He doesn't even mind paying for a new
lock>'every-six months. I -change it regular,. just to make sure,f. o
ne wnenYoutre “going to get a bad opinion of my character, Mr..Krieger,"
“Betty said +n her politest voice. - "But I'1l have to unpack with the -
fellocws for a few minutes. You see, I went to the comvention on a ghoe-
Strifig” atid' ‘didn't exactly Tegister. Ken and Tim smuggled my. things in
“their- sujtcases, I>bummed sleeping “space with a couple of girls, and we
bad quite a time getting my things out of their room-.and back.again. . It
won't take' long' for.us to gort it out. -Would: you - think I.was terrible
ir- I asked you for that-fruit you promised?. - This mountain ajir makes me
hungry.w " “. . o SRt Tager et 0 L L
e "Sure. I'll go for it, . I've heard about you fans but.I'm learning
Things." - Krieger ushered them. into: a room - that appeared to be .an exact
‘duplicate of the one they had just left. He went away, whistling. ...
- "It just isn't right, Ken." Betty pawed- listlessly through the:
‘scrambled cloth*ng and personal effects. "He's a. fraud snd there's lots
of redson why T'.should be deceitful here. - But I can't." L o
7 "You aren't being deceitful.- -He said he thought. you were someone



familiar.. If he can' 't . take 1t from there ‘why make an effOrt to 1ntro-
_d.uce yourself‘P"

"I never thought I'd have a night like this."™ 'Tsm was lookwng once
again at.the books. "Diad you ever guess that he lives on tlis scale? -
Tt's like something out of--oh, maybe the land baron days in Europe a
hundred years ago." -

"Shoddy ostentation, I'd-call it." Ken waved an arm encompassingly.
"What’s he trying to prove or disprove? If he's trying to snow people,
Why does he do such a good job of keeping most of them away from here?:
If he's really anti-social, why has he stayed married and gotten alohg
so well with all his buddies in prodom? God almighty, just think of the
fuel bill he must pay to keep all these houses going. It gets cold a_s
blazes in this state in the winter."

. "Suppose the baby got sick todeya How in the world would they get
in touch with me? Maybe they don't even have telephones in this godfor-
saken hill." Betty peered through an open window ‘nto the empty black.-

: "’Oh there:is telephone service." Frontley had changed his shirt
and Ken suspected that he had shaved. "But my number and even the name
of ‘the exchange that serves this mountain is one of my most closely
guarded: secrets. I hope Krieger isn't attempting to promote 1mmora11ty
by fdiling to segregate ‘the sexes."

~"Betty's going to her house 1n a few mlnutes," Tim said. "It must’
be wonderfil to live around here."

. ."™Curiously, that was precisely the matter of which I was thlnking.
Mrs, Sm jth, are you a good typist?"

o "I'm not really good at anything," she said, trying to hide the
more peérsonal components of ‘her pile of stuff.

" "Don't Jldet her kid you," Tim sa1d "She s cut plenty of fanzine
stencils in.her day." .
°_""Ah, perhaps. I've heard of her fanzine. "What is the title?" |

" used to cut stencils for someone else." B

"Well, Mrs.: Snith, T have no intention of putting out a fanzine.:
But from the exc1tement of the convention, I find myself returned to the.
practical problems of my dajly life. As I think T mentioned, . that. dallyl
life now involves the shortage of one secretary. It is 1mpOSS1ble to '
find anyone within fifty miles of this hillside who is competent to .. .
transcribe what sle hears on a tape recorder and put it onto paper, cor-.;
rectly. spel.n.ed and with a conservative number of commas and semi-colons .
inserted. I gather that you-have a good knowledge of science f]ction ‘
and I. susPect that - your financial status could withstand a moderate '
amount of mprovement, Would you care to fill this vacancy?"® :

Betty s.face drained of color, then went to the other extreme.,.. "I
couldn® t," she said, and cleared her throat a couple-of times.. "I, have
a little boy.. I must l:Lve Where I can leave him with frle nds while I
work.? - . "
‘ "Then cauld I have the Job‘>" Tim's eyes were blamng.,_. "T can ty’pei'
letter-perfect, eighty words a minute. I'd do it for next to nothlng, L
just to get the experiemce of 1living around a great writer."

~"I'm very sorry, my-young friend, but the vacancy must be f3 11ed by
a female. There are.no-spare houses and obvious complicati ons would o
arise if the secretaries' house were occup1ed by two employes" of “vari s -
sexes." He turned tack to Betty, who wes at the window again. "Don't =~
declde so hastily, -in-any-event. =~ Your child: -would present no: problem. o
Krieger is wonderful as a companion to youngsters, Jou wou'ld be .on the
estate virtually all the time, and my own children are 0ld enough to
serve .as.babysitters in emergencies.. In fact, s1mply for dietary reas- .
ons, .you would be conferring a real benefi't on ‘your c¢hild by taking the .
.]ob. The: country food here -is marvelous, absolutely unlimited “n- quan-"


waild.be

--tities, and youngsters grow up strong and healthy . on jt. Of -course,
your salary would: be Yn . addition to free room and board. Now, I must be

sipersonal for a moment.- I assume that Mr. Smith'is no lamger in your..
good graces, and the comparative solitude here migh't. be perfectly fitted

for' your recovery from whatever emotional storms==1 ..

, Belty stuck her head completely out of the window and didn't an- -

%. swer: Frontley tumed to Ken, questioning with his eyes. Xen looked -
-away . The autlor moved close to Tim and .said quietly: "Young man, per—

Bbgps you cen add your persuasion to mine. Please tell me about Mr.

Smith. ; - o
L Tim fought a brief, losing battle. As if he'd been subjected to
the fastest hypnosis on record, he :muttered: "Her husband die d suddenly
and she's been trying to bring up her little boy without starving to
Qeath. She's too proud to beg help from her people. They didn't like

~"Ly--1 mean, they didn't like her husband." '

- "Shut up, Tim." Ken's'voice broke the spell. Betty turned and saw
i.ﬁ"Fro‘ntleyI.s eyes that Ken had spoken too late. ™You started to utter
a'neme," Frontley said, staring hard at Betty. "Was it a very odd given
name that was coupled with a very cormen fami 1y name®?"

"His name was Linus." Tim's voice wavered. Frontley glared at
him. "Don't lie until you've learned how to do 3t properly. Lycurgus,
I never knew his wife but I must have seen a photograph of her.. I knew
the face was familiar.” He turned on his.heel and stalked out.

- "The pest house is done bust loose." Ken inhaled -deeply and began
to toss his cloth'ng back into the suitedse. S o

“-Betty brushed her hend ‘across Tim's.creweut. ~"Don't feel bad. Tt
might have come out after we'd used his hospitality and that would have
beer"worse." She giggled, a sound that sounded as if 3t contained over—
tones of both hysteria and relief. "Do you think we'd better make a mad
dash for'the car or just run without looking for the car? He might come
back shooting.". = = i o o LT e e

_“Talk sense end-help pack,™ Ken snapped.. ."This isn't Wegne® and he-
j'sn't -Hunding and even 4 f -I'm wrong about thaty-iwe'd still be ‘safe for
the"might.. Maybe you'll still get some frui t:out of this if we don't

get out in too.great a hurry." o i o _
Krieger was back a moment later,. bearing -apples. "Mr. Frontley
wants me to say he's sorry for running out on you like that and he'll
be=baek Wwhen he's in'a better humor. What *n.the world did you 1little
sprats ‘do to get him-that ‘excited? I haven't seen him that way since
the time “he was . just a boy and his father had me take him out hunting
and he-- T talk too much sometimes." . S e
" "Thanks for the fruit. " We've 'got to be.noving on." Ken tried .to.. .
walk‘but. but Krieger barred the door: ) o
You're here for the night. I put your car in tie shed in case it
stormed and.one .of the hand's left the tractor and harrow sn. front -6f the.,
do6T and.1'11 be.damned if I'm going to move everything around in this
pitch?*dark.” New,.you're Mr. Frotitley's guests and I've already prom-
ised to watch.out. for.this young lady and I'll not take any mere chanc- . .
es on"§dmething immoral happeriing while she's a gue st -here. “Yourcan =
talk soms more with the fellows 'in the morning, child." - ="
Krieger put his hand on her back and propelled her out jnto the night
was {ncomprehensibly confidence-restoring to her.. -'I'm afraid you must
have ‘an _awful opinion of me by now;" she satd. ... . - 0"
"Can't have an opinion until I understand it.". - - - - o L
“®Tt's. an’ awfully long and foolish story." She stopped; near the
end building in:the row. - "But it's rot really anyone's fault, I sup-
poses ™ My husband and Mr. Frontley had some trouble years ago. I had no



intention of being a sneak when we came here. But.lvm s so fond of Nr.
Frontley's fiction and wanted to pay a visit so. badly that T ‘was putvot-
ed." She breathed in deep. The night was starless, .the air was still,
and_there-was -a sense of ‘storm “n the air. Betty looked uselessly for
evidence of llghtnwng The unseen man beside her was almost as com-
fort1ng a5 the priest hidden in the confessional to the devout Catholiec,
she suspected. -

T ' "Well, if Mr. Frontley Las:a-fault, it's that he remembers too much
too.long. . He talked atout:the huntwng trwn until he was a grown-up man.

~ 'nppis trouble wasn't anyone’s fault, I suppose,” Betty said. "I'm
not Linting at a scandal or anything dreadful like that. I don't sup--
pose .you pay a whole lot of attention to literary things. +But Lycurgus
‘—-wasn't that a crazy name to have for your husband?--wrote 'a nasty re-
vi,ew of that .novel;Mr. Frontley wrote about ti dewater families. That
was Just before Mr,,frontley started to write science fiction. We--I
mean , Lycurgus blamed Mr. Frontley for ouliwng strings when he lost his
"Iev1ev1ng vork and- couldn't seem to get going again as a critic.. So my
husband started to write science fiction, too, only Lycurgus wasn‘t as
good at. it as he was at criticism. We had a terrwble t ime' makwng ends
meet. Lycurgus felt terrible one veekend but we were so deep in debt..
we didn't call a dector, and he got well for a month and then he fell
over. dead and the post mortem showed thers was bad damage from a heart
attack that weekend and he should have been taking things easy. I was
three months pregnant when he died. That damned review." :

. -"Folks around here claim there was some reason Mr. Front ley start-
ed to write. those Buck Rogers stories. Maybe you've explained it. - He -
aways was the kind of person that could lose confidence over a 11tt1e
thwng,; Remlnd ne sometime to tell you why he won't go hunting. Do you
think he could -have been one of tiese immortals of literature if he'td-
kept on ~writing about real people, instead of making up this stuff:
about Other planets? nght &eross here, and vatoh out you don't stumb-~
le "over the doorsill." - :

Krieger switched on lights. The house was smller than the others:

and bore vi sual and nasal evidence of feminine occupation. .

“"Now, don't you be in a hurry to turn down that job offer. These
secretar;es Tind life real exciting, keepwng up with Nr..Frontley He
tells his stories ‘nto two tape recorders, - He outs one at each end of.
his den and stomps around the room sll the time he's tellwng his. stor-
jes. . There's one microphone in each comer because they're sterec ma-
chines, so wherever he goes there's a m1crophone close enough. But it
keeps: the secretaries honping to fiddle arpund with those dials when
they type off what they hear, what with the voice oomwng first out of.
one speaker and then out of another "

He-left, finally, iicpressing on Betty the uanueness of the key and:

o

the.lmportance of keeping it in her possession throughout the night. It

became suddenly-silent; except for the insect noises. Betty flopped On~-

to a coueh, and faced the reality that she lacked the courage to turn
of f tle l1ghts. The silence or the dark separately was .pleasant, but
she didn't fancy them in combination. She poked mental figures at the -
lumpy little new toncept that Had just lodged in a conspicuous area of
her brain. It -was now clear that Lycurgus had shattered Frontley'!s con-
fldence as a mainstream writer, with that one hastily written review,

just as Frontley had then smashed up Lycurgus' own writing activities in

deliberate and thorough manner. Shs had had no part in these literary
matters - and this might explain why she felt no real fear of Frontley.

A - soratchwng at the door interrupted her inspection tour of the
hou§e¢ "I wondered if I'd have visitors," she told Tim and Ken. - As . -
soonuas they were 1n31de, she doused the lights, vnthout heS1tatlon.p.~



AP "Betty, do youthwnk that- guy Krw .e.gve,igf lmox')'\'r',
ahout?" Tim sounded on the verge of bawling. : . -
~ "He seems -awfully good.  But that might just come from the con-

s what Ne's talking.

trast -with Frontley," she .told. him. . "What do you ths nk®?" PR
: "I don't know what to think. Do ‘you know what Krieger told me?" I
was telling him about buying ¥r, Frontley's books and about getting in-
formation on.the marginal markings. : And Krieger made me show him Some
of: the places and “then he 'snorted ad-told me not to pay any attention -
to'those rarks: Krieger said that Mr. Frontley makes those marks to
keep his placé when his wife calls him to a meal while he's reading.
That can't 'be true.  .Mr. Frontley would have come Tright out and said so,
wouldn 't he?" S _ g
“"There'$ a 1ot about Frontley I-don't understand." Betty couldn't--
see. Ken but hé sounded very close. "Listen, we'll have to Sleep in this
house tonight. You stayed-faithful to Ly's uemory all during the world-
con and you won't succumb this last night. I don't trust this whole
Se.;bﬁpo " . : : et . o
+v."Oh, Ken, you'll work yourself up to'another proposal jif you don't
stop worrying about me. Oh, God, don't make a-sound."™ Gravel was
crunching outside the house. Betty had time to congratulate herself on
forbidding cigarettes when Frontley's voice drifted through the wi ndow, .
sof'tly but resonantly: - "Are you still awake, KIs. Smith?" = . -
"Yes. But~="-. - : .. . I A S =
-7 "Don't be-alarmed. I have no-intention.of forecing my way jnside
or-asking you to-emerge. I merely wish to extend through the open wind-
owe iy most -Sincere apologies for my- emotional- reaction to the discovery
of“your fidentity. But' I'm sure ‘that-an intelligent. young woman: like - - -
yourself can understand that taken unawares,: suddenly assafled with mem-
ories, confused a:little by nat ural respect to-the dead and continued. .
resentment toward the dead from older days--well: you can-learn that: Iy.
remain somewhat rattled, by the way that sentence ‘refuses. to end..
Please, won't you: reconsicer and: accept this job I've. offered you? Be-
sides all the advantages that I -had previously outlined, your-a cceptance
would 'signal theiend of an-old -grudge .M ;.- - L 5 A B iy
70 “But you  could find a more capable girl in -any: big:city around .
here. I don't understand why you should --suddenly decide:-that I'm the -
logical one -for your purposes," B S T E 5
- . "Something -about your face or your :personality or your aura im- . -
pressed me i as.soon as I saw you: in. my home. :And I'm sure that you. - -
like& the idea of working for me ;> 10 matter-what you said.  If you had -
no interest in my offer, why didn't you:sinmply wsay.no and refuse to -
talk further about it?" T PR = N B .
s Betty was silent. .. Tiny scrambling. sounds while Front ley talked had
fold dler that the. two fans hed crept to some safer place. of cencealment,
avay:from the window. Betty dad the feeling that AT Frontley . 1it .a
mertel, . the whole world would be. §lluminated..in an. all-revealing incan- -
descence. . ... . ..o L Ciwa et C
= "You're & shrewd. person,"” she said finally. - "I.admit. that I liked
the idea when  you -proposed it, no matter *hat I -said... I couldn't help -
-thinking: how-little #t would take for expenses for the baby and me, if
We .had our room and board supplied. T imagined my wages going to get .
alltho'se ‘debts paid off andenough left over to,supply a cushion if the
evil: days come-agains But then I knew I couldn't do.-it without reveal=
ing who -I was. - Then-it came “out accidentally and I :was relieved."
¢ MThere. 18 only.one condition on which.TI shall stop forcing this of-
ferzon you," Frontley said slowly. "If you are-declining because of ap-
other man, plans to marry-again .perhaps, or the -desire to 1live close to
someone--forgive me if I speak frankly. If the memory of Lycurgus is no



ionger so overpowering--" ‘ S
"Mr. Frontley, the wenory of Lycurgus is as overpowering as it was
_.three. years ago on the day of h*s death. Go'away:ndw,;“Infthe'mbrning,
I'm going-to tell you how much I would ask to-accept the job. ~If it .
isn't too much, maybe we can work sometking.out. Good night." - = -
... - Breath whizzed ranidly out of the 1ips just outside the window.
"I shall await the morning impatiently. Good night, Mrs., Sm%th,® s
... 'The moise on the gravel dwindled. Betty groped for the blsnds, . .
pulled them, and .switched on the light. Ken was advancing -ort her from
.a hallway, scéwling. Tim was behind him, casting frightened looks at
the direction in which Frontley had gone, through the opague blind.
° "Have .you gone bats, girl?" Betty cut Ken short by putting fing-
ers. to her 1lips and answering in guarded tones: - "Be .careful. - He might
8t¥1l bear us. Ken, there's something you don't know that's *nfluenc-
ing me. ILook here." _ L _ , Ce Ll
~ She led the way to a door at the rear of the bu+lding. Tt opered:
into an unexpectedly large ‘storeroom. - The contents looked .1ike- the
greater part of a 19th century general store. Barrels of apples,- huge -
hampers of potatoes, piles.of corn stfill *n the husk, covered the :
Tloor. Two walls were covered with home-canned fruits and vegetables.
Shapeless. clumps of sroked meat hung “n the shadows of the ceiling.
Other cupboards looked proni sing but vere closed. Lo e

"I guess it's vwhere they store the food the farm pi_"Qd'Lic»es;,..,?" .'Be.tty

said ina small voice. "Can't you imagine what this does to me? For : -
years and years, I've watched every penny in my food- budget, bought: '
third quality stuff in cans and- pieced it out until it was half-. .
spojled. " I've listened to a hundred women tell me how marvelous it is-
I'keep this figure, wishing to God I could afford to eat enough to let
it spread out all over. I always used to think horses ware stu pid be-":
cause they'll eat themselves dead if they're let loose where there's
too much grain and stuff. Now I know how they feel. Ken, I don't see .
how anything about Frontley or his Job could be terrible enough to
make me sacrifice all this." She cast a last tragic look over the
tregsures before her and witl an effort shut the door of the store- -
room, . ‘. o : Sl
'~ "Go-on back to your place," she told the two. "TI'1l be all right
here, " o ' - e
~ - -"I'never .thought you'd do such a .thing." Tim suddenly grabbed her
around- the waist and drew close to her. "Think about. Lycurguss Think -
what fandom w+1ll say $f it hears about.this. Don't sell yourself.- just
for the sake of a:lot to eat. If you Want me to, I1'11 help you out. a:
1it tle whenever I can. I might even sell my Frontley collection--that
novel mahuscript and the galley.proofs and the books -and all-the-rests-
I'don't think I want to write about Mr. Frontley's science fiction stor-
ies-any more." - - . o e S G
o7 -"Dofi’t ‘be 'S§i1ly, Tim. Now that Lycurgus isigone, maybe -I'11 need -
you~as-acritjc. Maybe you can write something one of .these days that.
Will shake up his confidence-so much that he'll stop writing science -
fiction stories." - . | | T

o¢ Tim let go of-her. ~"Golly, Betty. If I didn't khow you -so well,
I'd-start to think that you had some hidden reason for taking this -
jo‘b° oo LT ) I ; A . | a - '

~ "¥ou mean it 1looks as if I'm doing it in the hope that I'1ll figure
out a way“to'get revenge on Frontley? Maybe T am,"

"That's a strange thing," Ken said. "You taking hLis offer to try
to.get some kind of revenge on him. Just a 1little whilée ago, I had the
thought, the only reason Frontley could have .made such an offer was to
try to get'same revenge on you." ' A o



e

Poor Man's Oktoberfest.: ~ = - i

..o This August, I attended the Hagerst ovn Fair, a procedure I've rare-
ly -neglected since I was too young to know what was: causing all the con-
fusion through which I toddled. This was the year whed T had the best
hopes; of attending something more impressive ,-~the Oktoberfest that Tom
liolfedescribed so :campellingly. Instead I simply read a bjography of
Wolg;;e;x. and. settled for the much milder rites of the Hagerstown Fair. It
might require a whole bevy of psychiatrists, working  in cooperating
teams;, to' unearth ih the lower regions of ny id or ego the pleasure that
I take n the Hagerstown Fair. I've never been the all-out socidl type
who goes-to.the fair as part of a crowd and lives it up wi ldly. My ..
tachycardiac 1insides discourages me from go’ng aboard the rides that .
make up the major appeal of the fair to all children and most adults. T
bave never been enough of a farmer to appreciate the subtleties of the -
agrieultural exhibitions, and even before I have reached the halfway .
point betwden my house and the fai rgrounds, I get the sickening certain-
ty. that once again this year, no matter how careful I may be to avoid the
awful misteke,; I shall somehow betray to guffawing yokels my. chronic' in-
ability to &istinguish the Guernseys from the J erseys. - .

Besides, the Hagerstown Fair ain't what she used tp ‘be. I under-
stand from various sources tlat 4t is customary in all parts of the na-.
tion to decry the decline of the local fair in the same despondent tones
as .the folks~bemoan the complete collapse of the morals of teenagers. .or.
the inability to keep~a néw car. in operation for more than twa years..
But the-decline of the Hagerstown Fair is not altogether sub jective.
Sojge obj ective phenomena exist.as a guide: the fact that the race track
hag.¢xpanded from oné=half to five-eighths of & mile, gobbling up the
midway ‘through this bloating, and the habit possessed by buildings on
the fairgrounds to burn down, at the rate of one every two or three
years, and never get replaced. o EL T L '

But still I go to the fairgrounds and totter around those dusty
acres in much the same manner as I.did when T strode riore firmly in my.
younger-days. My fairgoing biography could be distinguished, like- the
compositions of Beethoven, into three divisions. " For a while, I attend-
ed ithe ~fair solely for pleasure. Then came the years when I was a--sin-
cere journalist who had eyes. only for the things at the fair that.should:
be-eovered.: “-Ih’--r_’é;-‘gem_;: years, my fairgoing rartakes of both former man- -
nerg: I.still get some work done and I get some Ppleasure out of it, be~
causeihy “ow"¥'m as much an institution at the fairgrounds as the model:. .
ra ilroad:exhibit- and people come to-me to give me judging results or re- .
veal the -ew-attractions, informationcthat I used to spend -hours track- =
ing .down. T can think of only one possible explanation for the fajrts -°
Pascination.” It may be the very alienness of the Anstitution that in-
trigues me. It is real, this strangeness, unlike the’ ‘shadowy-unreality:
thatowe find - in the movie theater, and it is an unreality that can be
soppsd: ‘up' by practically all the sensesy unlike the unreality:.of a great "
painting that can’ only be seen or a great symphony that .can only: be:
heard. Normal adults do.not take anjmils off the famm to show them to :
otheripeople, children do.not normally stay alive on the kind of food . -
that is s$0l1d on the fairgrounds, employable persons do not .normally. "
earn a living by wiggling their bellieés. in front-of “a crowd.of gawking = :°
Appaldchians in an obscure .cerner of Maryland. -But'“those things happen

during Fair Week. . N - Lo - T B . 5o . :
Scme other things are improbablé about the ‘local fair. Unlike the
majority of swch institutions, it is an in-town operation. The fair- =
grounds are barely a half-mile from the cenler of town. Except for the
railroad rights of way, the fairgrounds is the only large tract of land



without residential or office buildings in private hands in a city that
now stretches in unbroken builtup condition . two or three:miles from
its center in all directions. The fairgrounds i s about four blocks long
and three long blocks wide, not counti.g some ground recently acquired |

for parking- murposes whén that expanded rmcetra ck also -digested a park-
ing lot. Even less probable to ‘anyone who knows Hagerstown, ‘the fair.is

run by an organization wiose stockholders earn no profits.: -The Agricul-

tural and Mechanical Association of Washington County is the legal name
of the ‘tOrporation that runs the fair and the race meet. During most of
its history, its charter forbade payment of dividends. A few ‘years. ago,
the legislature changed the charter to vrovide for distribution of lar-
gesse; but nobody has gotten a cent yet. The fair loses impressive sums
each year, which are rore than recouped by profits from the race meet.
The dqifference goes into additional amenities for the jockeys' building
and such things. All the stockholders get out of their +investment is a
pair of free tickets to an interminable annual dinner reeting, yet the .
stock sells for eight and ten times its par value on the rare occasjons
wien it comes onto the market. The djrectors would dearly love to con-
centrate on the race meet, but the charter provides for instant dissolu-
tion of the whole shebang if the fair isn't conducted. It even kept go-
ing during World War Two .when the suspens jon of such things elsewhere
in Maryland caused it to become unofficial state fair.

When I was a very minute boy, it was an Oktoberfest in chronology
if not in vigor. It was hLeld in October, when the harvest was completed
except for the latest apples and the hot rcast beef sandwiches were gb-
solutely irresistible to the nose. Older fairgoers back in those Fair
Weeks of the 1930's relished findj ng someone who would 1listen to their
lament’'s-about the decline of the fair from:its previous giddy heights,
back in the time-before electric wires rad been strung on the grounds,
when everything closed down at sundown and business and commercial life
in the -Cumberland Valley halted to pemmit people . to attend in the -day-
time. But-around 1938, I believe, the fajir was moved up to September,
in an-effort to avoid loss of grand stand revenue on chilly October
nights. The positioning of Fair Week in August is only a few years old,
inspired by various considerations arising out of the assigament of

" race meet dates in Maryland and in competing West Virginia tracks. Now
the heat is the worst thing atout the Hagerstown Fair, fam exhibits are
thinned out by the refusal of vegetables and fruits to mature early en-
ough for.entry at the fair, and the original cause of change has come
full circle: nightly grandstand attractions have been discontinued for
lack of patronage. ' .

~ But some things about the fair don't change with the passing of .
years. " I can still count on finding the wonderful oasis of peace and
tranquillity +n the judging arena for livestock. The cattle show must
be tle most restful contest ever invented, in.the Hagérstown Fair incar-
nation:. All the farmers who enter their cows, heiférs and steers know
one -another. If anyone really cares about winning or losing, he never
shows" it Only rarely are there entries whose excéeptional merits or in-
adequacies are arresting enough to disturb the- unruffled plaeidity of

‘the show. - Even the public address system that the judge uses to ex-
“plain the reasons behind his choice tones down its ‘decibels as no other
public address -system has ever been known to doj; his slow flow of talk
SCothes my nerves as the muttering of the farmer must relax the cow at
milking time. The unreality exists here, of course, particularly when
the puniest 4-H club members enter the ring with the largest animals.

"It is remaTkable, how the coiws and calves gauge their balkiness to the

" dimensions of the human holding the halter. Obviously they could pull
most of the adults and all of the children anywhere they wish. But they



offer only enough resistance to give. some healthy exercise to the human
muscles in control, weak-or mighty. My favorite time at the judging
arena is late afternoon. This provides backlighting on sunny days that
‘suffuses all visible portioms of the world in gold. - The dingy wooden °
cattle sheds to the west of the show ring are transformed into something
‘out of an old novel, the straw and ‘the droppings on the. path in front of
the . sheds partdke equally of the very quintessence of golden yellow, the
pimples on the faces of the girls and the day's growth of whiske rs on

- ths cheeks of the men are softened by the overhanging roof of the arena,
-and ‘even the Black ‘Angus cattle appear to have suddenly betrayed a bit
of miscegenation in some distant past era on sections of the skin that
‘are pure white on all other occasiens, =~ . . ' o
: I'm not altogether co:fortable at ‘the sheep and swine show; " howev="
eTs The animals#are not.as polite. Worse yet, time is catching up with
the Ernst family, who have been indjisti nguishable from thiss department 4
as far back as the memory of Hagerstown extends. The head of the family
has been ill and almost didn't:getiout of. the hospi tal in time to attend
the fair this year. He is still: superintendent of the department, but ..
his wife did most of the work- rEqually serious, from my standpoint, is
the"grim evidence of Low fast -time is passing provided by the two daught-
ers; I've known "them since they were wriggling blonde creatures. small
cnoygh t6 fit in'my hip pocket.: Now both are married, and I felt.even

older than usual, a considerable feat- for me, when I saw Betty Ann’ tak- =~
ing care of a tiny blonde boy, the 'very image of her. I felt a little T
better, although embarrassed, when I complimented e r-on.the.health and’

hendsone appearance of the baby, only to be told that ‘she had been mar-

ried for just six wonths and this was her uephew. - Vera Mae took me back
vehind the sheep pen but there is really very little -that I can -say about .

his event in Horizoms. It just happenmed to'be the Best place to confine
an exceptionally frisky lamb that needed its pictiure taken. o

Y

I kpow. that we aré 1living +n the welfare sta te;, where Madison Avenue -
lavishes it s.wiles on’ the public. "Byt you'd never guess it, from the de- .

cliné ‘of the .givedway at the Hagerstown Fair. “The first fairs that I at-

tended ‘could- be enjoyed simply: from the standpoint of seeing-how much you .

could take. home Without spending a cent. For reasons that I still don't
comprehend, yardsticks were the favorite giveaway at those old fairs.
Conceivably, it was that. way because such long commercial messages could
be imprinted om:them. I get as depressed as all getout when I poke
through the -offerifigs at a public auction and find 3in a box of junk one

or two halfrotted yardsticks with a “barely legible inscription, some_howl

surviving all thevnééds for kindling wood and sword battles of kids down.

through ~the.years until the family reached the impasse of the auction,’ = .

block.  But there were other things, too. I -still have somewheTe ‘one or
two of the sengbooks that a local music store used to distribute to any-
one who glanced-at its booth. - They contained -as much music as you'd pay
o0¢ or thereabouts for toéday, and from them I leamed to love devotedly
the 01d” chestnuts thHat most. of my: friends consider hopelessly corny:
Juanita, Aunt-Dinah's Quilting Party, and She Was Bred in.0l1d - Kentucky,
for instance. -T am'not quite so sure about the balloons. I know that

some of them cost money but. there must have been some frée ones, ‘too,

becausé nothing else ‘cou

to the house, ovemight they would gradually deflate, and’ .the sight of .

the flabby, empty ‘corpses scattered over the floor was woé&ful the-next
morning. .Nobody would ‘Lhave bought me enough balloons to set up this

tyre of gaseous carnage. There were also impressive quantities of free

advertising bocklets, almost.all of which dealt with abstruse considera- -

tions about. .chicken feed or disc harmw;s‘;:._ The men in charge of the dis-

, uld explain the ‘ghastly sight that always ‘greeted ...
me the momjng after. I always insisted on bringing all my balloons in-



plays seemed eager for small boys and g*rls to help.themselves to the
piles of pamphlets. Maybe they didn't want the Job of carting them away
"“when Fair Week ended. -~ S : | .
" I mentioned the grandstand shows a few paragraphs back. These have
also changed in the direction of the vani shing act over.the years. At
one time, there was larness rac¢ing at the fair every afternoon and free
admission to the grandstand to watch it. Maybe the fair directors .
feared that the public would begin to request equal honesty *n 'the un-.
“harnessed races, because these pleasant contests were dropped long ago.
Then ensued a long period of experimenting with grandstand attractions,
“always encountering some kind of disaster.. For a while, the fair hired
rretty good talent and it rained every night. They built a stage wi th
“a roof 5o . that the show could go on, and the fire authorities con-
zdemned the.grandstand. Then as soon as the pr~sent steel and concrete
“grandstand.was constructed to replace . the o0ld rickety wooden structure,
television came along and the new grandstand wasn't big enough tao hold
the quantities of customers needed to pay the bills for first-ljne en-
tertainment, and second-rate entertainment didn't draw the people who .
had grown used to seeing the best in their 1livingrooms. Minnie Pgarl
perked up Tnterest one year, but flopved when she played a return en-
gagement. A hillbilly singer who has become quite a celebrity among the
more primitive residents of the valley was hired to ‘manage the grand-
stand showsg for several years, but he spent most of his energies devis-
ing plots to get his picture into the newspapers. i A desperation strate-
gy, tuming the week's grandstand entertainment over to a gigantic local
amdgteur contest, resulted in hours that nobody can think of calmly, aft-
er the passing of-years. This year, the fair authorities tried the only
thing not yet attempted: a grandstand shov on only one night , composed . :
only of &n guto thrill show. This seemed to arouse public interest, be-
cause’ of tle 1likelihood that blood would spurt from a fender or hubecap
aft_er"‘one; or more deliberate‘ecrashes. But it was sclie duled for Wednes- -
day night and on-londay someone noticed that midway attractions were set’
up across two.sections of that new race track around which the daredev- _
ils ‘were supposed to race. Like Lear at the latest evidence of a daught-
er's perfidy, the authorities announced that a modified version of .the .
thrill 'slow would be given, confined to the empty part of the race track,
and no charge would be made for adnission. People stormed the fair-. -
grounds in such quantities that the gate take more than compensated for - -
the lost grandstand revenus, the show was held over for a second night.
with identical results, and it's been signed up already for next year. .
- SAPS once lad a member who traveled with a large carnival. Maril . -+
Shrewsbury, or something of the sort, was her name. Tvery year at fair -
time, I get this.wild uneasy notion: will this be the year that thé po- -
lice crack down.on the midway for gambling or lewdness and one of the
female prisoners suddenly remembers that this is the city whére a fan.
lives and makes a dramatic appeal for me to rescue her? It might be
worth’the Tisk of exposure of all my fanac to the citizenry of Hagers-
town, for I remember her &@s an interesting writer who wasn't unhappy in
a way-of 1ife .that-I could anever survive. But.I sometimes wonder what
happens to all the other people who put on the sideshows, operate the
booths, ‘and run the concessions at county fajrs. - Few of them are old.
Do they die. yaoung or do ‘they somehow manage to convert themselves to a
Stationary existence?: -If they do settle down, are they happy about the
new way of life and.do they keep their old .occupation a secret? I can .,
thifk of nobody here in Hagerstown who admits to a past of this type,. ..
although nearby Boonsboro has a formmer burlesque comedian who is proud’
of his trade. What has happened to all the organ grinders who used ta. .
show Up at 'the fair? I haven't seen one for years.  There is a man in



Hagerstown who- looks exactly like an organ grinder.: But he has no monkey
and Pas no time for one. He Spe nds all morning walking from his. home by
the river to Hagerstown, where he visits various stores whose managers
give him empty pdasteboard-boxes, which he dissects. Then he leave§ in
late afternoon, bent low under the Wewght of all this pasteboard . :
strapped .on his back, is home by sundown, and places the cardboard in a
large barn. .. Nobody : knows vwhat happens When he fwlls the barn completely
but we'll fi nd -out soon. I believe that the monkey shows outlasted the .
organ grwnders a few years.- The monkey shows came inh two varletaes,,. In
one . type,.the monkeys did tricks, hunted fleas from one another, and ..
generally concentrated on being cute and amusing. The other variety put
the monkeys fnto small vehicles and raced thein against one another while.
the’ public.placed bets. Tt was sickening to me to discover ‘that ﬂon.keys
get .grim and. serious about life, as they did in the races. I know that .
glassblowmg exists today as a skill that produces expensive objects. .-
But tl"e glassblowers doan't make the fair circuit to Hagerstown as they
once .did.  .The -ereation of lovely things out of molten glass somehow .
struck me as. much more dangerous and thrilling than swordswallowing. It
is not. even posmble to buy souvenirs of the fair nowadays with the date,
and pja ce. 1nscr1 bed on machine-made glass. Souewhere around the house .
there are two.or three little tumblers with some ancient year. inscribed.’
in clear letters against the red band along the lower ¢ircumference.
.Once I.admitted in Horjzons that as a boy, my: favorite card game
was the. simplesi: anid dullest ever invented, whereby two players turh. up..
cards from a. deck, both cards go to the one who turned up the hlgher L
card, and.seven hours: later-all the cards have passed *nto the hands of .
the Winhfler..-I4m.afraid that my money-spending at’the faj rgrounds used -
to be equally conservatwve° . Instead of puttmg ruoney on a certaﬁn num-
shot at th1ngs untll -you fw nally knocked down SOmethwng and got a worth-.
less trinket as.a- rTeward, or I would choose a diick from the hundreds. _
floatlng along 1n a- trough under a sign that guaranteed a prize for. ev-.
ery. number 0 the ‘duck. However, I attended a Catholic school for a few:
years. ‘when.. I~ was.very young, and the enforced religious instruction was.
bound to have some manner of effect on me; it took the form of making-
me & bingo fan. This county now has a law putting a five dollar limit
on” the value of - pri zes given .to winners at’ this particular vice, but
the town.was wide open in thts respect in my youth. ‘T was rewarded by
mnnwng a cou,ple of wrist watches that actually ran for years and years.-
I came dcfoss one of them while rooting “n old drawers a short time-
back.. It tlcked as loudlly as-the ai rcimditioner nextdoor but it kept .
time. after.a .fashion. My greatest momeént came -on' the Sunday before -
the‘ ;t;alr started one year. My father ‘took me to the grounds to look 7
at the preparatlons, A few concessionaires were ready to go.. My.. father
gave me a dime to play a wheel of chence. I used it eVen though every -
boy in Hagerstown knew how those wheels were’ ‘weighted to prevent them -
from stopping at a..number that would aWward anything of real value. . The
“man twirled. the wheel and when it Stopped his eyes met mine. {h looks of
equal incredulity and: horror. . I had won a- blcycle. ‘He didn't want.to ..
rart with an object that was supposed to-be a permanent unattalnable R
goal and I knew from previous attempts that i didn't want somethi ng from -
which I.wolld fall-every- t:ime I tried to:ride it. _But my father was so.
proud that neither the: concessionaire nor:I had the reart to obJect., It
was one “of those small-size Dbi cycles:but: entirely’ +t00 much for my small -
and puny frame,_ I:-was bruised”for several years after that from my ef-------
forts to.stay aboard the thing:for at least ten feét. ~Even 'a cousin.out-
in San.Djego;somehow - -learned of my. awkwafdne ss” and _wrate me a scathing
letter about it. Eventually I-discovered how fiich fun it was to put the



support under the rear-wheel,-climb-on-the fimly balanced vehicle with
. an atlas in hand, and pedal furiously away on the same.spot, pretending
Ythat I was traveling to the distant spots.of the ration-that.I knew.I
‘would visit in'reality ‘n later years. I've never seen most of them
yet. - _ NN I S L
"~ Despite all the changes, it's nice to.go to the falir each year be-
tause of the probability that some things will remain unchanged. .. I .can
be sure of finding around the poultry building. L. L. Toms, -one of my
favorite men. He is a tremendously intelli gent man.who-has worked all
his life in a shoe factory on a lov-paying, -dull stitching job, appar-
ently so that his mental powers will be undiluted when his free:time
"arrives. He knows everything that has ever been recorded about the
phistory and theory of breeding pigeons and chickens;- likes to tell of
the most famous show birds of thke 19th century in much the same manner
"as Los Angeles old timers like to write about Bixel: Street, and some-
how is ferreting out of theoretical non-existence a complete set of
fair catalogues for the Hagerstown library. He retires next year and
plans to begin world travels on-a shoestring, first in FEurope. S
Somewhat less gratifying is another annual sure thing, the visit
of the governor.  .He sets the date for his visit weeks “n advance. A
_few days before the chosen date, the rumor pervades. the -fair officials
"that he can't come because of some more pressing appointment or because
of political vendettas. Nevertheless, at least three directors Qf the
fair contact me to make sure that I will be- on,;hand with.camerarand
note paper at the right time, I promise that I'll be there, and an hour
_before the appointed moment, the goveror arrives and.-the office .is
bombarded by frantic telephone calls from fair-officials who have pan-
icked at the thought that I've forgotten - the -appointment. I always get
there on time, wait outside the room where dinner is being served and
try to identify the strange noises emerging through the windows from it,
and then comes the climactic moxment when the governor's picture ig to be
taken with whichever three fair offj cials are most likely to have their
%argexjs"_”ad\tanced by appearing ‘n print in the commny of the governor.
‘Sometime s the govemor has time to go onto the midway and pat-a cow:on
the head, sometimes he is too rushed to do more than cast a soulful look
at the distant ferris wheel. Inevitably, just as he isleavingy; someone
Temembers that they laven't given him anything to take to hisiwife when
--he.goes back to Annapolis, and the household arts department -is raided
for whichever prize cake feels and looks safe for consumption aft-
.-er-several days of the heat and dust of the fair. SRR
This is great fair country. There is hardly a Maryland ~county
that lacks.its-own. In nearby areas of Pennsylvania, there are ‘some:
really tremendous fairs, the kind that get 50,000 visitors in:one.day
and hire the Nelson family to highlight the grandstand -amets. :But cur-
rently I'm on the pass list for only one of the big.area fajrs,' the one
at -York, Pa., in: September.  It's three or four times the size 6f the
Hagerstown fair in every. respect. Invariably, T get completely -lost:on
the grounds and must remember to start for hame a half-hour early he-
cause. it will take me ‘at least that long to finmd a-gate ‘leading' out of
.~the -place. But somehow I don't feel at home at the.York Fair: “It's
‘quite probable that my entire day there will not préduce one encounter
wi th someone I know. - There will be the nasty knowledge .that there is
~t0o much to be experienced in the time available. I can take pictures
for my own amusement, not for the newspaper, but the scrowds are :so big
that it's hard to get the clear shots without someone's umwanted head
hiding ‘an important portion of the item I've chosen: The vague-dissatis-
~faction "I feel at York has only one good angle. It makes me Trealize
that 1life in Hagerstown has at least one advantage, pleasant fairgoing.



The Worst of Iuart:.n

(_ngam cont-'nnuwng "The Spi rits nere.,." from the winter, 195-, issue-of
Grotesqnxe wri tten and published for FAPA by Ed Martin Berlwn, Con.n.)

Sne sooke up: "There are spwrwts both good and: bad Your grand-
father has been" rreassed back by a vagrant. evilion his own pPlane.: .But
,there is .someone else - I feel soméone else trylng to ‘gzet through from
“another plane." They are close--so close, "

The . trumpet climaxed. her lead The Vmce was high and the words
poured out at & great .rate:-

- "Josephwne--Josephwne Perkwns this is. Aunty Josephine. Have you
found the; money yet? ~I told you where” I left it and when you find it
I want you to give nal‘f‘ to. ‘yuesn Mary. Have you found it, Josephine?"
. Mrs.. Perking” spoke up, matchfng her voice to the ntens-?ty of the-
moment.._, "Tt:wasn't ‘n the attt e, Aunty. T tore the place apart." . -
T "It must be there;" the voice of Aunty began to trail off, =~ T
put it there myself and it rust be there. I want Queen Mary to have
half. So you ‘mdst £ind ft.. You must!"” o :

. "How much was there?" asked Mrs. Perkins. '

‘I'hat -was the moment Queen- ‘Mary tad been waiti ng for. ’I'he ‘Wwoman
would not:find ‘what Queen Mary herself had Jdreamed up, and now she was
beglnnwng to feel responSn ble., There would soon be a large comnt ribu-
tlon. :

"how much was there"" repeated Mrs, Perkins,

But. the v.oice in the trumpet vas 4s sappearing It membled some ‘
doubIe-talk--words that almost made sense° Shiela Was careful to men- -
tlon no specific: amount. . B

‘Suddenly .a clear voice 1ssued from the newghborhood of - the trump- -

et, Although the voice was different from the .ors &tmal Aunty Joseph—

ine, there was no nistaking. the words: “'Tt was, exactly twenty-SeVen
cents Let's see you split that with Queen l"ary,..

' "You re fired!" Queen Mary bt her armpit ‘n desperatw on.

"I didn't say that, ,And if you tell me I'm fired just once more,
I'll blowathe whole thvng up, ™ The earphones indicated that Shiela was
pourvng an extra long réfreshment. ~ -

" Thé "twenty-sevén cents” was like "a wet dw shrag in Mrs. Perkins!
face.,,_: She “got:up from the table. She-had felt rather s*lly tearfng
her attic apart. Partwcularly when the search JozXol revealed noth~ng but
end1less dust. .. -

-t 2" she asked Her head crossed an overhead-w-nre, The Srump-
et bobbed, ‘n response and-she was rational enough "to.See that she had
caused it. She jerked the wire again and then 4t sl1pped out of her
hand. The trumpet-. and whw npwng ectoplasm sped nto a corner of the
room and dysappeared

"I felt wires," stated Mrs, Perkins. ' b

"“Who ‘can .say what the - ‘spiTits feel 1ike?™” shouted Queen Mary dn
sore seuJ‘blance 0f a pious tme, The following' mo-ent of s% lence as-
sured’ her tl:at She ha'd the uppér hand again. "Now look what: you've '
dorne . " E‘yen in the darkness there was no quest1 on that she was ad<"“
dressing Josephine Perkins: "You've broken the c1rcle.” Her tone sug-
gested that Mrs..Perkins - had ‘agquired leprosy. ‘

"fmigine ! whispersd Helen. -"She's broken the’ cwrcle. : -

"Ther.e will be no‘more spi rlts tonight A Urness they come- out of v
a bottle, thought Queen Mary. = ‘

e -

"The y've run out of spirits,” awd Tom to Helen,' There was & T

snicker "in h's words that -Helen felt would-keep-‘the evening going.’ o
‘Queen Mary- struggled through the darkness to the wall switch. She
turned on the lights. - The half-dozen people around the table blinked



in the sudden light. They would. have continued blinking for a while
and then after a few sheepish remarks have started home but for a
"startling-sight.. The group was still seated, with'the excdeption of
wleen Mary and }r - Pérkins. But *n'a- second they were all hugging’
the wall farthest from the table. Queen- l\/Iary had :Tost ‘complete con-
trol and fn view of .the developmefit dfid not ‘care *n" -the least.

i Tt AThand twas ‘walkitig' up-and - down ‘theFtable. - It'was not a severed
hand° Rather, it gradually ‘di'sappearéd” ‘above the - W st; faded ‘nto -
noth*ngness, ~'The ‘T¥ngers walkeéd to the céntér of the table. The
hand ~hopre & up end ‘down -on the fvrst tvio fwngerq and then began to ex-

. ecute a clever can-can. ‘

iy "Wonderﬂll'" Sa1 d Shorty daldo “The sm I"'tS really are strong
tomght " ‘

: “Lueen Mary was conv ‘nced of that but dwd not feel a bit of enthu-
. Siasm.

:"Wrat goe s on"»‘" ‘asked Shiela. '

“"T ecouldn't begin to tell you," said Queen I\Tary a loud.
. Mrs. Perkins looked at her sharply. B

=7 "Don't you hear voices?" asked Q,ueen Mary. "I hear voices ask-
B 1ng the strangest questions." '
. - "Are the lights on?" asked Shiela.
" "Even with the lwgh‘ts on, " said Queen l\fary. "The spirits mani-
fest themselves.” ‘ .
2 -+ ""What does 'manﬂfest' mean?" asked helen. '
—eT Y "Dan't tell offhand,” said Tom. 'But whatever it vs she'll make
a ‘1ittle m6ney on it." -
77 i "Phe hand -must have somethwng to tell us," continued Queen Mar‘.y,
"Let us return to the table.” . A
' “"At “18ast she's no coward," said Eelen. ‘

" The closer the group got to the table the more ag1tated the hand
beCame.» A" point- of balance was achieved about five feet from the ta-
ble. The 'group stood hesitantly at that distance while theé hand con-
-ttnisd its amazing ‘gymnastics. Queen Mary maintained her leadership
..fby"bew',nfg"‘t'he? closest-~by five:or six inches. That would not be en-"
ough she knew. She must have complete control of the situation or.
“she would forfeit her cliéentele. She decided to sit at the table..

" “"As though in response t6 her intent the hand rose high +nto the
a1r over the table and then materialized ‘nto a perfect skeleton.

" ¥ By thé time the skeleton was complete the room was empty. There
lad been a momentary  jam at the door, but Queen Mary, by use of her
preponderance of bulk, managed to get out f¥rst. :

They were followed by ‘Helen and Tom, at  a much:.slower pace. For

_ *of" course they were used to such manft festatﬂons and were not in: the

a least alarmed. ‘

Helén and Tom strolled out *nto the ni ght asr. It was. 1ate
spring and. it was pleasantly cool. The ni ght wa s clear, and the
countless stars lighted their path. :

: By the time they reached the country dwrt road there was no s* gn
of ‘the Trést of the group. They walked along the road a ways and then
cut off into the dense wood. A
© 7 o"This 8 a kind of scary route, aid Lelen. "EVen if it Ts a
short cut.” - : . k8

R "ihat on earth cculd you be. scared of"" .
GwlL U MTha £ s exactly what I'm scared of, " ‘said helen with typical
ratlonallty "I'm scared of the fact that I'm scared-ofe"t
AT vl mTggt llke & woman " commented Tom.‘ "Are you scared of people
=T or Bhosts e L wE SR
(To be - concluded)



Trio

Some of my recent read%ng:hészbeen enlighteninéjrééﬁecting music,
in one way or the other. I don't intend to. bore anyone with lseless
. Tacts about the secondary dominants in the lesser corntemporaries of

'ffBach,ﬁbecause I haven't read any thesis ‘- that may have been. written re-

_cently” about them.’' It's been too Lot this -summer to plow through the
~more technical books about music, anyway. . - o -
. One wonderful surprise las been an anthology of Mencken's writ-
~ings about rwusic. I knew that my Maryland predecessor had ‘enjoyed ama-
~ teur poundings at the piano in hi.s spare time, But it hadn"t been very
Plain fraw his ‘autobiographical works and the anthologies of Menckenia-
na, how®deep and-permanent was Lis interest in good musics - Moreover,
he had the endearing habit of writing about music just as he wrote about
topics that he revered much less. It comes as a considerable surprise
to-find a man who wrote a definftive study of his native tengue, who
~published millions of words of essays and reviews, admitting the follow-
ing:-"I7'd rather mve written any symphony of Brahms® than any play- of
“ Ibsen's. 1'd rather lave written the first movement of Beethoven's Fro-
ica than the Song of Solomon; it is not only far more beautiful, it is
also far more profound. A better man wrote it. I believe that Anatole
France and Joseph Conrad are the best writers now living, but neither
has .written anything so good as*the first act of 'Der Rosenkavalier' or
the last ten minutes of 'Electra'. In music a man can let himself go.
In words he always remains a bit stiff and unconvincing." I'm immense-
ly.fond of almosi all Mencken's writings while disagreeing with the op~-
inions expressed in almost all -of it. It's wonderful, to find a para-
graph that I can second devoutly. . . - , IR

. -Some of Mencken's epigrams on music have already became famous,. of
course, like his definition of the musfec. of Haydn, ¥A girl on your knee
and enother in your heart® or on Chopin, #Two embalmers‘at work on a -
minor poet®. But this collection shows how splendidly Mencken cou'ld .
dispense with the old cliches and vague statement:s in musical critic-
ism., He says of an inferior performance of the first trumpet part in
Bach ‘that he thought "that.a stupendous B flat clarinet had been intro-
duced into the orchestra, and that it was being played by steam”. When -
Mencken wants to emphasise the difficulty for singers of certajin arjas
he says that even a piccolo player would get out of breath tackling
them. - When Mencken goes *nto hyperbole’:it has a conviction that is .
hard to. resist with the instinet, even.if reason tells-me otherwise:
Of Schubert, for instance: "With’n the limits of his interests and cu-
riosities"he hatched more good jdeas “n his ‘thirty-one years than all.
the rest of mankind has hatched since the beginning of time." Posftive
that Beethoven's trouble was syphilis; MencKen insisted that nobody ~
will wrjte another Erofca without-“a positive Wassermann test. e

Louis Cheslock; who compiled and. annotated this book, seems to

have beem one of Mencken's best friends. I'll bet that Cheslock didn't
dare to act as pedantic around Mencken as:he does in this volume. It .
is funny whén .Cheslock solemnly inserts a footnote to explain that = ..
Haydn wrote 104 symphonies, as Mencken is referring to Haydn's 100 sym-.
phonies. But it is criminal that Cheslock took up so much space in-the
book by mriting dully about musical ratters in the style of a music’ ap-
preciation textbook. But the tremendous energy of lMencken causes me to
overlook this stuf-fy old fellow. And the book contains many. marvelous” ..
added attractions, like the picture of-Mencken as.he. formed part of a
vocal quintet of Sunpapers workers for'Christmas of 1944 and the manu-
script for the .prissy, conventional music to which he set a stupid poem
by William Watson ih his earlier years.
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Another volume involves a gentleman who was just as disruptive a
force, a century and a continent away from l'encken.  But. Paganini  de-
voted hlmself primerily to playing and creating mus~c, and:the sad dif-
ference 18 tliis; Mencken'might have.revolutionized the . whole field of
musi caletriticism if Le'd-concentrated on writing about nusic, while
"Pagantni'might have changed the world's standards of musical execut-o on
if he'd put down on paper a trick of the trade. S

The Renee de, Saussine bi ography of Paganini is no great shucks in
any respect. . It.mixes fact and ‘mwention without Warnwng, it -wanders
off into" unrelated cultural and - nistorical matters without.a byyour-

" leave, and the translation is bad from-an original tkat may have been
worse in style.. But it does provide a bit more information on. the
ticklish question of the Parfanwnw secret. There's little chance that
we'll learn the secret, after all tl.ese years, but its djscovery twould
be much more useful than more publicized musical rwddles 1like. the real
tune o which'the Enigma varistions are based.:

Maybe  T'm naive to assume that there was a- secret It 1s concewv-

'a'ble that Paganm-'l's extraordinary abilities as a violinist can be: X~

p.'lav ned away by other means.- It could have been a simply physical:ac-
_cident, because physicians: found certain unusual things about his mus-
oles and joints around the 1left land and: wrist. Or it might be one of
‘those. accidents of heredi ty, tke kind. that mkésa Mark Twain or a Wilt
Chamberlaln appear out of nowhere for no .apparent reason.. .Paganini
In1ght have simply been inflating the legend-he had blown- .up around him-
zelf, when he sajid that he.hsd a secret which.would enable anyone to-
ecome ‘a virtuoso after only three years at much: 1ess trouble +thar the
nomal process of struggling a*ld nract-ncwng most ozf' one S Wakyng hours
for two ‘or three decades...
~. ~But I still believe in the secret. 'I‘h1 =3 might be partly the -Te-
sult of an® unhappy family secret of my own, . My great*grandfather X1i PP
made a fortune out of pretzels kept his recipe a: secret c’ﬁ dn“t .86% ;.
around to- telling the facts to anyone -before his death and: S0 I am not
the heir. o a prétzel empzre that might have exigted:: It's- equally
poss1ble that Pagandini 'had a secret and really -did: 1ntend to {mpant it
~to pupils when he. ‘got tired, of ‘being:a. prerformer, -and wes surprised by
death too. soon: The Paganinsi cult was not something 3ike the Beatle
phenoména. The kids went wild .over Paganini but the most | frtelligent. -
end cultured people of the day were even more flabbergasted with ‘what -
he did with his'violin. And we.do know-a few of the ways in whic¢h he.
helped along that secret. He tuned his violin higher than“uswl on ..
oceasion, to -increase the bri l1liancy of “the tone. . He cheated by using :
-his left hand.for some apparently impossible pizzicato effects.. "'He ine--.
vent-€d bowing technlques that simply weren't knovn at the time but Were;‘
ingtantly imitated. -But there must lave been something else. We cen -
bexfai rly sure that it wasn 't some secret modification of his instru-. ::
ment S, many of whi ch: survive and.got a good going-over. I doubt that
drugs - dld it.. Teo many. phyS1clans issued learned reports after careful-
studi&s’ of h:Lm, without éven _hinting at addiction, and he: 11ved longer.
than Constant desing: of himself would have made probable. -He traveled :
with'next to. no luggage ‘and performed under such a variety of circum-
stances that it's impossible that he should have had a confederate al-:
Ways “in- hidmg to:play ‘along ‘with him in the more hairraising’ Pa ssages.
It 1 had t0 guess, 1'd say- tne only possible explanation lies in hypno-
sis. POSSlbly in the sort of hypnosis that Hitler accompli shed--some. :
listeners swore that they heard his violin utter actual words as he per- _
forme d;- But much. rore llkely, self-hypnosis that made possibils feats_ of-
dexten ty and .endurance that were unknown. His mother seems to“have ...
been a- hysterl cal sort of person who had vw si ons., . She might have“set an

-
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example to heT young son of odd mental behavior that impelled him to try
to do likewise and. in the.process Paganini may have stumbled into a self-
hypnosis techrigué that gave him the edge over his rival fi ddlerss. . 7 .
The third  book rarely mentions rusic, but it's important to a person - i
who 1ikes a certain Donizetti opera as much as'I do. I am still wading o
through. the nove ls: of Sir Walter Scott, and recently this splashing in =~ =~ =~
the former type of historical romance brought e to The Bride of Lammer-
moor. For anyone who is thinking of ‘going and doing likewise, I can of-
fer a couple of inducements: it's shorter by one-third than most of the
Scott novels and jit*:is riuch. better as a 'story, possibly for that very oo "
reason. R C E R
Anyone who has seen or heard Lucia di Lammermoor has had the {m-
pression that events happen pretty fast after one another and that they
don't make a great deal of sense whea viewed from a ‘distance after they
have all finished happening. Part of this impression can be blamed on
the severe cutting almost always observed in performances of ‘the opera;
whole_scenes vanish, important connecting links are snapped; and we nev- -~
er learn why Edgardo -shows up in time. to start off the famous sextet, or
what .in the world ‘he 4s doing, wandering around that cemetery when Lu-
cia's funeral waddles by. However, the Scott novel reveals how,.much »
morg.was,;1lost by the:-fact that 4t's impossible to put a lot of ‘fine ‘de-
tail fnto a musical work for the stage. Even tLe best of today's mov-
jes don't try to include all the ‘subtleties of the books on whjch they
are baged., I imagine that the audiences when Lucia was brand: new and
Lucy was only slightly less than new were amazed at all the things the
librettists had squeezed into Donizetti's opera and their memories of
the novel autoimtically supplied the fine details that we miss today.
8o I.would recommend strongly the novel, if you have any ‘nterest
in‘the.opera. . At -the start of the opera, we learn ~-how the hero had
saved the. heroine when she took fright' from an angry bull. -It sounds
like' a- mild sort of heroism. .But in the novel, it's much more. convin-
cing, for this was a special bull, from one of the wild heTds that ran
wild- in Scotland at that time. Moreover, in the novel ‘Edgar also. isaves
Lucy%s father.to provide an important complication for the plot for

which there was.no time in the stage work. :

. The-one. telling charge that can be levied against. the opera-is its
faj lure %o include any of the humor that provides contrast in the trage-
dytold in the book. The fact that the hero is broke and tht his . fam-
ous ‘Lome, Wolf 's Crag, is dilapidated “becomes the meat for genuinely .-
funny events ‘n the novel, which contains afi '0ld servant .who thinks up
one 'ingenious way afteranother to save facé when someone comes calling
and-"the re's-nothng in the place to eat. The family curse also-is to:.,
be found omly in the novel, tut there is a fafrly good reasop for this:
‘it causes Edgar. to die by riding his horse ‘nto quicksand, a rather dif-
Fiéult end :to portray in the opera lLouse and ‘one that: wouldn't provide
“asmuch time for a final aria as the conclusion adopted for, the opera,
wheére Edgardo punctures himself. For some Teason I .cannot comprehend,
_the villainous brother of Lucia is named Enrico ‘n the opera, while in
“‘the” book he is Henry, hardly more than a boy, who ¢ ont ributes to the.

“plot only by making available - unwittingly to ILucy : the dagger with = -

. Wwhic'h-she .butchers hér bridegroom on her wedding night.

Incidentally, improbable though the opera seems, it is i)robablj;-x

" closer to:actual history than the novel. Scott elab orated considerably

an actual -event that embarrassed the Dalrymple family very much whert they

i found a best-sellér baséd on-something they'd been trying to forget. Tt

isn't quite clear what went-cn in the bridal chamber that night, but-the
Opera probably adds fewer imaginary events than. the noygl. S
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