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THE i o BY

EDI ORI Yo f e JACK L, CHALKER

AR e e RS R &0 L

:A DAMNED SER- : Well, yea, ‘this ls more of a Serconatype ama-
:CON 'ZINZ YET!: teur publication than the 'faanish' or common
B SR 5588 FHBSHIRR K type, This publication will not be liked by

those persons who put out such fanzines, because it has little to
do with SF fandom to their wgy of thinking, But it actually does,
after all, What is presented in these pages is a different type
of fan, He is not a Sercon, He is having fun in his own way, and
he is here to present his efforts to you in the way he can do best,
This publication does not expect to go down in history, It doesn't
even expect to accomplish much, if anything at all--except to give
its readers a few moments of entertainment,

Entertainment, That is the reason for its being, plainly and
simply,

Remember that I said that fannish fanzines were common? They
are, I can think of, offhand, close to 40 and many, many more if
given a little time to think, These are put out by people having
their own brand of fun, But very seldom does the amateur writer,
the person who has not sold professionally, but writes good and
often excellant pieces,

In this publication, it is not outward appearance which is
of primary importance, but the quality of the material contained
herein! And the material jsg herein to give you some entertainment,
Bear in mind when reading the amateur pieces (piece, this issue)
that they are by amateurs, not professionals, They will have many
mistakes in them, naturally. There will be flaws in plot, style,
continuity, etc, But that's all the more reason for you to help,
Your complaints are going to be this publication's business, Your
criticism might help some budding author on his next piece, Hmmm,,
that's being Sercon, isn't it? O0,K, DAMMITI THIS IS A SERCON PUB-
LICATION AND IF YOU DON'T LIKE IT YOU CAN JUST SAY YOU DON'T AND

WE'LL DROP YOU FROM THE MAILING LIST| Then everybody's happy. 0.K.?

0.K, And that's that,

WELL, WHAT AM 1 TRYiNG TO AéCOMPLISH?- I'm trying to give you some=
titiriiiiisrsrssssrssssssrasssissrss: thing a little different in
the way of a fanzine, that's what! And I'm trying to give you some

of the Good 01d Days when a fanzine was the where promising authors

can try out, Of course I don't expect to succeed! But it's a helluva
lot of fun trying, isn't it?

Good Lord! I've really exploded there, haven't It From Hiccup
to a full-fledged hurricane! That's what you get when writing an ed-
itorial spontaneously on the stencil, But I did mean every word of
it and 1 am expecting reactions on it,

olvanoouo-too..'cl-osoo-
L 8 % 8 8 8 s v s

: OUR STORIES THIS TIME: We are honored this time by a reprint by
tesrrisizestseesssssize the late, great Howard Phillips Lovecraft,

We are proud to bring it to you--especially to those who haven't

read any of Mr, Lovecraft's pieces as yet, This is not, by far, a
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great work of Mr, Lovecraft's, Indeed, it is one of his lesser pieces
and is not evenr a sempliug of that wrenderful world of horrox, Love-
craftiana, But it is a professicnal story of some merit, and deserves
great attention as a mestzepicce of modd and is an immortal example
of the words or ouxr coverw,

CONSPIRACY OUT OF DO2WICH is somewhat of a suprise, It can be tak-
en as a slam=bang adventure novelette, of course, But the story,
actually a series of radically different and oft times opposing thou-
ghts and ideas, Under a fine microscope, each person sees it as an

entirely different thing=soven, at times, social satire, What is your
feeling?

The lettercolumn this issue is concerning a previeus publication
of mine, CENTAUR, To those of you who did not get CENT, it won't

mean much, But I hope it answers some question for those of you that
did.

Advertisements will not be completely eliminated, We still crave
publicity, and theough we will not charge for 'zine ads, we will de-
mand that you give us one ia return,

I T N e N A A N
e a e s R

:NAME THE CHESAPEAKE BABYl: KALEIDOSCOPE is not a permanant title,
ti:sttssissssisssss: but is a stand-in until we get one, We

aren't offering any prizes save our gratitude for this little contest,
but if you have ah idea for a name for this publication, please don't
keep it to yourself, Name this publicatiq, and we can at least prom-
ise that you'll receive all amateur magazines put out by Chesapeake

for nothin', It's all we can do, but why not try?

. . T BL BF L
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(advertisament) (advertisement)

Hove you got 2-bits that™c tumings e hole in your poeket? If this
ic the cago, omd it to: : .
SATA D111 Ponroom, 90-13 - 43pd Avenue,
Elrhurat 73, New York for a oample copy df 34li or send §l, Tor &4,
SATA 15 = halfesizec lithocd 'zine fcaturin~ tho BESL off boat in
Tiction , humor, cnd fantasy, ond ia cenerously splccd with qual-
1ty artwork, . fow coples are splll avallatrle to you of. tho ALL °
CONIC icauc! Don't oles out on the fun! Sond for SATA, now, .

(.nd nention thls pudblication when answering adal) ' e

* *

Lo : telwlielelvinl=]
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CONTRIBUTIONS .. ccoveeee
We’ll be glad to take anything you throw at
us in the way of artwork and prose articles and fiction, Poetry,too,
is more than welcome, Any subject at all, though no fan fictien or
VERY faanish pieces of any sort please--there are many fanzines which
will be glad to look them over, This one 1s not one of those, Art
also on any subject--but no TAFF plugs, etc, BENMS will be excepted,
of course, But, despite Mr, St, John's stories, nudes won't appear
in this publication as a form of art;

Stencils this issue are Tower brand, Typewriters used are: For this
editorial and DORWICH: Remington Standard, SARNATH: Smith Carona
Portable ,z+=+=t+=+=+=+=4=+=4= This is a Chesapeake Publication,
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The quotation or the cover is the First Law upon which Howard
Phillips Lovecieft brsed his writings. Because he placed mood
first, then 125%, «.&4 lasily character, nmany do not care for him,
Yet many scholars concsider him one of the great American writers.
This story you are about to read has been out of print for about
14 years, It is a mood story, and it has but one character: The
mighty city of Samath. There is no dlalogue. It 1s truly one of
ces of fiction in many years.

That Caree 70

@ 1943 by August Derleth & Donald Wandrel for BEYOND THE WALL OF
SLEEP. &; 1947 by August Derleth & Donald Wandrel. By permiss-

lon of Arkham Houset! Publishers, Sauk City Wisc. All rights reser-
ved by Arkham House,

THERE IS IN THE LAND OF MNAR a vast still lake that is fed by
no stream and out of which no stream flows. Ten thousand years agd there
stood by its shore the mighty city of Samath, but Samath stands there
no more,

It is told that in the immorial years when the world was young,
before ever the men of Samath came to the land of Mnar, another clty
stood by the lake; the grey stane city of Ib, which was as old as the
lake itself, and peopled wlth beilngs not pleasing to behold., Very odd
and ugly were these beings, as irdeed are most beings of a world yet
Inchoate and rudely fashioned. It is written on the brick cylinders
of Kadatheron that the beings of Ib were in hue as green as the lake
and the mists that rise above it; that they had bulging eyes, pouting,
flgbby lips, and curious ears, and were without voice. It is also writ-
ten that they decended one night from the moon in o mlst; they and the
vast still lake and the grey stone city Ib., However this may be, 1t
1s certain that they worshipped a sea-green stone idol chisled in the
likeness of Bokrug, the water-lizard; before which they dancod horribly
when the moon was gibbous, Mnd it 1s written in the papyrus of Ilamek
that they one day discovered fire, and thercaf ter kindled flames on
mony cereamonial oceasiona, But not much is written of these beings, be-
gglfso nan 1s young, and knows so littlec of the veory anclent living

ngs.

Aftor many cons, man came to the land of Mnar; dark shepherd
folk with their flcecy flocks, who built Thraa, Ilamek, and Kadatheron
on the winding rivor Ai. Md certain tribes, more hardy than the rest,
pushed on to the border of the lakoc and built Sarmath at a spot where
Precious metals weore found in the earth.

Not far from tho grey city of Ib did the wandering tribes lay
the first stones of Samath, and at the beings of Ib they marvelled
groatly. But with thelr marvelling was nixed hate,for they thought 1t
not meet that beings of such aspect should walk about the world of nan at
dusk, Nor did they like the strange sculptures upon the grey monoliths
of Ib, for these sculptures were terrible with antiquity. Why the be-
Ings and the sculptures lingerod so late in the world, even to the com-
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ing of men, none can tell; unlcss it was because the land of Mnar was
very still, and remotec from most owncr lands, both of waking and of
drcam.

48 the men of Samath boheld more of the beings of Ib thelr hate
grew, =1d it was not loss bocause theoy found the beings week, and soft
as Jelly to the touch of stones and arrows. So one day the young warr-
lors, the slingecrs and tho specarmen and the bowmen, marched agailnst Ib
ond slew all the inhabitants thereof, Pushing the qucer bodles into the
lake with long spcars, because they did not wish to touch tham. /nd be-
cause they dld not like the gray sculptured monoliths of Ib they cast
them also into the lake; wondoring from the grcatness of the labor how
" the stones wore brought from afer, as thoy must have becn, since there
18 naught like them in the land of Mnar or in the lands adjacent.

Thus of the very anciot city of Ib was nothing spared, save the
sea~groan stone idol chisled in tho likeness of Bokrug, the water-liz-
ard., This the young warriors took back with them as a symbol of con-
quest over the 0ld gods and beings of Ib, and a sign of leadershlp in
Mar. But on the night after it was seot up in the temble, a terrible
thing must have happcned, for wierd lights were seen over tho loke, and
in the moming the pecople found the 1dol gone and the high=prliest Taran
Ish lying dead, as if from some fecar unspeakable. And before he dled,
Taran-Ish had scrawled uron tho zltar of chrysolite with ocarse, shaky
strokee the sign of DOOM.

After Taran-Ish there were many high—pricsts in Sarmath, but never
was the sca=-groen stone idol found. /nd many conturies camec and went,
wherein Sarnath prospered oxceedingly, so that only the high-pricsts
and old women remambercd what Taran-Ish had scrawled upon the altar of
chrysolite, Betwixt Sarmnath and the city of Ilamek arose a caravan
route, end the pPrccious mectals of tho earth were exchanged for other
metals and rare cloths and jowols and books and tools for artificers
and all things of luxury that are Imown to the Pcoplc who dwell along
the winding river Al and beyond., So Sarnath waxed mighty and leamced
end beautiful, and sent forth conquering armies to subduc the nelghbor-
Ing citios; and in time there satc upon a thronc in Samath the kings
of all the land of Mnar and of many lands adjacant.

Thc wondor of tho world and the pride of all mankind was Samath
the magnificent, Of polished desert-quarricd marble werc 1ts walls, in
height three hundred cublts and in breadth scventy-five, so that char-
lots might pass cach other as men drove them along the top., For full
five hundred stadia did they run, being open only on thc side towards
the lakc whore a greon stone sea=-wall kopt back the waves that rose
oddly once a year at the time of the festival of the destroying of Ib,
In Sarmath wore fifty strocts from the lakec to the gates of the caravans,
and fifty more intorsccting them. With onyx wore they paved, save thoso
whercon the horses and camols and elophants trod, which were Paved with
granito, Ind tho gates of Samath wore as many as tho landward ands of
the strocts, cach of bronze, and flanked by the flgurecs of lions and
olephants carven from some stonc no longer kmown among man. The houses
of Sarmath werc of glazcd brick and chalcedony, each having i1ts walled
garden and crystal lzkelet., With strange art were they ballded; for no
other city had houses like themj; and travelers from Thraa «d llamog
and Kadatheron marveled at tne shining domes wherewlth they were sur-
aounted.

But more marvelous still were the palaces and the taembles, and the
Tardens made by Zokkar the olden king. There wore many palaces, the last
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of whigh were more mightier than any in Thraa or Ilamek or Kadather-
on. So high were they that ome within night sometimes fzncy himself
beneath only the sky; yet when lighted with torches dipt in the oll
of Dother thelr wall showed vast peintings of kings end armles, of
& splendor at once inspiring and stupliying to the beholder. Many were
the pillars of the palaces, all of tinted marble, and carven into de-
slgns of surpaseing beauty. ind in most of the palaces the floors were
mosalcs of beryl and lapis lazuli and sardonyx snd carbuncle and other
cholce materials, so disposed that the beholder might fancy himself
walking over beds of the rarest flowers. Lnd there were likewlse foun=-
tains, which cast scented waters about in pleasing Jets arranged with
cunning art, Outshining all 6thers was the palace of the kings of Mnar
end of the lands adjacent., On a palr of golden crouching lions rested
the throne, meny steps above the gleaming floor. ind it was wrought of
one plece of ivory, though mo man lives who knows from whence such a
vast piece could have come, In that pelace there were also many gal=-
erles, ond many ampetheatrss where lions end men and elephants battled
et the pPleasure of the kings. Somsetimes the ampetheatres were flooded
with water conveyed from thie lake by mighty acqueducts, and then were
aenacted stirring sea-fighta, or combats betwixt swimmers and deadly
mgrine things.

lofty end amazing weye the seventeen tower-like temples of Sar-
nath, fashioned of a bright, multl-colored stone not found elsewhera.
A full thousand cublts higli etodd the greatest among them, wherein the
hligh-prlests dwelt with a magmificence scarce less than that of the
kings. On the ground were kalls gs*vust gnd splendid as those oi the
Palaces; wherse gathered throngs in worship of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and
Lobon, the chiei gods oi Saynath, whose incense~enveloping shrines
were as the thrones of the monarchs. Not like the eikons of other gods
were thosgse of Zo-Kalar and Tamash and Lobon, for so close to 1llie were
they that one might swear %he graceful, bearded gods themselves sate
on the ivory thrones. ind up unending steps of zircon was the towerw
chamber, wherefrom the high-priests looked out upon the city and the
Plains and the lake by day; and at the cryptic moon and significant
stars end planets, and thelr reflections in the lake, at night. Here
was done the very secret and anclent rite in detestation of Bokrug,
the water-lizard, and here rested the altar of chrysolite which bore
the DOOM-screwl of Taran-Ish.

Wonderful likewise werse the gardens made by Zokkar the olden king,
In the centre of Pamath they lay, covering a great space and encir-
cled by & high wall, And they were surmounted by a nighty dome of
glass, through which shone the sun and moon and planets when it was
clear, and from which hung fulgent images of the sun and moon and
Plenets wvhen it was not clear. In summer the gardens were cooled by
fresh odorous breezes skilliully wafted by fans, and in winter they
were heated wlth concealed fires, so that in those gardens it was ale-
ways Bpring. There ran l1litile streams over bright pebbles, dividing
neads of green and gardens of many hues, and spanned by a multltude
of bridges. Many were the waterfalls in thelr courses, and many were
the 11111 0d 1akelets Into which they expanded. Over the streams and
with the melody of the waters. In ordered terraces arose the green
banks, adomed here and there with bowers of vines and sweet blossoms,
and seats ond benches of marble and porbhyry. fnd there were nany
small shrines where one might rest or pray to small gods,
Each year there was celebrated in Sarnath the feast of the des-




troying of Ib, at which time wine, song, dancing ané merriment of
overy kind abounded., Great honors were then paid to the shades of
those who had annihilated the 0dd ancient beings, and tho memory of
those beings and of thoir elder gods was derided by dancers and lute-
enists crowned with roses from the gardens of Zokkar, ind the kings
would look out over the lake and curse the bones of the dead that
lay bancath it,

At flrst the high-priests liked not thesec festivals, for there
had docended amongst them quoer tales of how the sca=groen eikon had
venishod, and how Taran-Ish had dled from fear and left a waming.
dnd they said that from thelr high towers they sometimes saw lights
beneath the waters of the lake. But as many years passed without cal-
anlty even the bricsts laughed and cursed and joined in tho orgles of
the feasters. Indood, had they not thonselves in thelr high tower
often performed thc very anclent and secret rite in detestation of
Bokrug, the water-lizard? And a thousand years of riches and delight
Passed over Samath, wonder of the world.

Gorgeous beyond thought was the feast of the thousandth year of
the destroying of Ib. For a decade it had been talked of in theo land
of Mnar, and as 1t drew nigh there came to Samath on horses and cam=-
cls and elephants men from Thraa, Ilamek &nd Kadatheron, and all the
citles of Mnar and all the lands beyond. Before the marble walls on
the appointed night were pitched the pavillons of princes and the
tents of travelers. Within his banquet-hall reclined Nargls~Hel, the
king, drunken wlth sncient wine from the veults of conquered Pnoth,
and surrounded by feasting nobles and hurrying slaves. There wero eate-
en many strangec delicacies at that feast; peacocks from the dlstant
hills of Implan, heels of camecls from the Bnazlc desert, nuts and
sPices from Sydathrian groves, and pearls from wave-washed Mtal dlss-
olved in the vinegar of Thraa. Of sauces there were an untold number,
Preparsd by the subtlest cooks in all Mnar, and sulted to the palate
of evory feaster, But most prized of all the viands wore the great
fishes from the lake, each of vast size, and served upon golden plat-—
ters sct with rubies and diamonds,

Whilst the king and his noblos feasted within the palace, and
viewed the crowning dish as it awaltod them on golden pPlatters, others
fBasted clscwhereo. In tho tower of tho groat tomplo the priests held
revels, and in pavilions without the walls the princes of nelghboring
lands medo morry. And it was the high-pricst Gnai-Kah who first sew
the shadows that docended ffom the glbbous into the lake, and tho
damnable green mists that arose from the lake to moet tho moon and to
shroud in a sinister haze tho towors and domes of fated Sarmmath. There~
after those in the towors and without bcheld strange lights on the
water, and saw that the gray rock Akurion, which was wont to rear
high above it near the shore, was almost submoerged. ind fear grow vag=-
uely yot swlffly, so that the princes of Ilamek and of far Rokol took
down and folded thelr tonts ond pavilions and depbarted, though they
scarcc know the reason f£for thelr doparting.,

Then, close to the hour of midnight, all the bronze gates of Sare-
nath burst open end emptiod forth a franzied throng that blackened
the pPlain, so that ell the visiting princos and travelers fled away
In fright, For on the faccs of this throng was writ a nadnoss bom of
horror unendurable, end on thelr tongues werc words so terrible that
no hearecr pauscd for proof, Men whose cyes were wild with fear shriok-
ed aloud of the sight within the king's banquct-hall, where through
the windows were no longer the forms of Nargls-Hcl and his nobles and
slaves but g horde of indgscribablc green voicgless things with bulg-
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ing cycss routing, flobby 1lipg, and curious cars; things which dencod
horribly, bearing in thcir Paws golicn Plabtors gsot with rubles and
dismondsg and containing uncouth flarmos. Jnd the pPrinccs and the trav-
clersy a8 thoy fled the doomed city of Sarmeth on horses and cancle
and clerhants, looked again upon tho mist-begotting lake and saw the
gray rock fkurion was qulto submerged. Through ell the land of Maar
end the lands adjacant sproad tho talecs of thosc who had fled from
Sarmath, and caravans sought that accursed city and 1ts proclous mot-
als no more. It was long orc sny travelers want thithor, and oven then
only tho brave and advanturous young man of yollow halr and bluc cyes
who arc no kin to the men of Mnar., Tho mon indced went to the lake

to view Sarnath; but thou gh they found the vast stlll lake itsclf, and
the gray rock Akurion which rears high abovo 1t near tho shore, thoey
bcheld not the wonder of the world and the prideo of all mankind. VWhere
oncc had risacn walls of threoe hundred cubits and towers yet highor,
now strectched only the marshy shore, and vhere oncc had dwelt fifty
million of mcn now crawled tho detcstablc water—-lizard, Not oven the
nines of proclious motals rameincd.

DOOM hed comc to Bamath.

But half buried in tho rushos was spled a curious green 1dol;
an cxcoecdingly ancimt 1dol, chisled in the likangss of Bokrug, the
great wator-lizard, That idol, enshrined in the high temple at Ilar-
nek, was subscquantly worshipped bancath theo gibbous moon throughout
the le;nd of Mnal’"...-.....
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Howard Phillips Lovcceraft (1890—1937) was bom
ond lived his entire life, oxcept for dbricf periods in Now York
and Florida, in Frovidonce, Thode Island. He was an unusual nman,
profeorring darlmegss to day and having an almost fanatical llking
for cats, Hec was "allorgic" to cold yet loved ice-cream. Ho did,
in fact, cat a bit of overy kind of ice-crecam onc shop had--and
1t had ovor 25 flavors! Heo write scvoral juvinilo horror Picccs
but fow cver saw publication., Basing a mythology of his croation
on tho works of Ambrosc Bicrce and Robert Chambers, and using the
style of wrlting of Poe, hc becanc one of the literary glants of
the 1930s in his fiecld—-indood, the litorary pgilant of the supernat-
ural story. He lived a strengoe 1ifag, as sonc of the incedents point-
cd out above show, and his 1ifc 1s cvery bit as fascinating as his
storics. He was active in the fandem of the 30s, and oftan wrote
snort cgsays for fanzines ond snatcur mamazines of that period. In
proTeasional eireclces he sold most of hls storics to Wiord Talcs,
thonzh sone found thelr way into LJSTOUNDING and Jrnazinge He lived
on oaly about $15,00 a wock, and with that grecat sun of moncy he
ofton nonaged to take trips to various eastcrm citics. He has done
ghest-wrlting for such notables as Harry Houdini, the famed nagleion,
and has done axtansive rcevision work for fricnds. Other contributors
to hisg nythologies arc: Clark Ashton Smith, Frank Bellmap Long, Rob-
crt Bloch, Zclia Brown-Recd Bishob ond the greatest of tham all, HPL's
successor, August Derleth. Lovecraft's most famous warks include THE
SHADOW OVER INNSMOUTH, THE SHLDOW OUT OF TIME and his cssay SUPER-
NLTURAL HORROR IN LITERLIURE. He died at 47 of cancer and Bright's
discasGe 0 oemmmmemmmemeee (10 }mmmcm e A




This letter colum was done before there were any actual plans for
change beyond the title change. You will notice YONDER mentioned every
80 often, YONDER was not used because of copyright conflictions., Only
this first page has been re-typed. JLC
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Billy Joe Plott ¢! CENTAUR was a very creditable lst lssue, tthank se—-
P.O. Box 654 : JLGHffor the most partifioh?#sI think tho repro
Opelika, Alabama ¢ was protty good althoupgh throre was some agyoesore
t=i=2 On the part of showthrough occasionally; but noth-

ing to raise a lot of ruckus about,

Harr's cover was falr, I think he nust have done it in about 10
minutes.;5 Don't be unfalr Bill! It took 12}/FF A little more time, of-
fort and thought would've made 1t an oxcellant cover, Backecover illlo
was the only one which was really outstanding, tho Harden's 1lllo of
Deck's story was pretty good.

A bit of advice: Lower the price to 15¢ as I am doing wlth my
'zine, ¥ou'll got bettor results and more inquiries that way. {471 have
lowerod 1t-to 20¢ but unless I am propared to rotum already spant
sub money that's as far as I con g0 fOr now.h/

Editorial was pretty good but could stand improvement. You arc
treading on dangerous ground with Mstimming The Gostak. I,toco, am a
Christianfan but prossing tho issuc ian't going to do CENT an}:ugOOd,
publicity-wise #57publicity-wise, it worked favorable wondersliis I don't

think thore are any roel athlests in fandom ;3fsee next letter,boyliff -

but arc mostly clods who don't sbolicve in God but lgnore Him, And
He'll surcly ignore them, in the long run,

. Harry's colum ;5'it was an article5’ was pretty good, but I'm
efraid fandom on the wholo shiocs away from the saucer blt too. The info
I already know about but found some pleasurc in rcading it agaln, The
final payegraph was rathcr juvinine if/Seo Bob Coulson's comment s/
Thanks fOr the plug for SFA #/for all tho good it dldlii/

Dock's story was pretty good, though not outstanding. Howover, I
hope you're not going to do the 'zinc roviews, odltorial, book reviews,
A WHAT book reviows?isfotc., ovory issuo! ;i Editorial and lcottorecol, of
vourse, tho Phil might like to take over this once. I've dropped the
'zine roviews, I found out that I just can't adoquately roview tham.is/

Berry'(s ploce was tops for tho issuoc. I rcally amjoyod 1t i4Who

dld not?%5 As a wholo, CENTAUR was nost aijoyable.
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Paregraphs arc taking too much spaco. Thoy are haoceforth oliminatod
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Poul Shingloton, Jr, ¢ CENTAUR arrived today. Forthwith, my oommonts.

320 - 26th Stroot ¢ Your covor was 0,K.,, I guoss. It would'vo
Dunbar, West Virginia ¢ bean much bettor had it boan stcncilgc} prop-
tele fm it fe fmlm d i3 orly, ALWAYS use a lcttering guldes i:i'r'l;,fg.vo you

or anyono got onec you want to selll, checap? PLEASE let mo lmowdii/ It
helps the appearance of evan a crudzine i5‘Gcee, you mean we weren't2s/
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crudzine ##I don't mow _quite how to tako that¥*. Your contents page
was nlxed up a bit wasn't 1t? #H#a bit?W4 Why have a contents Page
wlthout the contents 1isted as thnt particular page says? Reelly!
Barc" with us. Liko, it's E,é? 1Jack's editorial was for the most
Part noce53ﬂry. While 1t wasn't outstanding it was controvorsial.
I think he's scre oWy about the Astounding/Analog changc. The change
was end is.stupld!isI have heard this many times but not onco have
I heard a really good rcason WHY 1t was stupid'## Distimming the
Gostak (?2!?) was a big waste of space. Crap! I'm an honest—to—RDscoe
athlest and intend to stay that way. Keep religion out of your zine.
Like, we don't need another Buck Coulson type roligion binge dad.
rirSpocking of Mr, Coulson..next letterlf% NO! I DON'T BELIEVE IN RE-
LIGION OR GOD!#/This seems to break up Bill Flott's hypothesis. Or
does 1t7%5F The blt on saucers was fairly interesting. Saucers I bel-
leve in but I'm not a fanatie. I note the ad for BB/4 with thanx.
Next and futuro issues will be dittood=-wish you 'd said that! #fwell,
now we digdf} Deck's story was rather stuplid but competantly enough
written. Your reviews were way too short iifhow about THIS issue's
reviews for shortnessiys? &s for John Berry, Dick Ellington sez only
one thing can be sald about his stuff—BERRY WAS SSU¥PHRUSRWB]! i5‘1
believe here that Paul got his peoplc mixed., Ellington is famous for
meking this statement about Bob Bloch, and carriced it to the hilt by
having o rubber stamp made which said this. Berry, howcver, can eas-
ily apply to this stotcment too.ff I think that 20¢ for 30 Pogos is
too much. NORTHLIGHT is 50 DPoges and it's F4RFEME. #7Yes, but I'm not
wealthy, as (Burn31do, isn't 1t?) would -have to beaire
1=l il == a] "o"' T HE LR R -o-l“--.-‘:-.-t— -l e (e e M et T e R HE L

Bob Coulson : I trust that your next issuec will abpear on tho sanme

Route i : sort of fuzzy papor most fanzines usc. That white pPaber
meash, Ind.: looks fine in the package but offset and showthrough
i=i=i=i=i=i=: combine to make it a horrid mess in actual usc. It

tmkes a Gestetner and plenty of practice to put out o nice—looking
'zine on that puper.,’“wcll, wo got the paber free. But we've loam-
ed the hard waysf Whoa, boy: Saying that a Christianfan is any fan
who believes in the existence of g God ls giving the torm an antire-
ly difforent noaning! A 6Ghristianfen is a fon who belicoves in Christ-
lanity, right? And Christians are thosc persons who belicve that Chr-
ist 1s/was one aspect of God, right? Belief in any old God at zll has
nothing whatsocver to do with Christianity; Mosleonms, Jows, Unitarians,
Buddhists pnd Zoroastrians 211 boliovc in Cod but wouldn't takec kind-
ly to being called Christians.iirl realizc that the artcilec was not put
correctly but I had hoped that it would draw somc sort of lively com—
nant——ns yours is=-into our lottercolumn. I, nysolf, or anyonc work—
ing with the 'zine take no responsibility or side in tho statomants
of one person.i ind don't say that the boliofs of thosc groups have
no bearing on fandom; at-lcast 2 rcaders of YANDRO arc Buddhists, and
n hell of a lot are Unitarians, and Initarians are not accepted into
the Christian Fellowship of Churchos, and thore are likewlse nony J oW—
ish readers. And if any of them are in your roadership thoy aren't
going to takeo kindly to being told they are either Christisns or ath-
f1ests! 4 chicec botwoen roligion snd athicsm I could answer, but bo-
tween Christianity and athiesm I cannot since I do not subscribe to
clther one. #/Bob then names who ho thought the outhor was. No, 1t
waan't him, Bob—-but hc gots this,so I don't went to drag him ind%#
The rcason that very little UFO mntcrinl has abPpPeared in fanzine 1s
that the major advocates are suc? o?vious crackpots. Palmer, of cour-
12




Be, 18 in it for the money (which he isn't getting) and possibly the
adulation (which he 1s getting). But who can secriously discuss the
works of /,damski, Buck Nelson, M.K, Jessup, Orfeo fngeluccl, Trumen
Bethurum snd the liko? Thoro was some discussion of the Keyhoe books
whon they first came out j4fhe now has a brand new one--FLYING SAUCERS
:TOP SECRET!4 and much on the "Project Blue Book" but thosoe HAVE
boen discussed, and what clse is thore? Incedently, I'm not celling
Harry a crackpot——he ian't a najer advoeate yot, for onc thing, so
he 1en't included in the group. His articlc was reasonably sober and
scnsiblo too~-excopt for tho last two linos. "Kcep an open mind on
the subject as long as you can. THEY WILL CONTACT US!" Now perhaps
I'm being cynical, but thore scems to be a discrepancy horo. Docs ho
EKNOW thoy wlll contact us? If so, how? Surcly they haven't informed
hin porsonally? Mnd if ho doocan't lmow absolutely and positively
that wo will be contacted, why docs ho make an absolute and positive
statcnent to that effect? How open is his mind on the subject? If he
has an opan mind why 1s he making positive statemonts? If ho doean't
have an opan mind why isn't he practising what he preaches? IT ho
does have absolute knowledge vhy ian't he sharing it so we won't
have to keep our ninds open? #5Would you bclieve him if he did%fFIt's
a nicc article tut I suspoct that somcthing is wrong with the con- .
clusion — having an opcn nmind nysclf I tend to suspoct poslitlve
statements about thcorctical ideas. ##It docs scam that Harry has a
different opinion of what constitutes an opan mind than you or I.But,
as I said, if they hgd informed him and he sald so wouldn't you class
hin as a crackpot with the rest of them%’/ John Berry had the out-
gtanding item in the issuc. Very good. /nd a gantle hint to close
with: telling fons what a great fanzine you are going to put out
next issue is a great way to precjcduce them against it whoever 1t
falls to do so—and overyonc falls once in a while. The greatest
Pralse comes whan you excocd reader expectation.hitruec, I goofed bad
in this department. 4 plty I did but I don't think it's too late to
correct that mistake. I hopc notiit.

R L o L R LR T B8

Rodd Boggs
2209 Highland F1.NE AUR, didn't 1t? ;#fSurec did/i’e I have boen
Mimmoapolis 21, Minn, readin% your pronises in CENT.LUR ltselfl that
o lemfem e tem e fm fm tm 2P 188U 52 Wlll bo groat and won't rcscmble a
erudzino and so on, And I've ben thinking about all the things that
nust bo corrected before you can live up to these promises.is/now here
1s printed proof of what Bob Coulson has just sald. I think Redd will
understand my enthusiasn in CENT, as willl overyono clse. You gotta
admlt that this is a lot better looking than CENTI## Such as: Sten-
cilling: It can stand improvement, though it 1s falrly cleanly done.
You'd bost got a barrcll of corroction fluid and omit the typoes. It
would help also to decide on a definitc style of presentatlon. Mimeo
ing: At loast it's loglble, tho sone of tho Pages nced slipsheeting
and others are quitec uncvenly inked. Hcadlngs: are pretty awful, for
the nost part, and need a lot of inprovement, Even frechand lettor-
ing should look botter thon this! /n investmat in at least ono let-
toring gulde and a stylus to go with it would pay dividends in attra
ctivanoessihave donglife Artwork: Brashocar sooms to have donc nost of
your artwork and cverything elso that lssugh‘ and he seems to have
somo ability, but ovidently nocds practice in cutting artwork into
stancil wax.;ifso do I, as 18 witnossed this issuel His hoading for
the flying sauccr article neoded sone shading. The cartoon for Ber-
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Just about overything woant wrong with CENT-~

"

"]3 s e 0 - - e e

-



ry's article was very nice but poorly stenciled, and badly placed.
Material: You need some writors besides John Berry and Mike Deckin-
ger who can manage to struggle through a simple declarative santence
without getting loat, Most of the stuff reads as iIf it was composed
on stencil by children druank on strswberry pop. You yourself wrote
nuch more olearly in your colum in BHISMILLAH! and it appears that
it might help things if you wrote a first draft of overything before
commiting it to stencil j5‘belleve it or not, I dof4. Mlsc.: There
i1s too mch bad spelling, end mangling the spolling of "articles" re-
ninds me of (too vividly) the infamous crudzine Space Tales(c. 1942)
which always spelled the word that way. Some of the falsc halarity
(Fearloss Leader Brashsar, otc.) 18 painful. Writing personal notes
in naterial labled "Printed Mattor Only" should be avoided unless you
want the P.0. to hold up your mailing while they chock through your
coples for infringement of postal regulations.#mote the cxtra money
on CENTAUR=-it was put there upon the recommendation of the P,0, that
we eithor pay for the notos or keep the zinos/.ind finally you could
at least assemble the zino in the order the page numbers call forl
The current issue DPresents a firsterate Berry article, on of the best
I've scen of lats, though I hardly think you did John a favor presant
ing it so awkwardly. Deckingor's "4 Bit Of Knowledge" was quite niceo-
ly handlod, and Mike can at lcast write good Bnglish, but obviously
this was an idea for a humorous story and he has made the silly error
of handling it seriously. But the rest of the matorialec.ccieccscecss
Hiccup: what's the point of printing the tale of contents over agaln
with ennotations? Can't you think oi something clse to talk about
other than the material you've already pvlaced before the roeader?i;’
what ebout THIS issue's HiccuD (p.4)?*# Distimming the Gostak: It
would be dlfficult to-argue with a chap who really supposed he had
proved the three things he mentioned noar the close of the article,
and 1t's difficult to take seriously someonoc who cen talk about fans
who "tend toward rebuking the existence of a God. i rom reader res-
ponse, many doi4f. Are they or Arn't They (slc) by Brashoar imfyou were
the only one who noticed the titling orror--it was accidental, and
was not a spelling error but due more to carelessness# : I've always
thought thore's been too much desultory discussion of UFOs in fandom.
Incedently, the "First sighting" was nantioned in a fan newszine I
was oditing at the time, in '47./4/Redd then says things on the samec
order about the fanzino rcview. Sincc that 1s no longer part of this
fanzine I do not include iti#Incedently, I trust you obtainod Per-
mission from August Derleth before you scheduled that HPL item j5/of
course—he suggested that particular story/i‘I've got a copy of SAR-
NATH on my shelves--probably more than ono--and frankly I'd prefer
to read something new, another Berry articlo, PrefrablyAfl am not
catering to any one reader, not especially the one—-in~five-hundred
persons in fandom who might have read SARN.ATH. Most people would like
:co soe Lo veraft ond therefore he is in this issue. Berry retuyms in
#3534 but John has mucho correspondence and a zino of his own to get
ant—-this one can't be a Berryzine t00.5‘Don't dispair though. Worso
magazines than this have become Hugo contonders, and I trust that you
will put out, as advertised, a great fanzinc noxt time around i5/mot
great but certainly an improvemant’f.

¢ CENTJUR arrived today in good order,
31, Campbecll Park Ave. : for which meny thanks jfnohe ncododli#}
Belmont, Belfast, N. Irolnsnd : le s quite pleoased with the format
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for ny story, and indebd, the wholo issue is well done, and is qulte
up to stendard. Obviously there are a fow minor flaws i#/minor, tho man
says-~but I love him for sayin' itli5f. It appears thiat unloss you gat

a more absorbent pabPer you will have to slip-shoet. The DPage nunmbers
are all wrong (or the issue was compiled wrong)ifiright the first tineghf
but these things are nothing to worry about. I always say that if the
first issue is perfect in any fanzine, wold, there wouldn't be any noed
to publish farther, becausc once you've reached perfection, what olse
can you do?/Fsce? Even he says 80'#! On the other hand, a first lssue
with o few minor errors ensures that the faneds will try even harder

to eradicate them, and even if there are mistalkes in the second and
third issue, weoll, it adds up to axperlence, and when your tcenth lssue
1s out you will look back and realise that it was all worthwhile. iA7I
feverently hope that this will be the case. One error on thls issile
night be the typeface used horo-—-this littlo tyPer has never cut a ston=-
cil beforc and might not be sny geod at doing it. Tinme will tellA/If

by eny chance you read a fow adverse roviews (anq. sorie inexporianced
reviewers love to got thelr hands on a neoeditor s first issue--in fact,
they gloat over it) I don't want you to fecl frustrated or hurt, be-
cause we all go throuch the samc abPprenticoship. I've read many hund-
rods of firat issucs and you have absolutely nothing to worry aboute=
CENTAUR is well up on the scale of first andeavours. Harry Brashear's
article on Flying Scuccrs caught ny interest, being an acronautical-
nattertisomeonoc like yoursclf, John, would get much more out of such

s Pleco than e USfan who !mows then all backwards end forwards—--I'nm
glad someone got some enjoyment out of it#‘Actually, I wrote an article
about flying saucers way back in, er, let me sce, 1956 I bolieve, in
TRIODE, and I illustrated it too. I took up several Pages wlth ny theor-
les and I was fortunate that whilst I was writing it ny sister-in-law
ceme home from a holiday in Canada, and she saw one, qulte ncar the
Avro factory, which led me to assume, a8 1t was annouwnced that Lvro
were making a flying saucer (the contract was taken over by Jmerica)
that what she saw was a radio controlled mock-up, Although I've coll-
ectod quite considerable data on flying saucers I am totally.unconvin-
ced that they existii‘geo--there arg two of us in fandom.;5'In fact, they
just don't--not Harry's sort, enyway. Harry states, QUOTE..."ny person-
al opinion is that they are simply craft from another world watching us
for some good roason,..UNQUOTE.i4 Raymond F, Jone's THIS ISLIND EARTH
gave a plousable conclusion to the reality of UFOs, though romantiolsed
quite a bitis This seams like & profound statcment, in fact, one of the
most profoundest I over did hear., gnd it provides a contrast with Har-
ry's concluding statoment: QUOTE..."..don't lot your imaginations run
away wlth you; the worst thing we can do is jump to conclusions,.'UNQU-
OTE. I an looking forward very nmuch to your noxt issueg, and 1f you need
material for it just lot me know. i//that final sentencc is enough to
glive mo a great sensoc of superiority. I think John was being nico but
he 18 80 nlceo a pPorson that hce makos his fgeelings rub off on you. 4n
offer from John Berry to contribute is worth more to me than 50 subs,
because it shows moe that this 'zine, crud or good, has a future and a
future worth thinking about. I hopc that in futurc issues I can cone-
tinue to improve the quality in appearanco of YONDERe=~I don't think that
I can get better naterial, Therc wore also lotters of commant from Les
Gorber, Bob Jamings (who wrote one resembling the manuscript of BEN=
HUR), Phil Harrell (who will do most of the ranainder of this 'zine),
(the romalnder, that 1s, of this i1ssue in cutting stoncils--a service

I am very greatful for)., Also lotters from many othors. That's all now.
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HOWARD ST. JOHN is a psesudonym for e writer who has sold prof essionally

. His one ambitlon, he¢ says, has been to let himself go
end write whatever he felt like., This is a collaborative effort. It may
Well be one of the most unususal stories you have yet read, since it is
but TOTALLY UNREALTED i1deas set im g odfmmon plot. Comments, please?

C orsPiracy QuT of PoRrwich

By Howard St. Jomn

VIRGIN FOREST LIE QN THE WILLS WEST OF SALEN, woodlands preserved
for posterity by the fact that they lay on private lands, Once in a
great while the travellers which ge¢ along the highways cutting paths
through the virgin lands can see a road, These roads are small and
often poorly or not at paved, for they are not often travelled upon,

One such road leads to Dorwich, a sleepy little town where lived
the manufacturing and industrial giants who owned the lands around
and who lived there to escape the hustle and bustle of the progress
they had centributed to and made their fortunes out of,

N Ow &

The tall, lean, not unhandsome man scratched the nape of his
neck with the hook on his right arm and with his left hapd he wes holde
ing a cigarette, One of the two men lighted it for him, and he put it
to his lips and #nhaled deeply, He looked at the two men and sighed,

At that moment a phone call was beihg placed long distance to a
Massachusetts town named Dorwich bg a small, dark-complected man in a
telephone booth, After he had completed the call he removed a small
metal object from his wallet,

They would find the man, his throat and juglar vein slashed, ten
minutes later,

1, THE SOUND OF MURDER

I see you're very patient men--it's been three weeks, hasn't it?
Well, I guess you'll have to wait a little longer -- it's quite a
story, Just for the record yoti're taking I'l11l start right off at the
very beginning,

My name is Paul Carlton Savage, and I'm a licensed Private
Investigator here, In my business you've got to have plenty of friends
to stay in business, and to stay alive-- and this includes the Police
Department, My best friend in this departmant was Jimmy Allen-- Licue
tenant James Allen, that is,

Well, the phone in my apartment rang at one o'clock A M, a few
weeks ago, I'd been busy for the past two months on a case and that
was the first chance I'd had to relax, I cursed the phone and every=
thing that prevented somebody from getting one evening's rest and picked
up the phone; it was Allen;

"Hello," I muttered drowsily
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"Paul? That you?" asked a voice on the other end," This's Jimmy
Allen, I'm in some wierd town called Dorwich-- had a flat nearby and
this was the nearest place,”

"You called at one in the morning to tell me about your vacation?”
I asked incapable of imagining anyone-~-let alone him--- having the
utter gall to do something like that, 2

: "My God Savage, this is important! This town is queer--DAMN queer!
I, woke up about an hour ago for some reason I don't remember and I

went over to the window, Good God, Savage, every door and window in
this town is wide opene-and there isn't a soul in the entire placel™

" WHATI"

"Yeah! I got dressed and went down for a looksee, Found these two
guys-~- one a big, husky guy who sounds like Harvard and the other's a
direct opposite-- looks Egyptian or somethin’, They got stuck here

"too and found the same thingl Only clue we got is an old house up on a
hill nearby that's all 1it up--but we can't get out of the town! It's
like a wall all around the placel"” There was a pause, then more talke
ing,this time to someone in the room with him, It was fzaint, but I
could make out part of it:

"Find anything Harvard?" Allen was asking, Then:"HEY! What jis§ .
this?? What the hell are you going to.,..,.. There were two shots, A
few seconds later the phone was replaced gently on the hook,

He'd helped me too many times-~ I had to help him! Even though it
was a certainty that Jimmy Allen was beyond all mortal aid,

2, THE TOWN IS UWAITING FOR YOU

Everything looked peaceful and, on the whole( considering the
entire town was an eccentricity ) very normal, when I drove into Dore
with two days later, I'd missed the rogd four times--there are no
signseebut I had finally located and wound my way along that worn,
half-paved cow-track, On my way &n I had noticed a thick blue line
over the road,like someone was trying to divide it into portions with
lines of thick,blue paint, but I paid it no heed at the time,

Kids played in the streets of the town, and it was, on the whole,
bustling with activity., I notidced that there were stores and a hotel,

and even a docter's office-~ all run by people there because it was what
they had wanted to do; Now the could,

The whole town reminded me of a movie set, The hotel in partice

ular, There was the desk-clerk, looking like a mortician, what with
his black suit, and the Victorian setting,

"Yes Sir?" he asked, in o voice so like a graveedigger,
"I1'd like a room,"” I said,
"I sece, for how long,sir?"
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"Um.Kinda hard to say,couple of days, maybe,”

"Oh I'm sorry sir," he said ¢ery sorrily,"but we, the town, are
having a corporate meeting here in two days and no one except persons
connected with the businesses will be here, I hope you understand,
Many are coming from afar and the hotel is reserved-~-cvevry room, but I
can put you up for the night.,"

"All right," I said, hoping I sounded disappointed enough, what
with knowing that some excuse would come,"for the night then,”

"Yes sir, Number twelve, to your deft,"
$ ¥ n
Later, I walked through the town, surveying all that I could, My
main object of attention was the old house Allen had mentioned,

Dorwich is in a valley, and the hills around it are suprisingly
steep, The one with the house on it was shaped in such a way to make
it look like it was pver the town,

The house looked big, and it looked old, It was made out of solid
stone, which was shaped in such a way as to make it a *squared circle'
shape,Know what I mean?

Well, the next thing I did was to stop by several shops, At two
three I inquired about the happenings two days hence -- but in each
case.I asked just what it was, I inquired at four different places,
besides the hotel, and got four different answers; Something was fishey
in Dorwich,

I didn't however make the mistake Allen had, He had undoubtedly
been steered away from Dorwich too, that night mot so long ago,But he
had arqued the point and stayed, But, of course,he hadn't been forew
warned,

I carefully bought enough camping supplies at the general store
-« enough to last for a while ~= with the tale that I was going to go
up to the camping grounds fifteen miles up the state highway,

The proprietor of the store looked the part of the typical yankee
grocer, Yet he, after hearing my plang,almost paid me to take them,

My actual plan, of course, was to camp just off the Dorwich road-e=
until dark-« and then I would come back in, the back way,armed,and sece
whatever had gotten a man murdered and warranted all this secrecy,

As I drove out again I noticed that peculiar blue line across the
road, and I noticed that it extended over bare ground also, around the
entire town, én a definite, five-pointed shape,

I reached the highway minutes later, and drove up a couple of
miles to make sure that, if anyone was watching, they would see my
complete exit, Dusk was falling rapidly, It would soon be night; four
nights after that fateful telephone call,

When darkness was complete, or nearly so, I drove back along the
highway, slowly, trying to pick out the road to Dorwich, There Wasn't
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anyl But there had to be! So, for fifteen minutes I almost killed myself
driving on the soft sholders at five miles per heur, In desperation, I
got out and walked, Oh it was there all right, but you would have to be
walking,and also looking very closely fotr the raad to find it, In the
night, with no lights,save an occasional car headlight as it zoomed by,
the road was camoflaged perfectly, Large brush and even whole trees were
perfectly set in the road, and a thick coating of marshy dirt,like that
of the sholder, covered the join of the road to the highway, It was una
doubtly the most perfect job of camoflage I'd seen since the war, and
who were being fooled here were untrained in the art of detection,

e I looked at my watch, eight thirty! And it was a three mile walk
to Dorwich! It would be nearly an hour before I reached the townl

I began walking, as I walked I though about the ruse about the road
and as I walked the whole thing became clear,

Dorwich was on privately owned land; It had nothing to effer; It
was vertually unknown, not even listed on stated road maps, Therefore,
unless the road were to be seen, no om would even know about the little
hamlet, let alone try to find it, The highway was a throughfare to any
where, Anyone on it would go right on past, Only relatives and business
partners would have any interest in Dorwich, and I imagined they came
only when asked, unless a part of the go1ngs-on (whatever they were),

Yes, it was demonatical; it was beautiful; it was poxfeot.
w ow o®
It was later than I had figured on when I reached Dorwich,but I
knew that I was in plenty of time for what was about to happen,

I stayed in the woods around the town, and spent a great while
trying to outline an escape route, should one be needed. I hadn't stayed
alive this long by throwing caution to the winds,

Aind then it dawned on me why the blue line was around the placel
As you probably know I specialize in wierd cases «- and I had had run-.
ins with the unknown before., There is an element present which is alien
to us, you know; Humans called it 'Supernatural', And the blue line was
a pentacle-= a pentacle designed to keep something from Outside frém
destroying Dorwichl The doors and windows that were left open-- they
were another factor contributing to the protection of the townl

What horrible influences were at work that would take a town apart?
LI

I stayed on the outskirts of Dorwich, in the woeds, though I could
see the town very plainly, I decided to enter Dorwich, if possible, with
out causinf§ undue alarm; it wasn't, I couldn't get past that blue linel
It was as if the pentacle were an inpentarable steel wall, though nothe.
ing was visible to bar my way, It was then I saw the woodchuck, It was
busily hurrying to where ever woodchucks busily hurry to when it got to
the blue line-- and went on past it as if nothing were there!

I put my hand out again, and this time I noticed something, My hand
had crossed the blue line! It was only where my shirt - sleeve tried to
cross that the wall became solid! I rolled up my sleeve and found I
could go over as far the point where the rolled-up sleeve crossed the



line , Whatever this strange power was, it would pass a living organism
but nothing else! and rot wantirg tc <crip stark naked to get in there,
I abandoned my hope of getting iantc Dorwich, and was content just peer=-
ing at it through the glocm,

There were still people in Dorwich,I saw, but they were now leaving
their homes, They left the doors open, and I noticed the house nearest
to me had the windows up as far as they could go,

Suddenly I was concious of movement far to my left, outside the
force-sc¥cen, Uttering a prayer of thanks that I had heard him before
he had seen me, I slunk back in the shadows just as a big man with a
flashlight came into view, The flashlight blinked and waved in a strange
but oddly rhythmic pattern to the north; to the east; to the south and
west, Answering lights blinked and waved from afar,

He, himself, was young and firey-looking, I had my hunch, and when
he yewlled, "Come Ahead" in the aceent so peculiar to Harvard men I knew
I was correct, It was ' Harvard',

g 2

I had an urge to pull out my revolver and shoot him where he stood
but movement from within slowed me enough for me to come to my senses
abit, The men, women, and childern of Dorwich, each naked as lLother Eve
were stepping out, beyond the blue line, and forming a silent and spl=-
emn processional, Weaving in and out of the trees and being careful
about the pine needles and rocks strewn about, they made their way to
the road, the old and invisible road, leading te the strange old house
on the hill above Dorwich,without even the aid of a match,

It was time I decided, to walk up that way myself,

3, CONSPIRACY OUT OF DORWICH

Waiting until the others were ahead of me, I began my own twiated path
to the main road that led to the house itself, I had a great fear that
they would have a rear guard and there would go the ol' ball game,but

as it turned out, Harvard was very sure of himself,

I almost broke my neck getting up the first portion of that old
road, It had enough pitfalls and slipery rocks in it's overgrown and
cracked pavement to kill all but the most determined man; I was, This
was murder, and it was turning into something even uglier, but then,
after a while, when the path was completely invisible to the willage
below, it suddenly became a well-worn,yet clear and finely paved road-
way, as it must have looked three-hundred years ago, But from it's
condition it had seen many men, and probably many processionals, God!
How long had this been going on?

Refywie

I admired the planners, They were taking no chances; that first,
visiblec portion of the path was a master stroke. No one in his right
mind would try a hike to the house,

There was a wee bit of moonlight , and it suddenly showed that the
path now branched off to the west, away from the house, while the other
portion continued on, The processional had turned westward, probably to
pick up more followers, in the farmers and hill-peoplw around, The west
---------------------------------- 20rccc e crcrcerc e e,




held little appeal for me, I decided to go on to the house and beat
them to it,

I reached the house, on the clear road, in about fifteen minutesg
and if it looked old and desetted and fwem below, it looked twice what
it did when looking at the granite clusters from up close, The best
description would be of a modern mansion as envisioned by a twelfth-
centry castle designer, and it looked even ghostlier in the moonlight,

I knew that I wouldn't have an hour before they returned,But I had
come this far, and I was 2csolved to see it through,

I could see another path from the west coming into the side of the
house, The first path, I judged, circled around and came out here, They
would most likely come from there,

I chose the front as my entrance, partly because I could see that
and partly because it afforded a view of the deserted town,However ters
rible that town was it was a likhk with reality,

The front door was locked, but I didn't have to do much shoving
before it gave,it was old and moldy, The door squeeked and creaked,
and it caused considerable effort,on my part, to gct it opened enough*
so that I could enter,

Once ihside, I was §n absolute darkness; lighting my flashlight,
1 surveyed the tremendous place in which: I stood,

The entire houde appeared to be onc room! It was designed like a
great ampetheatre, circular and as large as the main floor of hadisen
Square Garden, Then my flashlight showed me the reason for the circular
designe~ Catwalks! Catwalks going up and around and to different doors,
into the rooms which made the building rettangular insted of circular
after alll It didn't look so damn big from Dorwich!

Then I noticed a ghostly, unmoving shadow in the center of the
room, Shining my light on it,I daw a great stone pillar, fully fifteen
feet in height and with a base of nigh on to thirtyl it was cylindrical,
and there was a winding stairway etched into the stone which led to the
top.

This was,I knew, the center of attraction, Once at the top I would
know it's purposel}

I began to ¢limb, hesitahtly at first, and then faster, I was seon
at the top, panning my light on the base which was void of anything,
and seeing juststhe purpose it served,

I was standing on a layer--or was it a thousand layers--of bloodl
Cakes of it,worn and staining the base for a foot or more into the sede
iment! and while the old stains could have come into that rock many,

many dark years before, the top laver was not HMORE than FOUR DAYS QLDI

Sacrifice! Godless blasphemyl What nightmare had I pulled into?? .

% n %
The catwakks yielded different treasures, The first room was a

library, and while I was far from supprised to see oil lamps, it was o

shock-ta-see-HRBERAN-onaae~furnisndlataid-ané-inca=iitbhrarv-arrangenens)

I dowm't ‘remewber the titTés ak-@ost of the bevks, Most merc foriegn



shock to see MODERM i!<unyg2 furniture laid out in a libeary arrangement}

I don't remeomecr tue titles of most of the books, Most were foriegn
and generally unknowxs tu mc, There were such titles as CULTANS DAS RIUH®
ELINS, which delved into wierd secrets of the unknown, and fictive
efforts such as H, P, Lovecraft's, THE OUTSIDER & OTHERS, Robert Chame
ber's, KING IN YELLCOW,and entire collections of WIERD TALES, Further,
were such books as that of Hitler, Marx and others, Books of revolutions
and utopias,

NO wonder the town didn't like peoplel This was the headquaters f
for ALL the old Massachusetts Cultsl

Things were begining to piece together in my mind, Then things
began to happen.....co...

4, THE THING FROM BEYOND

I stopped outside the room Which I had just explered-~ one having
code-books and code-senders, as well as short wave transmitters and
other .meass offl widespread communication, and 1lit up a cigarette, I
had forgotten them before, but I suddenly realized I needed one, More
than that I needed a keqg of good Irish whiskey,even a keg of bad Irish
whiskey, At the same time that I lit up I extinguished the flash light
and there fore cut off my main source of light fior more than a few feet
around me, It is supprising what you can see with such an indistinct
light as the glow from a cigarette,....like shadowsy moving silently
through the doorway across the ampetheather,ie......

I quickly snuffed out the sigarette,

¢ % %

As they eppered they lit torches, and I could see very well from
my perch, halEway up on the catwalk-stairway, They were speaking now,
but in a language so strange and complex it seemed to me one would
have to learn from the cradle to even do a bad imitation,

As they entered I saw some were not naked, but wrapped in long,
flowing robes, These must have been the ones they picked up, Yet somee-
how these newcomers were different, like in the way they walked--almost
hopping-- and the gqueer way their heads were shaped, strange,indescribe
able, loathsome,

It was then I found out why they had called the meeting,csecccess

They were leadihg in a hooded figure, stripped and badly scarred
and beaten, I saw Harvard down there come over and guide the hooded
man to the altar, He tried to risist, but the obvioustbeatibgs had tak
taken too much out of him, He started up, being held and guided by two
muselemen who looked like they could break a mans' neck with a tap, I
had noticed a caratte callous on one mans's hand, Once at the top of t
pillar, one man-- the caratte one, I think-- reached for the nape of
neck and pressed, The doomed figure suddenly went limp, nerves,

In the meantime the crowd below began screaming and chanting, and
working into a terrible frenzy, While this was going on I removed my
.38 frem it's holster and placed it in the crotch in my back under my eng
.................................. L S . S




coat, An old trick used by L.A, cops, but effective, Then, while I was
sure no one below was in any condition to pay any attention to a little
noise, I flung the holster upwards, on the catwalk, If caught now, I
would be seemingly unarmed,

Then a chant went up as the two musclemen hurried down from the
pillar; a strange chant in that equally strange language, It sounded
more like a calll

Suddenly every torch in the hall went out plunging the place for
moment into pitch darkness, Then, suddenly, the altar became lit with
an unearthly glow! The pillar was beaining to move forward of it's own
accord! letting in light from some dark and herrendous abyss below the
housel and then --- MY GOD! were they FOOTSTERS?--- far away at first,
but drawing menacingly closer as the seconds ticked off,and then, as
it sounded though something was immediately below the house, they stop=-
ped,

Then, out of the gaping light behind the altar, there came a thing
of absolute horror and extremely loathsome! Gnarled, pocked and horri-
ble in it's distorted shape, a great wormlike thing appeared over the
altar! It's color was none known to man, and it came with slow, delib=
erate movements across the altar to the unconcious man! BUT THE man had
chosen that fateful moment to comg to! Reaching up and tearing away his
mask, he immedieately caught sight of the worm-thing, He soreamed with
utter horror at the loathsome thing creaping towards him, but was some=
how rooted to the spot! and as the worm €aught the man in its grip and
lifted him high into the air, I saw that it was not a being but merely

the XIB.OF & SINGLE tentaclel! and as my horror mounted, I saw that the
man was JIMMY ALLENI

I was rooted to the spet, unable to move, or not daring to, I wate
ched in horrible fascination as the tentaslh gd{xeozed and tightened axd
ound Allen's body! His skdn cracked open in dozen placed, and as the
blood came streaming out, the thing turned him upside down gnd ground
his head into the solid rock at the tom offthe pillaxrl The brain oozed
making a sight more horrible than I dare to describel and the people of
Dorwich began moasing and chanting in utter delight! Then Allen's body
was dragged down into that hell-hole where the real creature was, and
pillar, still dripping blood and slime, closed over the spot,

Gathering my wits as best I could, I had a thought thaty while
bhe crowd was still in a frenzy, I could( provided I was fast enough)
make the front door and make good my escape from that House of Hell,
Making sure my pistol was loaded and the safety off, I ran wildly down
the catwalk-stairway and made it to the front door! But as I heaved it
open and ran outy one of the cloaked things saw me and uttered an in=-
human cryl

People and things poured out of the house in pursuit, and still
running, I fired two wild shots at them over my shoulder, One stxuck a
thing, and it went down with a mournful and terrible cry, But I had
made it down the path to the woods,

v ¥ n

How long I waited, crouched behind a rock or a crop of bushes or
trees, I do not know, I heard and saw things pursuing me, but I somehow
mostly by luck, eluded them in their quest, and reached the car!
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Traffic was strancely heavy on the highway--truckers making a long
haul through the nigus, They didn't care to come out that far, so,for
the time being,I was safe,

S, AGENT FROM THE BEYOND

As I sped along in my car I took stock of my situation, They had
more power in the North than anyone I knew, and they had such a vast
organizatien that I knew I would be tracked down in no time and, sube-
equently murdered, I had to be peepared,

First thing to de, of course, was to change hotels; then get an
unlisted phone number, I must,also,be careful about my name, I must,,,
but it did make me mad, I knew a hell of a lot about them, while they
knew next to nothing of me, I had something on them worth a billdon
dollars, But who'd believe it? Harvard would,of course, He'd be glad
to sit and listen, and then kill me after I finished, But who in auth-
ority would? Then I thought along another line, If no one would believe
me, then why should they want to come after me? I knew they would though
They wouldn't believe my story about the cult, no, but they knew that
Jimmy was a day overdue from his vacation and that I was a good friend
of his, They would believe, at least, halfway my tale of the murder
over the telephone!l I was his closest friend , and they knew he was
somewhere in Massachusettes; and Dorwich would be investigated, Dorwich
definiately could NOT stand an investigation,

But how would they try to get me?

By gun, first, of ceurse, Harvard and the small man were undoubt-
edly deadly killeds, but if they failed there must be an alternate plan
and an alternate alternate as well,

I hoped feverently that I hadn't used up all my luck in Dorwich,
* e

I had been in the new apartment for two weeks debating whéther to
call the cops and tell them about Jimmy or to get out of the country,
I disliked the apartment; though it was s@ven stories above the street,
and luxurious, it afforded little chance of escape if cornered,

The layout was something like this: one large, lushly carpeted ro
room with a kitchen alcove on one side, set into the wall, and the one
window looked out upon a great ledge, and the New York skyline, The
bed was mear the window, though about four feet away from being flush
to that side of the wall, There was also an alcove on the wall opposite
the door for bathroom facilities,

That one night I had felt tired and decided to go to bed early,
but before I did I went over to the small sink for a glass of watery
and thenA took it back to bed, I placed on a small table attached to
the bed #n the side nearest the window, That proved later to be an act
that would save my life,

I was soon asleep without drinking that water,

I was awaken later by a wierd sound, unlike anything I'd ever heard

beforc., it wasn't mascream, or a trill, but sort of a combination of
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all sounds that are high-pitched, but with the most prevalent being the
chilling sound of a bat! I sat up with a start, and in the process knoe
cked over the glass of water onto the floor, I took no notice of it;
what I was occupied with was the fact that the noise game from right
outside MY window! My one and only thought was that Dorwich had somehow
located me,Getting my J38, I crept silently to the window and checked t
the pistol; the five chambers were loaded, and I swiched off the safety,

Then I pulled back the curtains,

The thing caught one look at me and went into a wild frenzy, 1
it was going to charge the window , and if it did it would come right
through into my room! It was larger than a man, with huge, bat-like
wings, and a scaley, irregular body, It's head was long and thin, and
it's eyes protruded from long stalks; its screaming mouth was like that

of a great reptile, with famgs and rows upon rows of sharp teeth!

I lept for the bed and rolled onto it and down on the other side,
the thing seemed confused, since I was no longer visible to it, but it
did not deter ftom its charge,

Glass flew in all directions as the thing came through, still scre
eaming madly, It's eyes peered independently about the room, and it's
feet, like those of a fowl, tore the rug in nervous anticipation of
the kill to comel

I shot, it went right into the head, but insted of killimg it,it

just enraged the thing more, Then, suddenly, it caught sight of me and
advanced!I emptied my gun on it, but it slowly and viciously crept fore
ward! Something then distracted me,A shadow in the window! a shot rang

out, narrowly missing me, and me with an empty ,38!! but the thing had
backed off, as if awaiting orders, and I made the plunge for my closet ,
and my ammunition, Another shot was fired, this one hitting me in my r
right arm, totally disabling it, Seemingly far away I could hear people
in the building and noise from others runnipg up the stairs, from beléw
I could hear the wail of sirens, but they were far off and the horror

in my bedroom was HERE, NOW! In agony from my wound , Irreached the cl
closet and the ammunition, Being right handed and having little strength
in my left arm I had great difficulty in loading the one shot into the
pistol, My hand dripping with blood, I somehow aimdd it at the lurking
shadow in the window and fired, It hit the man, but he did not fall,

he raised his gun to fire and the shot went harmlessly into the wood
floor,he toppled forward , Dead,

Now the thing was released, it poanced on it's one time master and
began devouring himY

Then I remembered, and I knew, I knew why the man had to shoot me,
and why it had pounced on it's master, it was latier made into a Jabbo-
rwock, a carrion- eater, According to myths it would not eat the living
but it would try to make it's quary dead!

It was between me and the door, there was only one other way out:
The window! The body had fallen over to one side, and I had a good cha
of leaping over the bed and making it to the ledge, It was my Only!
chance, Still in terrible pain from my hand, I lept,
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The Jabborwock saw me and tried to swat me down as I was running
over the bed, but suddenly the tremendous wing stopped as surely as if
thexe was an Iron shield between us! IT tried to get me as I was at the
window, but missed, It's obvious intention was to push me off!

The glass cut my bare feet, and my left hand, which was groping
for support to keep me from missing the ledge, was slashed by a jagged
piece .still in the frame, But I held on, and swung myself onto the
ledge , YThe Jabborwock, enraged, let out a terrible scream and flew out
the window; suspended in mid-air, it surveyed me and my predicament, 3

Y

and made it's decision, : _ B

itglunged for me, sweeping dewn and hoping to kneck me &#ff balence
and subsequently fall te my death seven stories below, I ducked,and it
outstreached wing missed me by inches,

' The crowd down below watched the tableu in morbid fascination, and
I heard someone trying to break in the door,

I knew that I couldn't survive the second parry the Jabboxhock was
aboutnto go into and I prepared to meet my maker, when suddenly the
thing screamed again, but this tids it was in agony, _

It tried to make that last thrust but couldn'’t do itl It was starte
ing to #all} and at the same time it was begining to desintegrate! It
let out one cry, and died,and the rain came tumhling down, '

INETESRThat was why I was able to get to the ledge! That was why it
stopped! water was it's one weakness, and the water from the glass had
spilled in a line along the tsggecutting me off from where the Jabbor-
wock was! and rain, sweet, lovely rain, had been it's demise,

New York!s finest got me,péfrified, off that ledge seconds later,
and then I awoke in this hospital, I guess they brought me here as soon
as posible, It's been twenty days now, I understand, since that happene
ing 3§ I've been in a coma all that time?l

I KHN6W you can see they amputated my right hand--I asked for a
hook and they promised me one, I've always thought that if I lest a
I'd like a hook, I still have my left, but I have no feeling in the arm
at all and a great long scar, At least I can use it, though I'l1l never
feel anything in it again; the nerves and the tendons were slashed,

Now you kmow the story, I don't know what could be of such magnie.
tude that they'd risk one of their wierd tricks right in New York itse
elf , but I think now you know the story,”

6. MESSAGE FROM A DEAD MAN

Cre of the listeners interjected,"Yes, NOW we know, and I guess
scme erplamstisprs ewe in order om guxr part too,"

Savage looked at the white~haired old man and nodded,
" First, just four minutes after we had gotten you out of that

building, it went up like somebbipshad poured gasoline on it and it was




made out of paper mach%é.No one else got out,"

"God! They were drastic, weren't they? They must've really been
desperate,”

"Yes, they were; Now let me fill you in on some of the background
details, Actually, I'm not allowed to give names, but I think you'll
realize what I'm talking about,

In '27, when I was a young punk of an agent, we got orders from
higher-ups to make some arrests in this coast town mear here, just the
other side of the Massachusetts line, At the same time an order went
out to Reysmouth Naval Base to send a gun-boat to blow up a reef, off
the shore of the town, While the record said we took prisoners and they
were tried and found guilty--we didn'tl Some of the things we had to
arrest were far from human, Four agents went mad that night; 811 of
them were killed, that we could find, and few escaped, The th1ngs sound
like your *black cloaked figures' in the house, though I don't underss
tand what they were doing that far from water ( unless,maybe, they were
there to make sure things were done nice and proper,) The guy who fille
the report and started the investigation which led to the raid-- we
were then attached to the governmental police, and the raid report said
** Investigation of tax evasion and possible kidnapping of agents,"” the
tax charge was for those wierd figurines they sell, There was a stir o
in the higher-ups about us killing um but we produced the bodies of so
some of them fish-things and that got us out of that charge fast,--that
guy, anyway, was found trying to break his cousin out of an saylum in
'32 and was killed, But'heand his cousin looked like they'd changed
half into them fish-things themselves! The reef where they hung out
was blown up, as I said, and we found out enough to start a special ser.
vice to get these cults before they can act, Sounds 11ke Dowich was ==
or is, about ready to do what ever they are gonna do,"

"I don't know," said Savage slowly from his hospital bed,"but I
can't, with all I've seen, seéem to make myself believe that something
like this can exist nowgytoday!"

" If I were a vampire and said so, would you believe me?"
"No, I guess I wouldn't,"”

" Well, as you pointed out, they took every precaution, and they
took advantage of the one resady-made, llan's often been accused of
being too superstitious, but it's his lack of it which makes,even today
Cults like that possible,

At least a thousand people saw that-« Jabborwocke- bathed ih light:
below, attacking you; it was as pladn as day, but since,ihetheir minds,
there isn't any such thing as a Jabborwock, They saw you being attacted
by an eagle,since that was the easiest thing to believe it was for them
Egro, you were attacted by an eagteé,"” :

"An EAGLE!Tbut that's ridiculousl”

" If you had a choice between eagles or Jabborwocks ih New York,
which would you take?"
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" I get your point, But what ate they waiting for? What's all this
conspiracy fore?" : ‘ ;

" They're awaiting World War3F -
"W R A TI??I" |

"It's true, thep and their human helpers will move back outside to
wakt out the panic and destruction and the collapse of modern civiliza
tion, Then they'll move in, enslave the remnants, and be leaders of all
the Earthl® Every man an immortal fishl' is their motto,see?”

" It's incredible, but I have to believe it,”

" That you do, and now that that hook's on youkrright arm and your
left's healed, would you feel up to taking a ride to Dorwich?”

" Would I¥I" .

" No one's been in or out in the last week, we made sure; Shall we
go " ‘ .

They went to Dorwick a day later,"No one had tried to get in or
come outPone of the guards reaffirmed,"It's damn queer, that's all,"he
said,"damn queer.” -

They rode into the town; Savage,with his hook; and six fully armed
special agents, ' _

It was queer, The houses were all open, and there was no one there
They checked all the rooms and houses, and found no one, Yet their per-
sonal effects were still there, as were all their clothes, Eet, the blue
force~-screen was not up, They had come into town with out any trouble,
As a matter of fact the blue line was gone entirely, They proceeddd to
walk to the old house on the hill, which looked a lot smaller and in k
some way different in the light of day, S8avage noted, He shivered as he
remembered his previous time at that spot, He shivered even more as t
they entered the old house itself, The altar was there looking ghostly
even in the light of day, The agents who surveyed it were sick with di
disgust at the blood on it.- and they were both veterans and had killed
their share of men and seen enough blood in war and work,

They went up to the library next, while the other agents went to
other rooms, Sick with the memories of the unnamable horrors Savage
knew they would find, he was therefore as sppprised--startled reallyw~e

.as they were, even moreso,to find the rooms emptyiOnly the general thing:
like raddos, tape recorders ,etc,, were left behind,

S?eaking of tape recorders that one on the table in the library
Nas on . .

Savage went over to it and pushed the'play' button, A man's voice,
rich, deep, and with a Harvard accent,came from it,

"I know you'll be back here, Bavage, and I know who'll be with you,
By the time you hear this I'1l be dead, as will the town, Our human
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blunders kitted, Savage, and they wouhd up killing us too, Right now

I'm the only one left, and I imagine Je'll take cate of me in due
course, The rest or dead as I speak, and I am going to die soon, but I
felt that if there is time, I should make things clear so that something
like this will never happen again on this world,

Now you're probably asking yourself, 'Why is this man, just abdut
the head of the Cult itself and the killer of my friend, about to tell
you a bit to prevent what he's worked for from coming true again?' The
answer lies in the key to the conspiracy,

Hastur, whom I now name freely though just a week ago I would not
have dared, is the head, You may still find it hard to think of him,
but I'11 try to clarify things,

The ' Ancient beings® the'@lder gods',and other entieties are not
actually gods at all, fow what is a god? If they are gods, then men==
all men--are gods with them, They are material, though they exist in
another type of Universe than ours, Call it, say, dimensional travel,
They are accepted in their wierd universe, They are in control of all
of it, That is, the Older gods rule it, They run the perfect society,
but net as we envision it, for how can we possibly sec or think as haoi
beings completely alien to everything we know?

But perhaps not so alien at that, Thete is the struggle of good
versus evil, and there are the rebels in every group, There is the ludt
for power, and rivalry between themselves, Reminds you of another, more
familiar race, doesn't it?

Call Hastur and the others the power-mad ones, and call the, what
we term, the¢p1der gods as dimensional police men, Then you have an
idea, overly simplified, of just what they are and just what the goals
are, The strange secrets? The strange cities? The horror in the books
that were in this library before I burned them? Yes, fhbyrwedethtien
but certainly far from supernatural, Think about it,

Ask me now why I did it; why we ALL did it? then think again, We
parallel our dimensional neighbors, Suppose you could have anything you
wanted by the merest thought, They could, and so we, What would be the
ultimate goal for one living a life of absolute luxury? Ask why million-
aires run fer president of the Untied Stated without any:-real devotion
to the post itdelf,

It's POWER! Hastur wants power, we wanted power, But what good is
power to a dead man? Why must men forfiet their souls for the promise
of this thing called'Power'? I don't know, and I don't think anyone
does, but towards the real end,death, you begin to see where there are
holes all through your glorious dreams of empire,

Call it revenge if you like, but it's more than that; it's a sense
of justice showing through a morbid liKetime, It is the person realizing:
his mistakes as he goes to his death, It is the prisoned, regretting
what he did as they strap him inte the chair and drop cyanide into the
buckets of acid,

He's coming now, But he isn't as smart as he believes, since I
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feel confident that this tape recerder will still be here whenever you
come, The signal relays and code books are still in the radio pooms,
They are hidden but you can find them, They tell of all the other cults.
and where they are located,

He's usually prempt, Now he's late, this gives me a sert of chance,
if you find my body, 8avage, bury mee~- outside, under the stars somesh

where,"
s v

CONCL U § I ON .

SHvage stared at the recorder for some time. None of the others
spoke, Then finally, One younger man said,” It's a pity he wasn't on o
our side,"

"He was in the end,"” said Savage haskily,

A man entered the room,"Hey! We've found the way to open the trap
door downstairs, you should see zt:”
.
Geing dowu these stone steps was a nightmare fer Savage, His hand,
completely torn off by the jagged glass and newly fitted with a hook,
throbbed,

He suddered as he saw the size of the cavern, but no one else was
at the ceiling of the cave, but the floor, There lay the people of Dore
wich, every one of them, straightened out at last, They were all quite
dead, One of them cluched a piece of black cloth in his hand, So the
Fish~things were there for another rcason-sto get rid of Dorwick, Only
one mistake can be made, and Dorwich made it-e« in Jimmy Allen, One hune
dred stiff, nek#d corpses, mangled and strewn over the floor of the c:
cavern, was cvidence, Dorwich had outlived its usefullness to the Ance
ient Beings, Not power, but this, was the reward of treachery,

But at the bottem of the stone steps, where he had fallen, was H
Harvard, There was a bullet hole in his temple and a pistol in his hand,
They didn t get him after all, .

s @

The conspiracy was ended, but they would start anew, again, in
some other place where power blinded gullible mvg and they, in the sea,
in the sky, Beyond the the threshold-e THEY are ti waiting, Wakting
for one man to make a mistake, and a call to come over a red telephone,

fhey €inally reallzed that man is going to do thelr work for thenm,
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