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This Is Not A Commercal
Venture.

LD CAPTAIN JASON CRULL hadn't
led a very good life. He'd
drenk and stole on occasion
; and did his share of whoring
around. Very few church

N doors had been darkened by his
tall and portly forme. Collestion plates
and ministers collefting for their favorite
charities he'd considered as highly
unecessary evilswould, if he could have had
his way, been consigned to the lowest and
darkest pit in hell, Even when it came
time for Jason Crull to cash in his chips
and go on the inevitable journey we all
have to take, he'd been unrepentants In
fast, his last words, preserved for
poaterity by the horrified man of the cloth
they were uttered to, had been, "Jesus
Murphy, esn't you buzzards even let a man
die in peace? You bkadgered me all my life
and you're still hanging around when I'm
dyingl"

The minister, a highly righteous man,
in his own lights, had thrown up his hande
in horror and fallem to his knees and
started to pray for the Lord's forgive=-
REesBe



To which Harry Jason Orull bad
lauzkeé, closad his eyes, and died.

Tue undertaking parlors had, on
orders of the min:ctor, tried to straight-
end ths o.d ses captain's facoy ont, as the
worthy servant ol the rhurch considered
1 indesaut for a man .2 lie in his coffin
uyvasahtly laughire in everybody's face.
Buv try as thp undertaksr would, that
mirthful twith to the .iaips remained. - So
tley'd perforce hed to bury Jasoun Crull,
luugh and &ll, and when the skies opened
aud Toursd so herd ths earth grew muddy
exd let one of thu men lowering tha casket
s.ip itno the. hole right or top of it,
on. of tan dececssd sapatin's old crew,
merbers, there to pay his last rospscts
to & beloved .boss, for, say what bthey
migat, Crall ha? besn & ran’s wan and a
good fsilm tc work unier, gerinned to
himself a2l muttered, "I Lot old Oap is
laughing likc hell over thati"

The minister, considoring he'ddons
his duby Scvards what he thovght an evil
man, ar. aths:st and r blasphumer, turned
his 3teps bnuwoward, full o righteous
thoughts ané high opinions cl himself.
Maytsy 1f he'd had his eyes down where .
thay be_onged insteai of up in the skies
trying to spy on the Lord, he wouldn't
have slipped in the patch of slimy mud
and took a cropper into the road. His
head Janded solidly on a rock and the
next thing his spirit knew it had left
its earthly shell and was bound towards
1ts heavenly reward.

The reverend gentleman had often con-
sidered the souls going to that Paradise
in the Sky would be taken in by a horde
cf angels with trumpets blasting to beat
all hsll and the air full of the rustling
of wings. Instead he was samewbat indig-
pant tc find he was lined up like any
other mortal in a que on earth and maid
to wait his chance to get through the
Pearly Gatess:

Looking about him he was somewhat
amazed to find so nauy people waiting to
pe s8 throughe Accoiding to his ways of
thought hardily arvbedv lac been living
well enougl 10 go anvwhere but down to

hell to sup with the devil witl a lLong
spoons But here it appecared as though
every mother's son and his uncle was lined
Upe

Then his eyes lighted on a familier
form and would haveswoonsd on the spot but
the e¢rush was so bad he was held to his
feet regardless of his inclinations. For
over there to his right he could ses the
portly form of the late Captain Jason
Crulll

Now we'll switch the scens to that
worthy person for this chronicle las to dc
with him, The preacher expeuvted tuv go to
heavenso to be almost there was rnt unexe
pesteds But the late sea captuin sadn't
even believed in such a plece, let alone
going there, so his swrprise, and somewhat
indignant reactions place him somewhat
outside the norm,

Yes, hs

was indignant.
Though he had never gone to

High.h/ B80e
church and

hadn't believed in en after life, Jason
Crull was a logical man aad believed what
his eyes told hime. He knew he'd kicked

the bucket and had been buried so being
here after sort of weking up, he knew
daemned well this must be some sort of
life after death.

He had to admit that so far things
didn't look like heaven, There were no
mighty minercts or strcets paved with
gold. Not even any angel with wings and
in‘a night shirt was tv be sesn. As for
harps am horns and other heavenly music-
there just didn't seem to be any. 4nd
on looking about him ai his companions he
had to edmit same looked like they mizht
be headed in the wrong direction. OF
course. you couldn't tell what sort of a
fellow a man wus= just by looking at him,
but he '&idn*t judge the place the
Preachers baid heaven had to be wowld
be the logical destination of men who
cussed and used certain virile English
words in their specche No sir, not even
old devil Captain Juson Crull figursd

hgte
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And what was all this orush about? . "What's 8l. duwn in the books?: Lemand-
It looked like kargain dav in the girdle ed Jason, thinking of various eszapades
departmen:. of a ludliss wear store. Hs during his youth and sea faring days be-
had opce docked in China cnd the lime-ups fore promotion to a caeptaincy had instilled
there at the soup kicthens had been almost in him some amall iota of respectability.
ae bade

"Why, the things you have done that 5

Then he began to wonder if any of his you shouldn't-—- and the things you did
old friemds were about 80 the next thing that you should havel"
Jasoa wes Golng was standing on tip toe

to look over the heads of the others, Jason was interested. "You mean it'll
jumping vp ané dcwn, ani gonerally making e all be down there? Like the time I got
bloody nuisance of himselfe drunk and beat up two polisemsn with the

broken leg off a pizano?"
So rmueh s0 that somoomns took him by

the elbow with a "Here now, what's all The clerk smileds "Yes, but that was
this?" ard he looked into the red-hued just a small demeanor. Worth 1 black
countenance or a tall perscumage clad in, marks"

of all things, the uriform of an English

poliecemamn o "Hah hahi" Snorted the preacher in

high glese "I imagine there must be many
This se flabbergasted poor Jason that thousands of such blask marks."
he didn't get his wind back in bhis sails,

so to speak, until he found himself standing "I*11 admit there's & fair share,
before a long desk, behina which was all right. But there are alse soms very "
sittiprg a row of kxind faced men with huge good marks-- such as the tlme he saved
ledgers bveiore thoms the life of a seaman during a sinrne We
wount such deeds as being worth mary wany
"Nemo ?" Asked the filrst man, thousands of markse In faet, there is
only one deed that will cancel such a
n"Captain Jasor Crull". doccd, and that is the taking of & life."
Ths man did some leafing and searching "And whot of his blasphemy?" Demande
about in books and finelly said, "Oh the preacher. "The tings he hasg called !

yes, hers you are."” He did some checking e beggar-— the church a foul blot on the
off, saying "Hum, hum, uh huh,” from tims to conscience of Lhumanity 2"
time,

The clerk smiied again. "Oh, those

Someone created a commotion about now are werth one bleck murk each, that's

and the late preacher who had buried Jason alll"
pushed his way from his own line over to
Jason's gidee - The preacher's mouth opened and
closed seversal timss until Jason felt

"If there is any doubt as to the like saying something concerning his
qualifications of this person," asald his apparant relationship te a certain type
reveranc2, "I can assure you he was an fishe Finahly the preacher managed to .
unfanithful blaspbemer on earth," get some words out--~ "But, sir--

BLASPHEMY!"

Tne man behind the table looked up '
and seid, "I'm sure you are trying to te of "Up here we believe in freedom.
ald, but we never llsicm *to gossip up Every mon is entitled te what he believ

hers. 4it's all Jdowi in the books." and to what he says. A man is naturall
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doing somes small harm in refeeming to a
minister as a 'thieving scapegoat' but
he isn't trying to make others bolieve
the same~-- hg isn't inciting to riot--
ho im't teking a life-- he is mcrely
pronouncing his own personal opinion,
and if, though oxporience, ho firmly
believes ministers are thicving scape-
goats and ho had nevor experiocnced
anything to make him boliove otherwise,
thon that man is not pronouncing a lie--
but what, to him, at loast, is an
irrevocable truth. Bssides, maybe tho
man IS a thief-- and furthormoro,.we
judgs a man by what he has bocn and
dono, not by what ho has said and be-
lievede"

With which ho stamped & card and
handod it to Crull. "Here you aro,
Captein. You have a vory hoalthy crodit
standing hp hore. Wo are glad to have
you with us. I hope you cnjoy being
With ! U.So"

Jason muttored somcthing undor his
brecth, took the card and movcd on,
but not fest enough te proveont hearing,
with dolight, tho words spokon to tho
minigtor: "And nmnow you sir. I foar
your: credit isn't so good. You haven't
done many ¥ad things-- dut you haven't:
done very many roally good things,

elther.”
Jason

Inside, Humum losked about. Where
was the city of geld, ho askod himsolf?
As far as ho eould see, he was standing,
in a pastoral countryside. Bechind him
was the great white wall. Through it
led the broad road, built of blovks of
some whiteish materisl. This lod off
into the distensce, curving up over a
gentle rise, boardered with many
varities of trees, equally spaced.

.Somewhere & bell rang silverly.
Jason turned and saw the clorks changing
places with a now gr-sup. He docided to
wait a fcw scconds and catch theo man
who had passed him thrdugh.

’ "0h hallo,” said that worthy on see-
ing' Jagon. "I thought you had gone one"

"Look chum, what's all this?" Jason
asked, waving his hand,

The alerk looked about. "This? Why
this is what you humans term *Hoaven'."™

"Sure, sure, I figured that-- but
where's the City— and tho strests
paved with gold?"

The other raised his eyobrows,
"There 's nothing like that up hexre.
need do we have for eities and gold?"

What

""You mean it's just all country like
this®"

"Oh no-- dbut we have no olities.
Nobody wants them, you see. We bhave just
medium sized towns for those that'likes
to group up to have someone to talk to and
80 One" :

Here the preacher hurrisd up. Sciz-=
ing the clerk by the. sleasve, he demanded
poremptorily, "Where's tho angels? .1
must see oll ths angelse. And the Great
White Ehrono." Seeing Jason, he scowled,
"Ohee Mr. Crull, I certainly didn‘t expect
to see you hare."

Jawon grinned end fished one of his
ovil-smelling cigars out of his waist-
coat. Lighting it bhe pulfed with Batis-
faction. "Maoybo we're both hin Hell,
reverendd You ulways said that was whera
I was headed."

»I am certainly NOT in helll" The
reverond drew himself up haughtily.

"You said I wouldn't go to heaven—
80 take your picke Where are we? "I
can't be in heaven-- and you can't be in
hell,"”

' The reverend turned to tho olerk.

. "Is such hlasphemy allowed here?” He
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asked, plaintivclye

The slork zrimned and noddede
wreong tith it°? I find his sense of
huwecy and somwnat 1llogizal logice
higr.ly mefreshiigs ITi's poraeriul to
find someono takinz SLings so assuredly
n8 trks Capiein. Mogd nAawoomers go
aroun: for davs in n dithor of nerfoat
uctelan~es Sumwtimes I takem a lot of
work gn%ting ither siraightoned oute®

"But mich hilaspsheny-- such evil
prononncangntac  FH wouldn't be
alluwnd in thse Cruvchs Tho Book tells
us tp Geware of blasphemers.”

The clerk roddsd. "I knowe- but
who w.ooto the Book? You never heard
and Airgel-~ of whatyou fondly term an
Angel-- or Christ, say that, d4id you?"

"But-- but-="

"Al1l thet is said is something or
other— I forget what—— about actively
trying to lead pecple from the way of
Christ into the way of the devil."

Hore Jason put in his oar.
wey, where IS tho dovil, anyway?"

nm’ tm

"What's

them still refuse to aeccept their lot.
So there are fights on the boat and
some always manage to jump over the
side. Most of them are caught in the
current and are washed dwon streams
Devil sits on the bank and baites his
hook with promises of hstter timss and
maybe forgiveness and they grab at ite
It's a favorite sport of his. Tickleos
his mense of humor to pull in a soul
that thinks it%s beaten the game and
march 1t off tc Hell."

Jason

Heragm thought this overs "You say
most of them get swept downstreasm. You
mean some get away?" ;

The

"Oh suree Now and then a hardy
swimmer, or samoone with more than his
share of luck manages to get to shore.”

"What happems to them?"

The clerk shruggeds #Never heard
tell, exactly. I think they just
wander around, barncd from Heaven and
soared of Helle A mighty risky ex-
istense, 1I'd say. I kn:w nobody from
here ever goes out aftel: “heme"

Jason pursued the thought in the
back of his minde "I wondor if any of

This was too much for our preaching my 0ld chums are out thors."

friend, who gave vent to any agonized
yell, ard, ~lapping his hands over his
ears, took off up the road like a dog
with & can tied to its tail.

"The Dovi'?" Repeated theo olerke.
he's in Helll T suppose., He'd better
be, aryway. If he isn't, the Boss will
be mad as blazes. Mephisto 13 prone
to play sick at timgs and go fishing."

"Gh

Jason almost swallowod his cigare
"Go-- go fisiingl" .

"0Oh, sure-- the Rivor Styx you
know-- or at least, we call it thaote
Those condemned To Hell arc put in a
bost that *akea them down tho river to
to Devilts Jock ¢ But tho human is a
pretty tough soul to handic and scme of

and whethexr they jumped overboard.
®our records end." y

visit that librery,
Maley wenoch I had for a cabin doy once——

"I wouldn't know ebout that,” the
clerk saids "Of.course, you can find
out if they were passengers on thc boat
There
"Where would I find that out?"

"In the library.”
"Library"?

"Yos, everyons who has died has

his neme entered along with his earthly
record and the verdict."

Bason said, "I think I'11 have to
Therets a litile
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"

or-- beg your pardon—— nobody knaw about
that but moe" ;

Tho clork smilede “If she was a.
good 8.1?_1 she'1l be hore somowhore."

"Oh, I'm efraid she wasn't. She
killed a coupla fellows onces'

n I'm wm_‘,‘_"

" "Yossir," said Captain Jason Crull,
as they startcd off up the roade “I'll
sure hawve to visit that library, first
‘ chance I gots”

et

The library sure was a mighty big
acoording to Jaspn Crull's way
of thinking, Jasen hadn't been much of
a reading men on earth. .The. papers had
been his main form of recreation when it

came to the werld of letterse

bace,

Hs looked down the long, long aislea
walled with shelves of books.  He . -
wondered where he'd find his old pals'
name Se

There was an attendant bshind a huge
degk at the entramnces To this worthy
Jason wente

It was reelly quite simple: first
the librarian lookcd up the name in a
huge filing system and this told where
the dook was that wasgfien over to that
persons Therg was a whole volume to
each soul that had left earth. The
first namc Jason looked up was Whiskoy
Jonese He romambored Whiskeoy fondlye
The man's penchant for tho. drink that
had given him his namc had. been legendary
in the South Seas. Theo last time he had
sean VWhiskey the bleary-cyed o0ld. sailor
had beem conducting a serious trane—
action with a groasy old mademe. Tha
next time ho had heard Whiskey’s namo
was that Whiskey had diocd under somowhat
mysterious circumstancese - Knowing
Whiskey's lovo for drink and members
of tho oppositc sox, singlc and

attached, Jason had figured Whiskoy had
.oither fallen down in some gutter and
there drowned in the next rain, or somo
huspand had coms home and caught
Whiskey with his treusors hanging on the
foot of the bede

All the books were ldenticals Dcep
rod leather with the names stamped on thc
spine in sams shimmering material that
glowed like fire. No matter what Jason
looked at all tho names shimmered in
that unearthlyfirece

"Huph,” thought the old sea
captain. "Must ne dll good guys in herc.
They wouldn't likely print a guy's name
what had gono to hwll in that sort of
ink." -

Thoere was Vhiskey Jones' book.
Only the name wasn't just “"Whiskoy
Jones". It was "Cuthbert Peroival
Jonos", and in bruckets, "Whiskey
Jonecg". Jason starcd then startcd to
guffaw. "Why the old bugger,” he said.
"He nover told anybody his right name.
And I don't bleme him, with a monicker
like that. Cuthbort Perecival-- oh my
Godi®

Then Jones' book was in his handse
Jason wasn't interested in a resume of
how many women Whiskey had slept with

or how many men he had robbed, He waa
intorested 1n one thing only. Where was
Vhiskey now?

At tho back werc severel peages:
ledger-like pages. There wero dates,
particulars of the deed, and a regular
debit orodit column followed by a
babance column, ‘Whiskey's debit column
vas pretty blacke In fact, all therc
was was onc long untroken column of
figurcse On the first page there were
no ecredit marks at alle And one on the
socond— or theo third-— or ths fourth.

"Looks like the Devil fot you,
Thigkey, old man." And Jeson wiped away
an imginery tear,

On the final page he didn't dare



Yook at the credit oalumn- The debit
total was terrible. It vas. so large
Jason winced. He took .a hurried peek
at tho talanse &hen started te retwrn
the book to the shelf. i r don'

As though struck.by soms: fegte
freezing alchemy, Captein Jason Crull
immobilized. .Then the beok was dowm
again and open at that astonishing
balancee

Therc was only one oredit entry,
but it was huge. £o0 huge it wiped out
Whiskey's black marks and left' him with
. a monderful green oredits, Jason stared
at tho cntry.and oould hardly boliovo
his cycs. s

8

. The librerdan mmidéd. "ihere else
would ex-sailors hang out, Captain?

- They club together and meet at the
‘Sailor's Haven, a sort of seafaring man®s

cludb on tho watorfront.”

3

WihoTS 15 that" Jason askod.

The librarian gave him directions
and Jason loft with ell dwe haste,
questions ‘building up in his brain.

48 ho'lcggod 1t along tho stroot,
looking noither to the right mor the
left of him , he thought. "What kind
of a Heaven :ls this, anyway? No streets
of gold. No Heavonly choir, No harps
or nightahirts or angels or wings?
Shucks this might bo earth but f4T one

, Whigkey had :genc out in onc solitary thing— I’ fool ‘too goldangod peaseablo to

blazo .0f glorys ‘A reprobateo, ‘'a drunk-
ard, a.loosa liver all his life, ho
had resksd up debit-aftcr debit.: until
there had bcen nothing dbut o swift
tickot t0 Hclle 4nd thon ho hed gome

bo on* oarthl" :

Maybe this weuld de a good placo to

toll you that the library was locatcd

in a falr-sized towm of canfortable

_out in such & mannor as to tuild up that buildings that resambled almost any

hugr. crcdit-- Whiskcy Jonod, . who had
never couhted anything sacrcd, had..
dicd in such a fashion that in roturn
for his misorablc, wastcd.lifo, ton
mon had lived thet would: othcrwisc have
been dead. -And thus had Whiskey carned
his tickot to Hoaven, & bettor man in
the ond that somo good-livurs had boen
all thoir livese

"ihero'd I find Whiskey Jonca?" Tho
Captain askod the librarians’

. Tho othor shook his hoads "I .
wouldn't know. When you ontor Hoaven:
youwr life is .your oms .Tho Ppooks novoy
tell whorc you arc or.what :you 'aro
doing." e ; ;

s "Isn't thero any way I could £ind
him?" _ <k t g0 ¥

wioll, you might try tho Bailor'.
Havon. 4 MLt ol

"Huhhh?" Jason atarod.

fair-sized towh ‘'on earth except for one
things There werc no commcreial
ostablishments. The strcets wero wind-
ing and trco-lincd. Peoplc wabdcrod
hore and ther¢’, none of them in a
hurry and yot all of tham aeppearing to
be bound on somc mission. It was just

‘@ ‘caso’ of having ‘something to do and all

otcrnity to do it in. This town was
looatod porhaps four milos rrom tho
‘ontrenco to Hoavon,

Tho captain turned a corner and
thore bofore him was a laong slops, at
the ‘pottom of which was tho shorelinc
of a 'vast ocean. It was a beautiful

-8ilvory beach that strotched for as far

as the eould sce, ldapped by tho gentle

“rollers thet came in stately procession

from the bosom of‘the desp, to gontly
kiss thq sl:_xoro end thon rocode.

17 0 Tho road led down this slopc to a

vast, rambling building, tlet looked
1iks en old'Engkish tavorn, beyond
which could b0 scon tho thin finger of



a broad pier stretching out into ths
waters 1lloored to this dock were perhaps
a dozen veeselss

e It was the sight of these ships

must be raving nuts or still deed and
suffering from deloriume Far there was
a modern yatch-- & brigantine of the
timc of the Ameriean Rovolution~— a
statoly Viking longboat, and on or two
others he couldn't identify,

nebale
that convinged Jason Crull that he oithor cantcd itsclf gaily over ono ear,

. Through them pushod &h irmense
figure of & mn. He was clad in somo
unknown gard that seemed to be partly

of animl sking and partly of burnishod
On kis head a gleardng helrmct
the
horns on it.catching the light. He
sported a luxurious red beard that
covared his whole foec but for the upper
ehcek donos an d the eyes and forcheads

A huge hand banged dovin on Jason's

shoulder and he folt as though his kneos

Jason shook his head and facod the would duoklece.

imm, I% was a conglomeration like tho
shipping. It appecarrod to havo bLoan
addod to from timc to timc, and cach
builder had come from a different timo,
for nowhoro was tho arshitecturc the
samos Tho deorway was broad, stono
outlincd, and English. B0 was the
woathored sign swinging ovorhcad.
Through tho door roarod an old soafaring
ditty, tho words not a whit cleaned
UPe

It was e0sily brightwithin, nogiy
and verme It 7as crwoded, round and
squarc tablcs ring;d by boistorous mon,
tankards, glassos, ansient-locking mugs
in hends, hecds titlod baek as they
shoutcd the lurid words t$o ths rough=
hued, amoko-staincd raftcrs overhoad.

Suddonly a huge voiso roarod forthe
Irmediatoly the voilsos dicd downe The
voicc soundod againe

"Boholdd A stranger in our midsti®

411 oyos foausscd ,on Jasone
Questioning cyes, curiocus fucese Many
timos had Josmm fuecd such looks in the
dives of Malay cnd the South China
Cocste Imwdiatoly ho folt ho should
bo wary, but strangely tho feeling of
fonr or or dcnger would not gorws Tho
nanory was thero, but somohow ho fol$
tho assuranco that thosc ron meant no
horne Thorc wos only fricndly ocuriosity
in their Jecose

"Hol"™ Roarer.Rcdbacrde. "Who-belst
thou?®
dason found his tongue. "I am

Captain Jason Crull, late of Haldifax,"

"A seafraing noni" Roared Redbeard
and Jasch folt Wuffottod by the volume
of the ran's voiecees "Mates-~ another
gailor. A Captain, Now we have enother
ship.™ :

A hot tankerd was thrust into
Jason'’s hands He railsed it to his lips
and drank. The filery liquid, unlike
anything he had ever tasted btofore,
coursed down his throat to send fingers
of living fire through his veinse Then
he was coughing gs he fought for his
breathe Gales of laughter made the
rafters ringe

But he felt fine. Suddenly Jason
Crull was happier than he had ever been
before. He falt strong and wide awake
and he knew ho was among his own kind,
$hat these men were friends, oager to
mee$ him, eagre to bave him with thems

s+ ‘Fingers ocaught at his and vagucly
faniliap faocerwas thrust into hise
4Cap'ng® Cried a well-remembored voicc.
®Ggp'n—— $t's o-- Whiskey! Lordy but

I'nm glad to sees youl®

It was Vhiskey~~ and Jason felt ho
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would like to ory but instead he laughed. »

And as he lgughed the old devil that was
within him put the words in his mouth--
"Cuthbert, you littlo runtl I've Beon
looking for you!l"

Immodiately ho had used tho othor'a
right namo he felt sorry. Ho oxpogtod
roars of laughtor to eomo and khow the
littlo man would never live down such &
namce But nobody scomcd to notice it.:
And Whiskay showod no surpriso. Ho
just grinnod. S

"I bot it floorecd you, Oap'n, whon'
you found out my namo. Ain't it a
dastard to hang cn a guy, though?" -4

Vhiskoy staerted toward ones of the
tables and somcthing wnusual about his
walk botheorcd Jascn. ‘Not until- thoy
had sat dcwm did ho know what it a8

"Whiakey--—“ he said, "you log-—-
you den't wlak with that stiffnoss--.

Wthiskoy laughed and hoistod ths
mcmbore. Pulling upthh pants leg ho
exposod hoelthy flesh, - well-hcired,
mussular. "How do ycu 1ike it, Gc.p n?,
Feol it-- don't thot wotit- that pogleg
you whittled ocut for re when I lcsgt tho
othor?" £

*

-Jason poked it, kneaded it,

pullcd tho hair on it.
"Is it roecl, Thisloy?"
v "Sure it's real, - Oap'n. and
look Capn', lay cff tho *Whiskoy' =~
hup? - I novor toueh the -stuff gnymoro.
Up hora I'm just Bort to‘tho ‘guys."

Jason stared.. "You-'gquit =
drinking? Lord, thetts good, Whigkee
Bort. This 1ifo fia8 suro f:orkod
wondors for you.™

"It surc hes, and it will for you,
tooes Ycu it cnd sco, Cep'n. You'll
bc & ncw mon boforo tho yoar is out.
You'tro locking bottor zlready. Last

i
[

H

tjme I saw you you had white hnir,
. BOTG . of iron-grey ncw."

It's

Harry brushed his hand aeross his
Palding pete. He brushed it again,

.Then he felt carefully.

Ay

"Somstl;iqg wrong?" Bert asked.

o 'J:aaon' looked puzzled. "I was bald

‘when I died, Bert. I don't think I em
m." N

Lt ‘Bort. grinned. "Naturelly not. Bp
‘here you get .rejuvenated. Your whole

body chenged gradually until you are

at your boest., The vaery best.. When wero
you at. your best, @ap'n?"
_"Arouh:d' 40, I guosa."

. "Then that’s tho age you'll always
be up herp~~ sround 40. 4And you'll
nevor bo 8iok, Cap'n. And boy, the fun
you'll have. This is suro the life."

Jason locked slightly unboleiving
at this. "wWhat do you do theso days?
On eerth you went in pretty strong for

wing, womon, and scmo song."

“9%0}1-- I Bave up the.wino.".
. "Wh&t ~about thQ women and song?"
.Tason preasod.

VWfoll, T can.sing a Bit Wotter
ecw-“ . '

X "What about thw womon?" Demanded
J’aaon Crull.

Botcro Bort could squirm cut of
Shat ono the dcor to the Sailor's Haven.
tanged open, admitting a long tall
hungry figurc elad in scmboer black.
Its faco was alcs long and it locked

' somewhat like a spavincd horso dcwn cn

ites foed., On its hoad sat squarcly a
bread brirmod blasek hat. Under its amm
reposed & hefty teme. Jascn thcught he
lockod slightly familiar but thc faco was
in shadow and bosides, by ncw Jascn
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had had almost one too many and everything else? I novor bad any noed for you on

was taking on & delightfully wavy
aspect.

From'this awe inspiring vision.oame
forth equally awe ingpiring toncs..

“Arise, ye wicked menl" It criede
“Cease this drinking angd carousing and
singing of lewd songs."

Loud laughs greeted ‘these "’ords.
Cries of "Have a drink, Sam," and
"How many bave you 'saved.today, Sam?"
filled the ‘room. The comi'ortr.ble
waviness departed Jason.

"y God," ho said,

. "if it ien't
the preacher. Hiyah,

Freaehl"
The newcomer stepped forward, "It
is you, Captain Jason Crull," pro-
claimsd the roverend gentleman who

hed buriod Jason. “I seec you have re-
turncd to your ¢vil ways.. I had hopos
thét you would rcpent and fz2ll down and
bloss your Savior ~hon you had finally
rcel_isod your gcod fortung."”

Bort stcrods’

g pal of
yours,. Gap'p?"

"Tnis guy a2

garth.and I got to Heaven, so I surc

don't: neod you. no'v."

'I‘ho orstv*hile man of tho cloth drcw
himgolf up and in a voico of doom pro-

8laoimed. "Ah'thet I shculd como tc
thisd On carth I labored mightily tc

" saved doonod sculs for ry Master. And
‘In Hoevon I find ny werkistill tcdc.
Oh Lord, - is there nc rocst.fer the
JQO.I'Y?"

"Ho w'd you 1ikc e. Sulft kiek in

the briteiws?”. Asked Jascn, intorcstcdly.

" "Oh leave him alcne, friend," -
roared Redbeard, weving his ncw empty
tankard at a' passing waltress. “After

+ all, this is ycur Heaven-~ Valhalla--

the World in the Hereafter. Here
everyone geots his just rewards. That
means every man can dc to his heart's
content what he had always wanted to do~-
only he candt hurt anybedy while doing
ite Now this caf here is enjoying
himself, no doubt. He hs doing what

he wants to do abcve all elso: save
sculs! He's hurting nobody. Sc enjcy
yourself and pay no attenticn tc him."

4

Jascn pondered these werds: and

"Forsooph, and Ods Bodkins and lathor docided them to bo wisdom, indecds Sc

my britehoes," reared Rodbeard, coming
.-upe "1Is this long -shankcd purveyor of
doom bothormg you, Ceaptain?"

Jason cxpleincd the somehat in-
congrucus acqueintencoship, . Redboard
rearcd rith luavghtor. “Here, Jog," .
hc ericd, thrusting forth his tankerd,
thc contents slppping ,jovicdly on tho
proschor's blc ck fropkooct. "Have o
snorti" ‘3

Fason + as somowhat spocchloss oy
Rodborrd's mixod vocabulery. .. But he.
Ta8 oveh LOrc Epc cchless atthe advont. .
cf tho ..inistore ¥“L oh “ ho finally
mens ged tc gt ine . “How .about you .
going and poddling your Tarcs; somo*rhora

3 “He-axd thét 5

ho turned:to the rightecus gentlemcn,
Scram, spcilspert! Bnjcy jyoursclf
gaving sculd that want tc B»o saved--"
His voiceo dicd off. "Say-~" ho said,
turning tc Redbeard, who'lby.now had'a
tankard on cne kneco and the sorvicg
wonch on tho cthere "Mightn't there be
pocplo up hore whe's:greatest joy in
lifo is getting saved-- going into

.roligicus spaams cf hair-pulling, screech-

ing, and all that?"

5 ; NAyc " Answoered Rodbeard, giving
.. the woneh an apprcoiatlve pinch cn the

but tceks

Jason turned tc the preachor.
Cherlic?" Ho usked.
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Scmowhorc hore thoro arc benighted
hooligans that want tc be seved-- whe
want tc rcll in yocur sloppy serimonge—
gc Tind thom and bc happy with your
cwn kind-- but for tho Luvva God, lcave
e alonol"”

Redboard hoaved himsclf-from his
scat and departcd for spcts unknown,
the .weneh hanging gigglingly on onc arme
Bert watechod them go, a far away lock in
his cyoa. :

"Dammg," grumblcd Jascn. "Theg Lerd
tcck me as I wes 80 I guoss He's satisge
fiocd. And thet's the way I'm sayings
So I guoss Ho'’ll still bo satisficd——
hey, where axme you geing?”

Bort locked M oke
Viking swipod my girl!

"That big

III

It wasn't until tho third day in
tho Sailors Hawvon that Jascn was app-
roachod by a littlc rcund tub of a fat
man whe lcoked as though ho had just
finighcd lnughing and might atart again
any ninutce.

"I'm Round Jchn, tho Port Mastor,"
ho intrcduced himsclfs "Now that you
arc with us to stoy, and scoing you
arc & Captain, no dcubt you'll bo

wanting a ship?" - 7 ]

Captain Jascn Crull starcd at the
1ittle man. ' "Say that again," ho
denandcde.

Round John dide
addcd.

"And a crow," he

"You mpan,"” said Jason slowly,
"thet I ccn howo o ship, and a crow?
Thet I can gec sciling, just as-I did ca
earth?" o

"Surc, what oslo did you think
you'd want to do? You'rc a sailore
that is what ycu arc happiest dcing,

ign't itom

Jason starcd out over the rolling
soa. Golden clouds way off on the
horison billowed and rollods Nearby sono
strange bird sang a song of in-
doseribable beautye

"Whore is there to sail?" He
askode "What is thorc out thero?"

Round John shruggode "Who knows?
This 1s Etcrnity. Heawven is eternal
in epacc and time. Everything is cut
there for & sailor. Olaf, tho Viking
with the red beard, has been discover-
ing new and strange lands fvr hundreds
of years. We hawve a Greck from Homer's
time who has beeon exploring nystic
lands of conchantrient, whore dragons

Tho sunnavebitehl®™ breathe fire and siresn sing from

roeky 1sles.”
"Ycu're spoofing me," Jason accused.

The Pot Manster shock his head,
""Congider., This is Heawvenes It 1s
otormnl 1n space~ that reans that no
mattor how large we think 1t is it is
alwvays lorgere No mmtter how many of
us ccmo here end sail it will always
bo big enowgh for therm to find new
lands, ses nsw things., What did you
sail for on carth, Captein Crull?"

Jason's eyes grew droarrye "I
gucss 1s was bocause I had an itchy
foote I couldn't stay in one placec
too longs I had to see new pcoplo—
now places~ I had to bo always
travelling."

Round John's arm waved. "Then
think of this great ocean. In it you
can sall fcpr all time and you never
naed visit the samw place twise unless
you want to. Gather the erew you want——
and sail intc the sunrises And no
natter how strange the -thing has been
that you have seen, or want to see, you
will see strangors For this is
Heaven—— here overy ran is bappy doing



what he likes tc dc the mcst—— hore there
18 nc cnd tc that.”

Captein Jascn Crull gazcd away into
tho foce ¢f tho rising sun. Funny, ho
thcught, ho hedn't ncticed tho sun boforae
It was just liko tho cne on earth. It
vwas ccriing up in a cloar sky through
which a few flogey clouds ganbolleds
It was a fine merning, Jason thoughy,

a wnderful day, a day for sailing.

13
SGME NOTES ON "JASON CRULL"

I bogan this story on January 20, 1949,
It was finally finished on Jonuary 22,
1950,

I have tc give credit whore crcdit is
duce It was inspircd by a book I recad
on a visit to Normen Lamb's in Sincoa,
o book, tho exaetl title of which I
don't recall, but it was by Mark Twein,

and was ebout a douty old soca ccptain who

Ho throw his erms abovo his hord cond
loughod lcud and clears

"Tc live like this fer all timel
What have I dene to doscrve this?
Round Johne— I wont a ship~~ a crow——
Captcin Jason Crull sails againi”

Ho tunred and wdi ked along the pier
and cff 1t up the dittle slops to tho
dccr of tho tavorne He halted bofcro
he stoppod through its pcrtals to watch
a tall, lank, cadorvous creaturc clcd all
in black, plodding 1its mcurnful way alcng
the crest of the hill. Behind hin
strung a stragglcly line of hunchod
giguros. ™Como end bo savodi™ Entoned
thc leadewe ™Hearken unto ric and ycu
shall eat cf th® honoy of the angels and
trond the strcets of gocld and sing
hosamnahs all day longe™ And bohind hin
tho figures sang "Praisc bo tho Lerdd”
"Hallolujahi” “Amoni" '

Thoe doors closoed cut the scund and
Jascn locked abcut him at tho Jolly men,
sheuting ancther of thoir apparantly
ondless songs of love and drink and
yellow girls and south sca nightse

And Captein Jaeon Crull thought,
"OUntc cach a Heavon of his cwmi" Thon
ho loaped to the tcp of a tahlo and
ghoutcd loud and cloare "A crow for
Captain Jascn Crull. Who will sail
with mo on cruiscs of &iscovory and
explorction and cverything your heart
dogires?" :

THE END

died and wont to heaven and cof his
discussions with the angels therce

I docided to write scmething sinmilar
but putting in it my own ideas and sc
forthe Thus the story began., But it
soon Branched off Into trails all its
orn-- I became so interested in ny

lead coharctor that ho ran away with tho
story and scon I was but his dbicgrapher,
Thus the sca captaln rey have started
out scmewhat of a kin to Mark Tymin's
but prctty soon he turmed out to be

an ontity entirely diffeorent.

The story saw soveral changes of nanes
Originally it was "Captaln Dockett
Goos to Hpaven". ZLater cn it changed
to "Tho Saga of Captain Harry Dockett",
But this was tco cluusy, tooelcso to
Twain's titles I wantod soncthing
different, sorething a little unusual,
just as Jason turned out tc be a little
‘different than I hcd at first
envisioned him to boe

S0 his mnme bocame Jason Crull, and
tho name of the story boccamo sinmply,
"JTason Orull?,

No dcubt you will f£ind plenty of

aloppy bhraseolcgy and grammore But this
is a first draft-- I have stoncilled

it direetly froa the vary first writing
Just as it cane from ry imegination,

New you will sce how a first draft of
iy work lockse. If it had boen for

sale noturclly there would havo been
nany changes, Imch polishing, sone-
thing added hore and sormthing deleted
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thoroe
a mastocrpieces
is stcnd or £all on whatover rerits it
pCssa88CB.

Nc dcubt you will noto that I 'hz:'(-ir’e loft
nysclf reny cponings for a soqual if I,

shculd over bcoom 8¢ brave as t¢ ocn-
sidor t0 tell ncre about Jascn Crull,

I meke no cdlairs of hoving written
I give it to you and let

MARCH 8, 1961. (Notice date please).
* Now unleas the mails bwteen Los
Angeles and here arc very slow,
this could not have oven bcen mailed
. in time for mo to do anmything about
by tho wbove date. So all I can do
* pight now 1s to offor my sincere

. congratulations and hopc that Rapp!s

Share~tho=future-fen-plan will be a

and I think. the opportunities arc end-
* losBe .

signal success and to hepc that Nancy
will not find' she has walkod into a

| _ Rat Trappl .

I hope the presentation of this in one
complete instalment will make up in some
gmall way fer my recent FAPA inactivity.

P99 9909900900000 000907 009999.90.90.0.9.6:9¢

Leglis A. Cmutoh.

i) And now you have read the .

. current issue of LIGHT.
Naturally I will do -

. waiting to sco-what.you
will bec thinking of it,.
I'11l find out through
thB FAPA 1 know. .
Those of you who are
not membors, bo surc to
drop me your brickbats °
and posios. I hope °.
there arv, more of the

1t ia with same amsement that I noticed
the foregoing date. Naturally, it
should e "1961",

‘ s FeIg )
SOME EXTRA NOTES ON :
VARIQUS THINGS

March 26, 1951. " oow dk gk bl latter than of tho i
' former. If you'd like "
.. Thie 18 heing adlibbed at the last me to'pull & stunt like
minute. After I have finished this - this again, bPe sure
column and & balf this stencil will ard say sos I've

anough such mterial
to do it quiteva few
timess I was really a
prolifie typowriter-
pounder for a timo
theres

go ‘into the ‘duplicator and.be run

r offe LIGHT for this. issue will then
been completed as far as the duplicating
iz concerned. I have planned this issue
for the EAPa Issue appearing in May.
This then will mean that another
waiting=-lister will be deprived of
the honor of filling my place because
I neglected making my rencwal require-~
mentess To that waiting lister, my
sincore. apologiocs. ! .

On MARCH 16 1961 (notice the date,
Please) I receivod from Leg. Angolce ' .
e nice 1ittle request for somo
material for a mcgazing colebrating
the coming nmuptiels Rapp will Sharc
with Nancye The request asked for
all such contributions to be in by
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LIGHT FLASHES; ALight
Publication, issued by
Leslie A« Croutch, Box 121
Parry Sound, Ontario, Can-
ada., This is a trade organ
and 1s avaliable gratis by
fan authors, poets, artist
and publishers only.

LIGHT PUELICATIONS AGAIN
ROLLING

Fequirement of a new dup ~
~icator sees Light Publice
<tions again going to town
at Box 121, Parry Sound ,
cntario. Half way through
vhe duplication of the May
issue of LIGHT, the mach -
ine which had been in use
for years, broke down. The
first machine to bo looked
at, 4 Mimcograph Model 90,
proved unsuitable, and was
roeturned to the company. A
Speed-0-Print was next in-
vestigated and finally pur
chascd, This is a nicely
built little machine and
appcars equally suitable te
fan work as the twice aa
oxpensive Mimsograph 90
This organ is thc first to
be turned out on tho now
machine, both in order to
get acquainted with it,and
to got back into tho swing

of things again.

LIGHT FLASHES CEASES TO BE

A COLUMN

Yos, the hoadlino is right,
No longor will you sco the

namc usocd in CANADBILN FAN -
DOM, or in LIGHT. LIGHT FL-

ASHES has branched out on
its own as a fulleflodged
papor. No, NOT a magazine .
This will be handled in the

samc fashion as a newspapor
has

No dato for issuance
boon sot yot. For the time
boing it will probadbly bo
somowhat irrogular. Howovor
it is hopod that it can boc

placed on somo definite sc-

hoduloc, LIGHT FLASHES

froe, but not to genoral
fen, It is intonded ONLY to
be mailcd to follow publish
crs, authors, poots, art -
ists. It is intonded to bo
a housc organ, handing out
nows of what I am up to,

whot I plan in publishing ,

is

~what futurc issuos may con=-

tain, and what material I
em looking for. No adverti-
sing policy has boon sot as
yot and may not bo,

LIGHT FLLSHES THIRD NIME

"IN CROUTCH BANNER

LIGHT FLLSHES is the third
namo to bo publishoed urnder
the LIGHT PUBLICLTIONS
bannor. Thoy aro: (1)LIGHT
(2) THE VOICE (3)LIGHT FL-
LSHES. LIGHT is, as nost
of you know, tho "flagship
of tho fleot"., THE VOICE
appears in tho Fantasy in-
atour Pross iassociation
mailings, ONLY, LIGHT FL -

- ashos has alrocady beon ox-

plaineod in a forogoing ar-
Yicle.

LIGHT PUBLICLTIONS PL.N
OTHER TITLES FOR FUTURE

Robert D. Swishor, NFFF
copyright burcau chicf,was
sont tkx namcs of two add-
itional contompleted mog -
azines some time ago. The
nancs of thoso planned fan
negs arec: (1) SPECTRL, in-
tondod for the FiP4, (2)
CINE-F4N, The latter is n
not, at the proscnt time ,

planncd as a rogularly iss-

uod magozine, Tho first may

boe tho last, though it is
hoped it shall not bo.
Moro nows on this will be
issuod at a future dete
when work dofinitely bPe -
gins on it,

MAY LIGHT SPORTS MONOCHROMEL

COVER BY GIBSON

The covor of LIGT for My
will bec by Bob Gibson, but
instead of boing duplicat-
ocd in the usunl black ink
will appoar in a brilliant
graen. This is tho initial
stop in LIGHT PUBLIC.IIONS
use of color, Inside, tho

sono issue sports two cuts
in green, LIGHT PUBLICAT -
JONS uses an English- made
flat-bed duplicator for

its color work. This is
worked somewhat in the
manner of a flat-bed job

press, and extremely acc -
urate registration is
possible., The output is
very slow, howsver, but
this is more than offsct
by the use of color b eing
made possiblos

BOOKLETS PLANNED BY LIGHT
PUBLICATIONS

Nebulous plans for tho f
futurc output of the LIGHT
Pross havo a place for

__various fan booklets.THESE

will definitoly NOT bo
givon avay., Pricos will
bo secton them, Somc book-
lcts inteonded for very
limitod circulation arc
also possible., Calls will
bec sont out for material
when work definitoly comm-
onces, and the naturc of
tho contributions will be
givon., i

RE FUTURE MATERILL FOR ANY
OF THE LIGHT MAGAZINES

In the futurc ploasc do
not sond matorial that is
unsolicitod. Tho rceason
for this is duo to the
fact that at timos tho
backlog of material hore
gots too largo and you r
matorial may have to wait
soveral months boforc sco-
ing print. It is bost to
contact me and tell what
you have as an idea, and
if T want I will tell you
80 or work with you on it.
Matorial accoptod this way
scos print in about a
quarter of the timo it
othorwisc would., Howover ,
and this is important, if
you arc an artist or car -
toonist and are willing to
subnit your work alrecady
on stoncil, got in touch
with mc right now. There
is a placo for more such
artists. VWHEN SUBMITTED ON
STENCIL YOUR WORK IS DUP -
LICLTED WITH 4LL ITS OR -
IGINLI, FIDELITY. THERE IS
NO 1L0SS IN TRiCING. B u t,
got in touch with me first
and sond a samplo.

PLUG?
This isn't usual, so don't
ask e to do it, But ir

will whon I have the room
and it concerns a rocder
of this papor. But if you
want books, ete¢,, drop
Norman V. Lamb at 1lino ct
203 Main St,., Simcoe, Ont-
ario, Whon I saw his pr-
icos I asked hinm what hc
was trying to do. Honcwtly
gang, tho blightor is
practically GIVING t h ¢
stuff away, S'fact! No, 7
don't get a cut out of
this. But nost of his
stuff is loss thon a buck-
cloth-bound cditions is
good conditions, tool

IF IT'S . LIGHT
PUBLICATION IT'S
BOUND TO EBE GOOD!
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