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SLANNOTES Wi oy - il THE Fio o

This issue of Mutant is a half-and-half proposition -- that
is, about half the issue was prepared. by Steve before the maga-
zine was turned over to us. We haven't read what is in that half
the mag as ye! .

Mutant, from now on, will be published.under rather unusual
conditions. Publisher Arnim Seielstad lives in Grosse Pointe, ye
ed lives in Big Bay =-~-.a distance of -some five hundred plus miles
separating us! Ah well, readers should be getting used to the un-
usgaé conditions surrounding Mutant, including its highly flexible
schedule! : . \ '

.Speaking of schedules, we're going tc pull an r-t Rapp on you
folks -- i.e. we're going to try to ~at:ch up to schedule. Provid-
ing, that is, that Arnim doesnit bre.k down over the meémeograph,
the editor doesn't break down over hig typewriter, and the gremlins
stay out of our hair! :

In order to succeed in this specd-up, we're going to need some
contributions. - (No, no; don't misunderstand us! We're not asking
for money, but manuscriptw!) Although we have a fair supply of
manuscripts on hand, our backlog isn't all that we'd like it to be,
What we have consists mostly of fiction -- and most of it darn good
fiction -- but we are woefully low on articles and pcetry. Now we
like fiction a great deal; but Mutant is supposed to be 4 general
fanzine, and we'd like to keep the fiction in its pagos bzlaiced
with articles and poetry. So come on -- dust off thcse old mss.
you've been saving and send them in; if we can't use then,, we'll
return them in good shape, or, if you like, try to place them else-
where. (Manuscripts, incidentally, should be sent directly to me
at P, O, EBox 14, Big Bay, Michigan,)

Next issue hasn't been completely planned yet, but among the
stories that will appear are "Only a Dream?" by Norman Ashfield,
a nice bit of weird writing;and "Happy New Year" by Ed Cox, a
"Different" story of interstellar invasion. .Cox has that unus-
ual gift, the ability to take an old thewe and develop it in a new
and refreshing way. "Happy New Year” is a short and quiet little
bit that carries within it a pwwerful punch. It's a story. we know
you won't want to miss. '

Also scheduled is an article by Evan H. Appelman, "Homo Sapien:
Mathematical Impossibility". Man, says Appelman, is Nature's mis-
take ~- and his article goes a long wey to prove him right!

For future issues we have stories by Baldiwin, Nelson, Harmon,
Groover, Warren, etc. But as we said before, our backlog isn't all
we'd like it to be. All magazines are controlled to a certain ex-
tent by their contributors, but especially fanzines where the only
remuneration is a free copy of the issue in which a writer's work
appears. When press time rolls around, as Merwin says, all an ed-
itor can do is select the best he has received and priut that. -

The quality of Mutant depends on its contributors.

(V)
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“he light flowers

ITTTF Pay lielson ;

One night, here is this dim tavern two blocks off “the great white way, the .
vampires sat in murmuring 1little eireles all around the ruddy-faced country iady |
. subtly nibbling away at his wills They did not toueh him; did net even look 2t i .
! put Little by little they drained away his 1lifc, ' i

The country mam was too tired and sad to notice how oul=ofepluco iy
solid frame among the slender night {lowers. o sat and drenk =:ith no cyec - (
sioke or tho vampires, for he dwelt im a world of meouworye ¥e drankiand ‘re et
his newly-dead wife; buried back on tho farm. So young, so pretty she lw 2 "
when the fevor took here. Oh, how pitifully he sought Forgetfulnes: i ¥’ k
slass which, to his sorrow, but brought memories closer, . |

John Slater, for that was his name, rose from his table, welked to the vii sl oc-
ecovered bar and paid his checke I'e turned 1istlessly and shuifled outsy Loo decp in
his qwm sorrow to feel the palc ones' last, gentle, deadly drain.

One of the night flowers, still thirsty for more 1life, but atagsering drunky,
rasg and followed John into the nighte

The veipire, in its drunkon haste, stutibled into the street. It stood, sway-
ing, and drained savagely on hime. Joln staggered with a sudden vertigo and turned
around, e saw the pale one in tho street and the car bearing dowm on it. He
screamed a warning but it was too late. The car strueck the night flower and bore
i+ doym under wheels with @ shastly crunching sound, The car came to a grinding
stops A white moon=shaped face protruded from the driver 's window and stared a
moment at the silent shape on the pavement, then tho gears clashed and the car
lurched awey, screeched around tho corner and was gonc.

i s PO PR ———— — —- - -

Jolm was the first to reach the stricken varpire, e knelt beside it, and
listened as it gaspeds, "Do me a favor, buddye. Do me a favor, and I'il give you

anything —~ anything you want".

"Don 't worrys eVerything."é. going to be okaye. Lic quiet and don't talk<s" John
turned to the gathering crowd end called for someone to get an ambulzaces

“You 11 need a hearse, buddy." rasped the things "I'm done. A favor, suddye
Anything you want for ite" : ‘

“:Jha.t ?ll

“ypell my zirl, Daisys I'm deade You'vo got to make her bclieve I'm dcads
‘ako the —=—messape—=~ and I'1l give you whatever rou want m08te"

"The addresse" John fumbled for papor and pencile. "/hat 's the addrecss?"

"Doom 17, larley Apartments, 615 Sclem Streets mcll her I 'm deade .unything
YoUseve" It wheezed and coughed, and then vas dcade

The next morning John slpet late.

when he finally did awaken, he had such a ghastly hangover that hc was hardly |
able to drag himself dowm 4o 615 Salem Street, but he did sorehows

the second floor, way in thc bacl

a3 —

]
The iarley Apartmonts was a gray, woatlerbeaten old tonermet and room 17 was on%
;




Almost Lefcre John knoske@ at the warped and faded door a neggl (s 18 s€u.c !
voice wailed, "uhad ‘'ya wvant?"

John bit his lip and answered, "I've got bad news"
“"Then go away," snarled the voice.

"I 's about your boy~iriend," said John.

"/hich one?"

"I don't knowe He didn't tcll me his name."

"QOkay, corie in then."

John opened the door and stcpped insides A plip, brutal=looking womrn lzy on on
iron bed in a torn and dirty nightgom, thumbing thru a copy of Truc Sex Storiese
John blushed deeply. i/hat would the folks brck hone think if they could see hiim now

iiow, only a few scant woeks aiter the deatl of ldis wifee

“Are you iiss Daisy?" hc askede

“Yeah," she answered. "Now, what's the bad newrs 2"

"Your gentleman friend is -=, woll, T moan, == a medivm tall fellow, tiia .ad ==
woll, pale == !l got drunk last night and «se” |

"That's Frankie Grogen," chuckled Daisye "Tho only time anybocdy ever uies lli. R
at nighty, and then he 's always drunk."

Jolm bit his lip again and stared out the dirty window at the well Ju r

avaye lie thought witp‘terror of how he had fclt when they iold ndal Tt Wl e
deade ilow how would this Dzisy woman feel?

et

“propare yourself for e shock, iiss Daisy," he saide
lie hoard the bedsprings creak behind hime

“Frankic Grogen is dead."

Je folt sickenly sorry ho had not said it bettor, and broced himself for the
women s reaction,

8 q q I 3\ "
"Don *t make mec laugh," she said. "Frankic von't ever dioce il6' yreserved in
alcohol."

"T tell you he is dead. Ile was hit, by a.car.and died =s thinking of you." John
felt tiserablc,

She snickerod loudlye.

"o 's deade Don't you believe me?" he moaned. r

“ilawe Tho only kind of dead that boy will evor be is dead drunk," sl
"You ain't the first mug who's tried to tell me Frankie is deads, 50:7:C
tolls me that, a%nut omce every uonth. The noxt time I see him I'LL ©eli . .. 0
put a stop to its The novelty wears off,."

o
ta
G

L& )

there was z long silence, then John shrugzgod and, without a word, walicd ks gf !
&)
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the ciney little rocm, down ti:e siezirs, aand cut intc the sunlight.

That nisht Jon returnec tc t-e dim tavern twe blocks from the sreat white wey

anc sat again, in silent “cnTiness; amcnr the richt flowers.

He glanced arouné abgently, then pasned wit“ surprise Thrru the *wistinr suove
he sew a horribly femiliar fizure leunins acainst tie bsr It wss Fravile Crogen

And scmeone was with 1t.

John's wife.

PAN'S GARDEN

by

Isabtelle E. DLinwviccdie

Lperden stcol ebove the sea,
Above the weve-jesgiied ciiffs.
The trees bent down to toss treir orms

Tc sirnal fishins gvi"fs. e
4 '

b -

Fer ceys on end tie for »-7%ec X' A
Fydm nifes oldns f3E gredt ) AT Y0

It curies ercund t'e carfe w-7?sﬁ\u/-

As quiet &35 s gheost

Then tre statues in tie arcen
Of elves ancd unicern,

Diana, Pan an? cdryads dancec
Unti) the éey wes born.

& pathway wancered dewn the cliff,

Worr smocth by eifen feet, :
On certain moonlit nirhts they came

Cther strange gods tc meet.

Sharp little hcof-marks on the sands
fere washed awey by dawn,

No signs of revelry were seen

On beach, or nath or lewn,

(Sutro's Gardens ir San Frenciscc)
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The mist of a fall morning was slowly rising when an infant was bocm
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. many centuries ago to Penelope, the wife of tke Greek kero, Odysseus, This child's

father was Hermes, the messenger of the Gcds. 2 was an odd child, being more or
less bestial in shape, having legs and ears 5f geat accompanied by a small set
of horns, growing forth from his forehead, His forw seemed of ne great surprise’
to his mother for was he not a child of +ho Sods. being rela’ed to Zeus himself,

Pan grew with great celerity and within a month of his Tirch he broke
free of his mortal ties, seeking the woodland green of which he vas to beccre Cod.

He is generally referred to as the god of fertility of man, anizal; 2l seo:! iZe
he was vigorous and lustful, Many have pictured him as a shepueri yulzrg v ¢ - ke
and herds of Greece; thus he had the power to make men stamperdtes gl Nands cn en SF

the cattle. This ability brought him great fame ameng’ The Athenicit: fow 2t dg e a

by myth when Phedippides, the greatest runner of Athens, was seut to sk e help
of the Spartans to save Athens from the Persians, that Pan stcppcd e, so ugs

T am a friend of Athens, and it shall be saved."

When the Athenians conquered the Persians, Phedippides having :siuted e
story, they organized the Cult of Pan (presumably because the panic of Pen Lald been
sent among the Persians.)

He had many loves, though the most outstanding of his passions is The
nymph Syunx from which developed the legend of Pan's pipesy and the nymph Pitye
(Pine=Tree), But his greatest love was fowr the moon-=goddessy,Seleney fo:r whom he
loved in vain, -

What could such a god be noted for to~day? He wasn't the most wise, but

' his being lives to~day in the hearts of men and wermeny who love the fields and

forest green. Pan alome of all his fellows hes vczihorved the drafts of time, and
even you may hear =~ when the mcon is full i the * o ia of nis pipes floating upon
the moonlit air,

Tne  wied,
I noed; you got? T got; you noed?
s 71017771717
FANTASTIC NOVELS: Nofoﬁbet 1940 . FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES: Junc 1.l
FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIESs Octe. 1942 By Dec. 19241
(must have both covers, etce) { M o0miE. anids * midd
ED COX

4 Spring St., LUBEC, laixc.
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bty James G, Dilworth | S T
They gravely opensd his door. The S.ight sound brouvgri il LTSI
ing to his feet. He faced them eagerly.

He tried a weak smile. They nodded. Ha movad slowly, un™liavy
ingly to the door. They stood aside. i

L

He turned down the hall toward freedom and they fell gilently Into
step beside him. .

Today was the day! Freedom! At last! He brecthei desply. Lvea
now he could smell the cool, fresh outdoors.

It was too bad he had bwen i1l fer o i:ing. How long had it been?
His mind studied the proble: briasf.y. Iz =2l® a twinge of uneasiness,
gquickly washed away by a Jittls thuill GF ALEGCAES3e

His wife. She would be waiting: &g remenmbered her warmly. There
had been some sort of unpleasaniress trhe lact time he had seen her, but
the detsils eluded him. How long ago had it bsen? A day? A year? di~
mind refused to help him. ' 1

{ .
He saw the door and walked more quieckly. She would be Tror-
knew. The heavy door ponderously swung oOpéemn.

He entered the room uncertainly, his eyes searching uxzicv. .,

She had not failed him. She sat patiently waiting “r air, ~rs u.
smile of welcome beckoned.

He sat dovn with her, too full of emotions, blurry ;ﬁﬂg;
and the smothering sensation of freedom to speak.

Her eyes looked deeply into his and she tenderly si¢r.:zcd nis ha.y.
She dropped her hands on his wrists and waited for him to speak. |

The others in the room watched silently. |
He sat straight and still and grappled with his memory.

Suddenly he felt the dark, chilling mists oclearing from his mind.
In another second hs would have the answer. It was clearing! - Yaguely, '
now, he could see why he was here and why he was tasting freedom now.

His wife's hands on his wrists seemed t0 become as cold and as re-
lentless as stoel. He tensed frantically, in a panic to break away

from her graspe .
A white light exploded in his drain.

THE GUARD mew his face was pale end sweaty but he wasn't ashamed
of it. '

"p wife-killer," he breathed. "I never saw enyors ftass . .
ly." His fascinated stere was fixed on the motionleus figurc . ..° |
electric chair. !

A - THE END =
S
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This story was told me ty a Detroit airman who, for
reasons of his own (I.E. ¢ dcesn'c want pesople to think
he's insane.) will ke ilewciil-d ters »piy as Phillip L.

Here is the story, as he =olid it to mee

"On the evenimg of June 25, 1948, a friend of mine
and I took off from the Betrolt city airport in a Cub
Cruser and headed East,

"At about dusk,as we flew along at 5,5 v I't, [ sau
a glow, almost like a small sunset, up ahensd. The glo
got rapidly brighter until, all of a suddsn, I saw tli

thing, coming at us at at least 600 M.P.H.

a
-
Vi
[
S

"I yelled to my friend,"What's tuat?" anc intcd
at 1t just as it shot by, not more than 200 or =00 I"t.
below us. I threw the Cub into a steep turn in = o o -t
to see more of it, but 2ll I saw after taat was iis  <!lo ,
no,, not yellow exactly, more like a very, very brizrc gr..,
jetwake trailing off into the distance.

"As near as I can figure, it was 125 to 15C {:. iong
and 20 to 40 ft. in diameter. It was sort of cigar..shaped
and perfectly round, with a long necdls nose and very short

stub wingsa.

"I could tell it had at least two dzcks because I
saw two rows of trightly-1lit, roond windows along the side.
Above these was anotiier row of c¢ither windows with the lights
out, or some:sort of markingsstNear tl1a2 nose, where the
cockpit was prohablr dacatedd ftlcre was a large, intriecatly
braced window, faciwy forward.

"After we got back io 112 «irport we sat for some time
in the Chb, “tallsi@e T o@fdr, *.Jic *Finally detided” that it
must have been a new Army jet job, and also we decided
that we had better not tell anyoue. If the Army hadn't
said anything about it, why shcould we? It might be a
nmikitery secrets

"Then we went into the bullding to see if anyone elsc
had seen it. We asked casually if anyone had seen any jct
jobs around lately, but nobody had.

] kept it to myself unhtil gne night I fia iy lot
it drop at a bull session at Inland Lakes Flying Service
in Cadillac, Mich. The word got around to Ray Nelso:
and he came out to the airport and got this story fr« .

Mistern- Philddp L. 4 meb a Stifan, but I .can vouck ¥or
his honesty. Howover, there is the barest possibil.tr that
this story 1s not all Prue, The rcasons for my Lainscwins
doubt are; (1) Phillip L. would not say who was with hin
when he saw the rocket.

(over)
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(2) He did not allow me to use his.full name.

(3) He was unable to recall the number of tail fins
on the rocket.

(4) During the flying disk scare the Army denied
possession of any such -ships,

However, if the rocket ship did exist, I should
certainly like to krow whese it wns, where it came from,
and whye
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Phillip L's sketch of the strange aircrafvc
he saw near Detroit. Note superficial
resemblance to Bell XS-1,
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2 THE PRCSPECTOR; a bit of the off trail by

i FANDOM

The Collected Stories of Ben Hect--Gross:ct & Lualap

: Here is a collection of stories by one of thc most
. versatlle writers of our time, Ben Hect, movie and radio
» writer, playwrite, nowspaperman, pcet, art critic, and
s% general all-around story tsllecr. 2&s might be expected

# of such a man of many faces, k! anchology contains many

%  fantasles, semi-Cantasies, ard woeilstic stories with

s+ fantastic overetonis.

%

3 The most obvisus fantasies avce "Remenber Thy Creator',
# - an unusually moving reiigious iLale contuining some rather

% .. radiecad. theoleglical ideas, "Ine Adventmray ef’Professor

% Emmett", a somewhat Stiish molodvome arout what happens

s when a man turned against mankind and intc an angiis

% required jo decide whoUher maniziad is worth saving cr

% -nob; "Hhe Doath of Eleazar'", another TOll?lOUS TG 2 e

sy e SHedew' .y Tho Spoctcr of the Rose'', "Mie Rival Dipgmy",

3% M"The.Ax", 1Tn the Midst of DéothY,, 'The Lost”86ul¥yand

¥ obher p“1mlv ehtertaining liftie’ sercamess. —amd M Haowrinles
% Choiriseassliightly funny radio advertising Eﬂt;l» - oo T :
s# Heavin takes over radios 'The others are realictic opnl” In

# thaot nothing impossible happens in them, but all but e

# stroined hummor makes unbeatable entertainment.
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STAN

By EVAN H. APPELMAN

"What is that, beside the post?
Never fear, 'tis just a ghost!"

I .

The ecoffin bearing transporvt Chicapo, plowed her way through
the waves of the Pacific, two days 0. ¢! San Franciseo. It was
deathly still on decik and the gitihous moon cast eerie shadows
which took on ghoulish qualities to ric i 0 man on watch.

"Brrrrr! What a job! Sailing with a bunch of corpses and
keeping watech over them, yet!" The speaker was a youngster of a=-
bout nineteen. He was obviously highly agitated.

"I agree with you there, Bob. This is as bad as walking
through a cemetery on a dark night. But a job's a job." Rob's
companion on watch was somewhat older and appeared to be much more
composed.

"Yeh, I suppose so. But give me deck scrubbing any day. .Just
thinking of those rows of sleek black coffins below gives e 5ia
jitters,” Bob shuddered visibly.

"What's wrong with ecoffins? I think they are very pretty, and
Cozy besides.’

The two men spun around simultaneously at the strange voice,
There, leaning nonchalantly against the rail, was a soldier clad in
the light tan shorts and short-sleeved shirt of infantry summer un-
iform. There was something inhuman about him; something that sent
cold shivers running up and down Beb'sg srine. For thw soldier's
body was no more substantial than a veil of gauze of the same di-
mensions, and through it Reb could cluariv see the rail and the
tossing ocean beyond. Fur:h criole, Lhne body glowed with a weird
blue-white radiance. |

"Don't be disturbed," the spectre went on in a soft, far away
voice. "I just came up for somes fresh zir. Those coffins are air
tight, you know. Kow do you expect a zhost to breathe in one of
those things?

"Larry," Bob asked, "am I seeing things?®
"If you are, so am I," replied Larry. "And hearing them too."
' . THE GHOST SMTLED. "So you don't believe in ghosts, eh? Well,

1 didn't either, uantil T -- er -- became one. But maybe I ought to
introduce myself., I°'m Stan Winters, reported killed in action on

(N




Ifindanao. But tonat isc't zo. W

"NoT" asted Lerry. VThen what did happen tolyeu. T 1% dsn't
T00 versonal P '

"Net at all," replied Stan. "In fact, that's one of iM¢ -sa.
sons 1 wanted to contact you. You see, while on board shid o
caurht aviobher GI doing some petty stealing. He was very ser . ous-
1y admouished and he held me to blame. Just before we laured h-
shot, m2, and wheon we did land he threw me out of the varge and 1
was counted as one of those first killed in the landing.”

Do you know his name?" asked Bob.

"Sure. Tom Russell. He got shnt in the leg some time later
and was brought back to the States.”

"Can't we get him arvested o« sam=thing?" asked Bob.

"How?" asked Larry. #n tlz ovidence of a ghost? Hardly
substantial."

"That's just it," said the ghousue. ""No one believes in ghosts
J ’ g g
80 how can you use the testimony of one?"

"Iut there must be something we can do," said Bob.

"There is,"™ said Stan's ghost grimly. "And I intend to do it%!
But I'll need the help of you two."

"I'11l do anything I can to help," said Bob.
"Check!"™ responded Larry.

"Good,™ said Stan. ' "Now here's what I want you to c¢c. Ti

the first place I'1l need some small sums of money. Tr2y doan’e put. !

|

change in *ne clothes of a corpse anymore like they used t¢ do Wi

mummies. You will have to act as agents for me until the linal
stage, when I1°11 step in. It just won't do to have a ghust walking
dovm Lhe sirasts of San Francisco.™

"How co we find ocut where Rassell lives?'" asked Larry.
"I've taken care of that," revlied the spectre. "Though I

didn't want to haunt him while he was still fighting, I kept track
of his whereaboutz. hisht now he’s living with his mother in Los

Angeles. HNow thisz ig whst wetll dno. T Wor the next fifteen
minutas the apparition whis oo instiuesions to the two sailors.

T

. Fur best resuits I want to
wiind be 2 mcst imrossible to

SHE

"Remember, we'il have o wo:
finish before the funcral,
Pesilaine Syt .

"When is the funeral?" asked Larry.

"In a little over a month," replied the ghost. "It will be a ;

big puhlic affair. Are you both sure of what to do, now?

"Right!" replied the two sailors simultaneously.

13
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Thorras Ruse2ll opened and read the last letter in the day's
mail. ills race turned as white as a sheet and the letter fluntered
io the flonr from nis limp hands. He picked it up and reald it a-

ain., - I sapds o fifeaefion . paie dsuresto ‘came sto tmy: fanwral.
will be witilinptho menth. I will be looking forward <o seeing you
there. Wousr friend -- Stan.!

At P e

(& (s

Tom rughed to the desk and drew from a drawer an clu le
irom Stan. {arefully he compared the signatures. They mutc
perfectiv!  Tom fussell sat down -- hard.

AUESELL PICKED UP the telephone receiver. A methodi-al voice
said, "Veiegr:m for Mr. Thomas hussell."

s« A

"I'm Thomas Russell,™ he said.

The voic3d hagan reaaLag. “ﬁbmember the date Stop A month
from yesterday Stcpr Mayte ic can be a feint affair. Signed, Stan,"

7

. \_-

"o you wish it delivirzd

Russell smashed trne ohone dowes 1n,0 its bracket. As he turn-
ed away ke thought' "ItY Ambomanmvety o deat M bsgioken | LTS Lot ta
be...Scnezocinets just ploying a juke o mu,ezﬁut the sigraturs.,.it
matchind: Stan's. . Soulldehdue Peesirtorsed .. dures e that¥s i5,. .1t
was forgedin

EUSSELT, LOOKED at the card that had come in the morning miil

bem

awl tore it to shreds. It had read: "Dear Tom, Do vou il bave

the gue you uesd? Or did you leave it on the island? WoREs Shani

As the felrp“one rang, Russell grasped the edge of his chaiw
crt suppert. e sighed with relief as he heard his m.trer crsw .o
4

-

; "Helio? ... Why yes, he is. Who is this? ... A friend? ...
Just 5 winnhe -- *‘1 ealY hWimed
e

som? Telephone for you!l®

srenavling, Thom picked 1up the receiver. #Hello?"

"Stant® Russell exclaiired.

Don't faint on me " riie= yoice saidt softiy, "because it won't
do you ary good."

"Waat =~ what 6o gbo et wich e

"fou have a 1* tl& less than fovr weshs left, If by the end
[ - xF 2 - o B A

o 8lRat tine, yoa Ao uoiice, you won't live
Gl 6o 50 3.atery

huns up.

e west mhe oowad of-a phene bes




L

S I T R e s e A
by swan! Heldes po] ce departnensi ... A man jast
L 55 k3ld mel ... po, L don't ¥now who he is
Russeil hung up and waited, Ten minutes
ng agalin.

ady
phon ] me A
2. r..‘“).a .;:.L.‘lll

lateir Iuic pl“u

190 (2 r.~’_f.nﬂ

"Hello? ... Have you found out anything? ... Oh, I see...He
called from a public phone booth, eh? ... Yes, I'll Tet you know if
he calls me 2gair...Thank you."

SEV 'FAL, DAYS LATER a long, thin, package was decliivered to huc-
sel%'s nome. Opening it, he found it to contain a phoncgr wpn re-
IET

0 mst be the wrong address " he thought, "DBrt I wouder
what it is% - It wouldn't do any harm to play it- once."

e put the record on the phonograph and turned the instrument
on., The next moniert he had fallea inco a nearby chair as 3tan's
voice came from the phoncgraph,

"Surprised, Tom? Remembher, you have only thrce weeks left.
You never thovght that this would lharnen to you when you killed me,
did you? I could kili you any iins L waried to but I'm giving you
a chance. Confess in t1e¢ next bivee wwaig and you will be spared.
Otherywise == 3 o

"Giving me a chance, iik: heck!' murbled Russell as he sent
the rezcrd hurtling across the room in nie g2neral direction of the,
waste paper basket. f'Heis just torturing mel

A WETK LATER Russell woke up in the morning consciou= of a
tieklirz sensation on his side. When he saw tae cause of it he
noarly screamed. There, firmly implanted in his bed, wes a bavonaety
it had slit his pajama shirt and the contact of the colé bte“' with
hiz skin had zaused the tiekling. Tied to the other =nd oi the Hay-
nast, was a small piece of vaper on which was written jﬂ“t three

vords, fTrnree decigive words. Twelve letters that Wk" Lo h=uat hin

for the next fourteern days. The slip of paper rezd: Flwo more weeky)!

For the nexc two wneks Russell was left entirely alone. Ou
Sauurday night he weat to bed contented. Tomorrow was the funnrul
avi he new teiieved he wonld scape the dire vengeance propmised by
TR WU P

HE WAS AWAKFNFD in the middle of the night by a soft chuckle
that souuted as if it came from a great distance, but was clearly
auditle. Sitting up, Kussell stared drowsily at the blurred shape
that had mav erkthzed at tha foct of his ted. As he stared, it
seemed 1O lose iluun 1“7”LHPBS ard ccme Lt better focus. Instantly
Russell's d vpeyjrness lelt him,

"Stani"

"Yes, Toml"

Rascell ]et out a terrifying ve‘l and leaping from his bed,
he dashed out of the room. The spectre made no attempt to ston

hin.
15




Mrs Aussell later testificd ¥ bnas. reuded-br her sonts eevis
0

QULET Y, Site' Hid conms ont “oistiies oom in tine %0 sae hLm streak oub
of tku house. && she passed hisg roowm, howevar, sus thoughit sng saw
ieaning gpeinst hear scn's ped, & sctlﬁler cald in Jn-dnr v sWwamer

uniform. His bLodvy had been semi-trensparent and had seemed to glow
with a pale bluisn-white radiance. His face vicre a esmile of con-
tentments

HAUNTED BY GHOST, EX-GI KILLS SELF

Clad only in pajamas, Thomas Russell,
a veteran of World War II, late last night
dashed in fromt of a speeding car near his
home in Los Angel.cs.

Fatally injnred, Russell was removed
to a hospital where he asked to see a po-
lice officer. Waen one was secured, he con-
ressed tha murder of a fellow CI, Staniey
Winrers, in a ship cit Mindanao un the eve
of corbat.

Russell claimed the ghost of this man
had haunted him intc c~mn‘tnng suicide

A haly nowe after wmolirge vhis amazing
confessicn, Husze’l loot econccicusness and
did not 8WLkQJa

Bob put down the newspaper and turned to hlS companion.
"Larry, do you believe in ghosts?"
THE END

RETURN
By Isabelle E. Dinwiddie

Was that

A sigh% I sensad

Some presence here just now.

I werder 1f she could not rest

i 7, deer

Last sleep

But came to watch that all went well?
Go back, uneagy soul.,

FRger ST SRttar et |

My wounds.

1o
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BEARGYTT «= ARD YOU

By Norman Ashfield

I have recently been thlnklng about this Bergey question.
T myself hate (HATE is the wcrd!) the covers produced in what we
have come wo call the "Bergey" style, put I find mysa!lf morz aad
mre convinced that I am one of a very small majority, fovr 1 dic-
1iksz internal pics of this nature as well.

Despite all this guff in the readers' columns about the BWMs,
etc., I am convineced that in goneral fans like the idea behind it.
A good oxamﬂle can ke found in ¥ * M _and F N where flnlﬂv does
some of hig fine dra‘wlnDw of u«m@n.-n almost, if not entirely, in
the altogether. Leiters in those mags usually say how much the
fen liked these pics == I've niver scenr one dsmuning them -- but
those self-same flen will moan like everiihung at a girl or girl-
beast cover! In c¢ther wor;;: Mzl ve wdoprcs 0of larsies inside but
keep them off the coveculi

The last sentence leads to the »e!icf that fen generally like
to see pics of uncicthed ladizs but.uoult want-te advertise their
likes to other i¢ik ty having thesc g:;be que creatures on the
cover of the maguwiacs ALl -vhis gatt abouvt the uov*“s is purely
a dclence against dizapproviag looks in p1b‘ﬂc° 12 Rergev's
wondertal (7) covers appeared inside the magezine, in fuil color,
fan mcalu gc crazny and be prcpareld to pay ancther dime ror tiiec mag-
asine ¢ven it some of the 180 pages were sacrificed.

There then appear to be two major types of SF fen (not in-
cluding the Fantasy or Weird lovers). The great majority are it
gseems, beer-drirking, girl-ogling monsters, just lilie their hated
(?) BEMs in theiro inner minds. They create defence nezhanisms,

-

juch as ohjzcting to the covers, but they'd be disavpointsd oI
ai11 the luscies and monsters dlsappea“ed and we had the traa
dcience fict¢31 p;ctu“as a-la-Astounding (or rather Scievce Flc-
Uion ~~ fOor it's nu lenger astoundingl). And menticn ox AQF

brings ne to the other type, the gmall minority, tnat like AZF
bestand 8ay caly put up wwth some of the uther magatines for the
occaslronal g0ud sLor) eyt up.

Judging by the pictures In the many SF magazines, only one
of which has "staid" covers and pics liked by the minority, it
seems clear that ithe majority mist be bty far sre larger cof the
two types.

The publighers always try to p; sage thexr public, and I am
sure that the covers wonitc change +ilil thie fen change their
leopard's spotsi

THE XD

ED'S NOTE: We think (and hope!; iiae abcve article will arouse some
controversy. Paging Tay Nelson!
7
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