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GLASS HOUSES

~ IGNACE Q. CRUDIEIGH, President and sole member of our local Oak
Ridge Fantasy Science-Fiction Skittles and Beer Club dropped in with
the newsnote that, while enroute through Jackson Park the other day,
he saw one of these here now flying saucers sitting plump in the middle
of the baseball diamond with a passel of little men skittering around.
BGood gracious, what did you do?" we asked. "Skedaddled fer hum to
fetch my Kodak," Crudleigh told us. He paused, squinched up his eyes,
and explained, "Figgered I'd take a pitcher of t!em." We wondered how
the pictures had turned out. "Didn't git none. By the time I got back
with m'Kodak, them little fellers had saucered and blowed!'™ Crudleigh
said.,

" FURTHER EVIDENCE that the atom bomb did more than lay waste Hiroshima
is showvm in the recent interest of McCall'!s Magazine inJ. W, Campbell's
Astounding Science Fiction Magazine. ¢ . .a case of the lion patron-
izing the lamb, no doubt. The issue for October carried not only an
article in the nature of a review, but also a full page color repro-
duction of one of Chesley Bonestell's matchless paintings, and a pair
of Orban illustrations reprinted from Astounding. In the article, en-
titled "Outside Our World', John Gunther took us along the perilous
path of fantasy versus science-fiction by means of a literal inter-
view between himself and lir, Campbell. In spite of a noble effort to
absorb the spirit of s.f. ina single interview, lir, Gunther definite-
ly lost the struggle. He left us with the impression that science-
fiction is something for which he carries a special ten-foot pole not
to touch it with. This was Jjust an impression.

AVONG THE NEW THINGS with which our age ever glorifies itself, no
new thing is greeted with more interest in some quarters than a new
book., We are apprised by lMr,. L. Sprague de Camp that tie new book in
this instance is his forthcoming IOST CONTINENTS: THE ATIANTIS THEME
IN HISTORY, SCIENCE & LITERATURE. Excerpts from this notable work
have appeared article-wise in Astounding. A mere taste, however, for
the main work contains 90,000 words of text, plus 20,000 more in ap-
pendices and end matter, a compendium for the student as well as the
laity interested in such matters.

WE HAVE FINALLY MANAGED to acquirea copy of GAIAXY--number 3--after
having been showered with dummy covers in a manner to arouse our in-
terest. What went with numbers 1land 2? We buy our fiction at a marve-
lously complete neighborhood newsstand, and take it amiss to be oblig:d
to visit metropolitan Neek the Greek for our reading matter. We under~-
stand word has got around that K.C. is in the heart of "The Great S.F.,
Desert", but we respectfully submit to the editors of this new and
promising magazine that the expression is purely figurative. Just be-
cause some other towns can find three fans at once to cook up a '"fan
club" signifies nothing. Water runs deepest where it babbles the least.

IF YOU DON!'T GET "WORIDS BEYOND! where you live, either move to
where you can get it, subscribe, or think up something like the remarks
above and write to the editor. Edited by Damon Knight, published by
Hillman Periodicals, Inc. Editorial offices at 535 Fifth Avenue, New
York 17. The first issue of this most unusual magazine has impressed
us forcibly with the fact that Damon Knight has done a superlative
Job of combining weird, fantasy, and science-fiction in a manner com-
patible both with literary taste and intellectual appreciation.WORLDS
BEYOND is, by all means, a magazine we hope to see around for a long
time to come.

~ APROPOS OF NOTHING AT ALL, it ocecurs to us that there are two kinds
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of people in the country--those who own a television set a nd those
who do not. This latter type of person is a nagging ache in the heel
of the television-Achilles, which is to say, to those who manufacture
this mechanical variation of Lethe-water, Until put an end to by the
powers that be, radio commercials were pregnant with appeal in their
attempt to convert families of non=-peekers to the desideratum, peckers.
And so, they struck at the heart of all the American housewife holds
most dear--her children. Will your child be outcast fromhis playmates,
never knowing the latest television-subject of conversation? Such was
the trend of their theme. We are unaware that our little story proves
anything pro or con the argument respecting television, but here it is
as we heard it. The small daughter ina no-peek family, having listened
to a loguacious radio commercial of this nature, fixedher mother with
a reproving glance, "And what do you have to say to that?" asked she.,

To which Mother replied, "There are other interesting things in the
world besides television, dear. Why, I can read to you."

This information having been spread upon the wind of childhood gos=
sip, Mother was besieged by hordes of little people (who should have
been home watching television), clamoring to be read to. And they
were. But the climax arrived one day when Mother was indulging in an
afternoon siesta., A small boy (who really shouldhave been home watch-
ing television) marched unannounced into the sleeping woman's bedroom,
smartly pinched her nose, and cried, "Wake up, lazy, and read to me."

FROM FANTASY STORIES, November, 1950: "Dear George: I cannot thank
you enough for talking Mary out of the Reno trip. For the first time
since I undertook this assignment, I feel some peace of mind. But not
peace of body." A fine talker you were, George.

Ibid,: "Outside the solar system other stars--22 in number--besides
the sun have satellite planets."™ Quick, Henry, my telescope!

Ibid.: ",,.Jekka said, We'd better go back. We'll needall sorts of
things to find out what we're up against. Chemical and magnetic ana -
lyzers, perhaps a new mathematics." Sorry, Son. Afteryou learn to use
the math you already have, then we'!ll think about getting you a newexr
one.

THROUGH AN UNHAPPY ERRCR this magazine was recently listed in the
market list of Author & Journalist as paying for submitted material
upon acceptance. We take this opportunity to point out to our reader=-
ship that The Nekromantikon makes no payment for material accepted,
Our policy is explained in our title-page footing. At any rate, A&J
will be pleased to learn that writers actually read their listings and
depend upon them. We were deluged with a flood of manuscripts from
every quarter, By the time the cause of our sudden popularity was as=—
certained, we had already accepted several scripts for publication—-
and still had a bushel basket full, more or less, on hand for return
to their authors. We spent a week writing letters of apology for the
error, In most cases of manuscripts thathad been submitted and accep-
ted under this misapprehension, the authors were very kind and permit—
ted us to retain possession. It is, therefore, with great appreciation
for the generosity of Mr, Stanton A, Coblentz, who needs no introduc-
tion to fantasy fans anywhere, that we bring you iIn this issue THE
DOOM OF CASSANDANY. Our thanks tohim for this privilege. A&J has been
notified of its error, and we hope such an embarrassing circumstance
will not rise again.

REGULAR READERS with a penchant for numbers will note in this issue
fewer pages than we have offered in some issues past. As a matter
of fact, little, if any, reduction has been made. We have both widen-
ed and deepened our page form to the extent that something over 15%

(Please turn to page 15)
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16,000,000

Somebody once coined a phrase about "10,000,000 monkeys with 10,000,
000 typewriters, typing for 10,000,000 years, would write all the
literature, etc.," Well, we haven!'t yet been going 10,000,000 years,
but so far as we have gone, a pretty nice job has been done. The
nicest part, perhaps, is that we're still hard at it--if not the orig-
inal 10,000,000 monkeys, their descendants, at least.

So, we couldn't think of a better name for this department, in which,
from time to time, we shall look over a few of the knottier problems
obfuscating the concept of writing asawhole. Don't look for pontifi-
cal statements, for "story blue-prints", for an "Open Sesame" to pro-
fessional markets, or for "secrets" that explain in ten words how to
write a saleable story. There won'tbeany. Especially no secrets. How
to write a story is no secret--read any magazine and find a half dozen
or more examples of how it is done.

A complaint we frequently hear is that pro editors, rejectinga script
never say why. In this connection, it occurs to us to sit back and
enjoy the beauties of amateur editorship.

Editors are in business to make money for their publishers. They do
this by selling a commodity purehased originally from the author who
produced it. The author's work (and by extension, the author) becomes -
an investment which the editor, for the  sake of his job, his wife, his
kids, and the poor politicians depending upon the tax from his income,
cannot afford to endanger.

Whether or not an author is as lousy as any given piece he submits
is a question an editor hesitates to fool with, If Author A submits a
stinkeroo, should Editor tell himit stinks? He would pcke holes in his
own head to do so. Author A might-=just might, you understand--really
be a budding Hemingway. In such event, if Editor is the least bit nasty
about a rejection, his big headache will come later when he sees a
hated rival making millions off Author A, now no longer budding, but
a full-blown Hemingway. And another thing, if Author A really is a
lousy writer, why encourage him? Reserve opinion, and you're safe ei=-
ther way. Nobody is so sensitive like writers. They disagree with ed-
itors asamatter of principal, even when the editors buy their stuff.
They always feel they're underpaid. (How am I doing, you pro eds?)

The amateur editor, not in a position to profit froma writer's lab-
ory is not bound by pelf-inspired ethics. Ask an amateur editor what
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he thinks of your story, and he is just likely to tell you, not caring
one whit whether you agree with him or not. He has nothing to 1lose
save the nebulous nascency of what might otherwise have developed into
a beautiful friendship. And, strangely enough, you just might like the
sound of what he has to say.

If you submit your story toa competent approval, be prepared to stand
by the judgment rendered. Too often, a writer does not. He is really
looking for a pat on the back instead of just and serious criticism.
Oh yes, we know whereof we speak!

There is a point, however, at which discretion is the better part of
good sense., No sense wasting words on an obvious ham. No words can
help him, no criticism move him, no encouragement change him. He is
already lost in a profound admiration of himself; and there he stays
in his rut of self-admiration, and a good place for him it is.

Every potentially able writer passes through a stage of pure and
simple dithering--"expressing himself", he calls it. He considers him=-
self inordinately clever, and thinks his writing proves his stand. Af-
ter having passed this -stage, if ever he does, he has an excellent
opportunity to develop.

We have had it expressed to us in divers ways, from low insinuation
to cries of blatant outrage, that if we are so hot with the advice,
why are not we in the forefront of professional ranks, And the only
possible answer to that is, that if you are so far beyond the need of
advice, why are not you in equivalent locus~~and why did you bother us
in the first place? We used to write a great deal and even sell some
of it. lately, we have come to the conclusion that pro editors know
their business, and realize that we are only about a tenth as good as
we used to think we were. The art of self-deflation of the ego is a
difficult one to learn, but the importance of it can be measured in
the distance it will carry you along the road to professional author-
ship. Learn the art well. . .and practice it.

We have, God help us, upon occasion taken the bull by the horns and
our life in our hands to the extent of suggesting revisions in a sube
mitted manuscript to make it suitable for use. Even pro editors have
been known upon occasion to do this. Inno other way can you so quick=
ly discover the potentialities of a probable writer. In most of such
cases, the would-be author takes the same attitude you would take if
your doctor suggested you remove your own appendix. But if you knew
how to remove your appendix, and were ina position where not to remove
it meant death, and you might succeed and live, you would likely take
the chance. Re-doing a bad story is not nearly so serious, but you
would think it were from the attitude some writers--the hams--take,

It is a joy to find an author who can take a suggestion and turn an
absolute dud into a thing of beauty and a joy forever. Sometimes he can
do itonthe first try. More often, two or three or half a dozen tries
are in order. Take cognizance of this, To learn to write, you have to
write. A surgeon does not become a surgeon by reading a book.

At any rate, whether the author mans the guns of his defense mecha=-
nisms, or quietly goes to work to do better, something has been accom-
plished. If he has the stuff in him, after the rattle of his protest
has died out, he will himself see the fundamental silliness of his ex-
cuses for his faults, and will take another step in the direction he
wants to go--toward becoming a selling professional.

And so we arrive at "saleable stories." What are they? Stories that
are good enough to sell, naturally. Any well written story is a sale~
able story. What it is not is a sold story. And there you have it. A
saleable story is not a sold story. Nobody knows what makes a story

(Please turnsto page Ll)
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A Fantasy in the Jkranos Heries

~ By Lin Carter

"Beyond the hills and sweeping plain,
Beyond the ocean's rise,
Beyond the forests, dark with rain,
The Golden City lies..."
~-=Song of the Troubadour

Once there ruled in the City of Kyre, a great and powerful King called
Leodonek the Strong, who was widely known for his prowess inbattle and
for the same reason feared. Tall and strongly built was Leodonek of
Kyre; black of hair, keen of eye, and swift of hand, and much skilled
in the art of war., But little he knew or cared to know of Statecraft
and the duties of Kings. More oft than not, on a moment'!s whim or a
fancied insult, he would rise up from his feast-table to war upon a
neighboring land with neither thought of consequences nor clearness of
reason.

And it happened that Leodonek, being in the vanity of his youth, glor-
ied in his strength and health, and became vain and proud. But when it
came to pass thathe reached his three-and-thirtieth year, he began to
fear his approaching age with an unnatural intensity. He realized that
he held his rule over the war-like peoples of Kyre by reason of his
strength and prowess in war, and to his egotistic and brooding mind it
seemed that to lose that strength would be to lose his throne. So his
vanity and egotism drove him to secure his throne by fear. He became
a tyrant, anda blood=-thirsty treacherous monarch, who feared not even
the Gods.

But Time is stronger than the Gods, and leodonek came more and more
to fear age.On stormy nights, when the castle walls shookwith thunder,
and the wind howled in rainy gusts about the battlements and towers,
he would lie awake and restless=~brooding on his fast-fading youth. He
visioned with horror the time whenhis flesh would shrivel on his weary
bones, whenhis eyes would weakenand his black hair become as the frost
had touched it; when his hand would be so tremulous that he could no
longer swing his fabled sword, King-Maker, in battle. On nights like
that, he would weep aloud and curse the Gods who created Time,

And so it came to pass that Leodonek held a great feast on the anni=-
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customed to a finer raiment, Having made homage, he seated himself on
the steps of the King's dais, and let his slender fingers wander idly
over the lutestrings. Then he began to sing.

He sang a curious song, wild and elfin. Of lands far off and little
knovn, lands where strange peoples dwell in curious splendor, and for-
eign knights go adventuring on alien quests, lands vhere undreamed-of
monsters await the unwary traveler, and strange treasures lie infabled
realms, And as he sang, the vast hall became uncannily silent. A magi-
cal spell seemed to fall over the glittering throng, and they were en-
chanted, The Troubadour sang on, He sang of dark magicians and weird
monsters, of strange dragons and legendary Kings, of the wonders of the
‘;fl.“ableddcities of the West, of Shong, Kasharna, and Tharleon the Many-

oviered.
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West! What an adventure!" Now all the men were clamoring of this won=-
drous quest and the riches of the fabled City. Leodonek, himself, was
aflame with avarice and desire, his sullen melancholy torn from him as
a dark cloak. Herewas the answer to his fears! Immortal life! He sprang
over the table and ripped King-Maker from its scabbard witha great cry.

e '11l do itt" he bellowed to the drunken crowd. "We'!'ll fight our way
to the Golden City, though the Hosts of Hell stand in our way!" A1l the
knights and warriors set the Hall to ringing with their vows and cries.

But amid all theshouting and confusion, the strange Troubadour left
the hall unnoticed, his head bent and his face in shadow so that none
could see his sad and mocking smile.

And so it came to pass that leodonek the Stxrong andall his host rose
up, shouting and singing of the wonders of the Golden City, and left
the palace and the City of Kyre, marching into the night and the darkness.

All that night they marched westwards, drunkenly, boasting, swinging
their great swords and swilling their red wine. And when morning showed
her fair face above the edges of Ikranos, and flooded all the Iands of
Dream with her glory, she found them far on the rising slopes of the
mountains that guarded their land. On they marched, though more soberly
now, still burning with greed and the fervor of their vision. The army
straggled along through the mountains, pausing only to raida frightened
peasant!s fields, and slaughter half his cattle for provisions. Through
that day they marched, while th e sun climbed over the blue slopes of
the mountains and moved dovm the sky in the west, toward their goal.
Early in the evening the fumes of the wine left them altogether, and
they pitched camp in a rocky mountain-pass and took their bearings. And
when the nobles and warriors fully awoke to their surroundings, and
realized they had risen up in the middle of the night to march to wan
they began towish to return, for many among themhadwives and children
in Kyre, and were loathe to forsake them for a drunken dream.

But the King would have none.of turning back, for if they were sober
then he still was drunk, drunk with greed for golden riches; drunk with
Iust for eternal youth, Iater in the morning something of the wonder
and magnificence of the Troubadour!s song returned to the warriors, and
they took up the march again. As enthusiasm returned to their hearts,
they recounted to each other songs and antique fables they had heard at
their mothers?! knees, tales and legends of the Golden City that lies
beyond the furthest hills and of the wonders that await men there. So
they marched into the morning, through the pass and across the rocky
plains, down boulder-strewn slopes.

And when they had passed the mountains, they founda thick forest of
gnarled trees before them, and were forced to hew theirway through with
blade and battle-ax.As they worked, they grumbled amongst themselves.

"Iegends say the City is far and far awayand far away," muttered one
bravny knight. "I have heard it is even across the great deserts and
beyond the Sea of Neol-Shendis.m

A tall red-bearded soldier beside him, wiped hias brow and growled:
"Further than that, so I have heard. Even further away than Carzund
or Shong or the City of Rubies! : ; '

"By the Gods, it may be even farther than thatl¥ another man said.
And on they grumbled, cutting through the forest. But even tales of
great distances and insurmountable hardships could not quite dim their
avarice. For they were greedy men, war-like and cruel, driven on by fear
of their King and lust for riches. It was noon when they emerged from
the forest, sweating and torn with brambles, their scarlet cloaks in
shreds and their rich tunics splattered with mud. But they went on.

By twilight they had reached the Hills of Tang, and camped there.
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elgn knights go adventuring on alien quests, lands where undreamed-of
monsters await the unwary traveler, and strange treasures lie infabled
realms, Andas he sang, the vast hall became uncannily silent. A magi-
cal spell seemed to fall over the glittering throng, and they were en-
chanted. The Troubadour sang on. He sang of dark magicians and weird
monsters, of strange dragons and legendary Kings, of the wonders of the
gableddcities of the West, of Shong, Kasharna, and Tharleon the Many-
oviered .

And he sang, at last, of the Golden City that lies beyond all e
ghe fabulous Golden City, that is the fairest of the Wonders ol zg-
norld, A city all of purest gold, with shimmering domes and tallqmst..
arets, shining likea golden crown atop some far-off peak to the We 5
» Gl:'y fairas morning, beforewhose glory even the stars of evenln%rgzs.
Ahe sang, 100, of the legended Goblet that is the greates e
ore of those lands.A Goblet of carven zold, that sits alone in@é

hail hung with ; that evel an
- i reclious t ; 3 a throne 2
Emperor might eivy, In apestries, resting on ortal

ity e.m.d Whosoever dp
lasting Youth and p
oubadouy sang to

this Grail, he sang, is the Drfflu&'ht tha
inketh of it shall never age ordies; bU "
EJ'.B as ling of the Golden City f?ze"’erij,he breas
Le 1S rapt audience, a fire was 1it 1n 5008 !
Nes,:;nik and he leaned forward eage;‘ly drinking in the st.raggf coudd
this tnin‘él{i"?“ be young...forever! By the Gight Hundred GO p
e
: . d away
siigc‘;he!;h the Song was done, and the last rapturous note dli:use'- e
feasters nag “hrong stirred slowly, then thundeved with PP o nobl®
and soldiejcl-(s1 Eeen firedwith this vision even as their Kings o d sev e
walls 4o I‘ing'prang Yo their feet, drunk with enthusiasms
i

N8 With their shouts ounding:

Q A - : I

the tappg 125t $his would be, o King it bellowed one Moi€l Fyouthl

Other d;thnkhla Wine-cup, "Adventure, riches--and orr 7Ol ;ed

Stabbard gpg €0 lord sprang atop the table, tore hi: swg pe shov he
"aved it about his head. MA City of G01d;a;eal'bh of

€ Treasures of fabulous kingdoms, the
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West! What an adventure!™ Now all the men were clamoring of this won=
drous quest and the riches of the fabled City. Leodonek, himself, was
aflame with avarice and desire, his sullen melancholy torn from him as
a dark cloak. Herewas the answer tohis fears! Immortal life! He sprang
over the table and ripped King-Maker from its scabbard witha great cry.

mMye 111l do it!" he bellowed to the drunken crowd. "We'!ll fight our way
to the Golden City, though the Hosts of Hell standin our way!" All the
knights and warriors set the Hall to ringing with their vows and cries.

But amid all theshouting and confusion, the strange Troubadour left
the hall unnoticed, his head bent and his face in shadow so that none
could see his sad and mocking smile.

And so it came to pass that Leodonek the Strong andall his host rose
up, shouting and singing of the wonders of the Golden City, and left
the palace and the City of Kyre, marching into the night and the darkness.

All that night they marched westwards, drunkenly, boasting, swingirg
their great swords and swilling their red wine. Andwhen morning showed
her fair face above the edges of Ikranos, and flooded all the lLands of
Dream with her glory, she found them far on the rising slopes of the
mountains that guarded their land, On they marched, though more soberly
now, still burning with greed and the fervor of their vision. The army
straggled along through the mountains, pausing only to raida frightened
peasant's fields, and slaughter half his cattle for provisions. Through
that day they marched, while th e sun climbed over the blue slopes of
the mountains and moved down the sky in the west, toward their goal.
Early in the evening the fumes of the wine left them altogether, and
they pitched camp in a rocky mountain-pass and took their bearings. And
when the nobles and warriors fully awoke to their surroundings, and
realized they had risen up in the middle of the night to march to waxn
they began towish to return, for many among themhad wives and children
in Kyre, and were loathe to forsake them for a drunken dream.

But the King would have none of turning back, for if they were sober
then he stillwas drunk, drunk with greed for golden riches, drunk with
lust for eternal youth., Later in the morning something of the wonder
and magnificence of the Troubadour!s song returned to the warriors, and
they took up the march again. As enthusiasm returned to their hearts,
they recounted to each other songs and antique fables they had heard at
their mothers! knees, tales and legends of the Golden City that lies
beyond the furthest hills and of the wonders that await men there. So
they marched into the morning, through the pass and across the rocky
plains, down boulder-strewn slopes.

And when they had passed the mountains, they founda thick forest of
gnarled trees before them, and were forced to hew theirway through with
blade and battle-ax.As they worked, they grumbled amongst themselves.

"legends say the City is far and far away and far away," muttered one
bravny knight. "I have heard it is even across the great deserts and
beyond the Sea of Neol-Shendis."

A tall red-bearded soldier beside him, wiped hia brow and growled:
"Further than that, so I have heard. Even further away than Carzund
or Shong or the City of Rubies! ' : :

"By the Gods, it may be even farther than that!! another man said.
And on they grumbled, cutting through the forest. But even tales of
great distances and insurmountable hardships could not quite dim their
avarice, For they were greedy men, war-like and cruel, driven on by fear
of their King and lust for riches. It was noon when they emerged from
the forest, sweating an d torn with brambles, their scarlet cloaks in
shreds and their rich tunics splattered with mud. But they went on.

By twilight they had reached the Hills of Tang, and camped there.
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slew a great dragg late that night in sight of the hilltop towm of Dzan,
flesh. They camgethe Captains planned a battle in the morning,
LR e N they rose somewhat heartened, having food ang drink
WERIANGIOITNE nd {he prospect of battle before the day was endeq,
in the bell;eiha stillness of morning with their songs, and with tpg
T!}ey Shattemhak eat their head, went into battle shouting their wap.
King and Tyrs 11 that day they fought across the battle-field apg
cries with vigor. A .. £D
111si .ve they rested beslde the walls ofDzan, and lickeq
up the hillside, whcre they : . o T
s ds. The men would have remained to lay siege to the hill~town,
s o d his plans and refused to waste the weeks it woulq
but, Leodonek change pmen tempt him with the fabled wealth of the
e Jor Tontd hl:t‘zﬁxzfire with greed to win the Goblet of Eternal
o S e e o ened fron”inis purpose. No doubt the frighte
You'gh; air;(iiozguig ggan e:oreathed a sigh of relief when they saw the in-
ened W 2 : . ‘
e i to the King's tent fo ifforik
‘ohoz t?lliit;e};}; x}l;g;‘nﬁéigg had deserted during the night. Possibly
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B4ihe8 o aitick 1t themsslves, wmble o Lot such wealth pass o
to Dzan to attack 1 emselves, una C
of their hands. Whatever their reasons, they had left before morning
with their weapons and possessions. i ; _
leodonek went into a towering rage. That his own soldiers wh? 0;;3%
him alI.Legiance, that these frightened curs shc_>uld flee h:.zs1 i;gyéolden
or_xly did they weaken hi§ force, but delayed his advance 0 S
City. The pride and vanity of the man were hurt. Bellowing g
the traitors, he ordered Tyrshak to hunt down as many as he could s

catch and bring them back to the camp. Those who were caught, only a
few, were returned later in the day.

Striding back and forth befors the frightened men, Leodonek vented
his rage on them.

“You sniveling, frightened cowardsi" he thundered, "You dared to de~
serts to let your wishes stand in the way of the King!s{ You dared ge-
18y my march, impede my progress! Here's how T deal with traitors!

He commanded Tyrshak to tie the men to stakes, pile brush beneath
them and set 1t afire. Tyrshak, aways faithful to his King, reluc -
‘bar_ltly had the orders carried out,; andwith evening the men were burnt
alive before the horrified eyes of the host, who had been ordered 10

be present so that they might learn beforehand h i be dealt
- onw they might be
with, did they attempt sucha t Hies

_ vhing, After this, all of the King's com~
72nds were carried out hurriedly andnqmore dared desert. But the men
hated him,

And 8o it came to

3 pass that Le ' : reat
Wilderness toward the ot odonek!s army marched into the g

: Y On and ever on They charged into battle
with strange yellow men of tbfe desert : BEC ns
: y L Sert countyy. Th mailed drago
in the mountain regions, They saileq SSrost ey fought

s eas infested with strang‘f
ig;i;cl:; ’;‘;ﬂsters,. and 1°81." some of theiy number to them. But ev:r 105

» Seeking the riches of The Golden City, and Inmortality. AY
ure and adventure

drove them, and later they Wwer®
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donby fear of their cruel King. But as the months went by they
{?ﬁﬁi sj.mp{y because they no longer knew how to return by the way they
had come and could only go forward. They passed Carzund and Darloona,
and their numbers were lessened by battlesandwars. Once they struggled
across a vast desert of volcanoes, and lost a quarter of their number
to the rock slides and rivers of hissing lava. The months lengthened
into years, but still they went on and ever on.

They crossed strange rivers and forded rushing streams; they pusht?d
and hacked their way through swamps and jungles, and lost more of their
ragged ranks to quicksand and fever. The years rolled by, but still
Leodonek drove them on across the world. Whenever they would pause for
rest from sickness or exhaustion, and camp for a while and think of
turning back to their wives and little children, who mustbe grown and
wedded by now, the hated King drove them on. Tyrshak knew the King was
mad now, but still he served him and helped him fight his way on, follow
his mad dream of Eternal lLife. Sometimes Leodonek managed to relight
the dream of the Golden City, that shone like a star on some far-off
peak to the West, within them againandthey went onwith renewed vigor.
And sometimes the dream left them completely, and they tried to turn
back, But always there was Leodonek, blustering, cursing, slashing with
his dented and blunted King-Maker, to force them on. For if the grand
dream of Immortal Youth died and flickered within their breasts, it
burned fiercely and ever brighter in his. For now his youth was gone,
his hair ha d whitened with years of wandering, and Age began laying
its icy hands on him. So ever there gleamed before him th e glorious
vision of the Golden City, and the Goblet that could restore his faded
youth and give him Eternal Life.

And so he drove them on. But they were few now, ard every battle they
fought took a brutal toll among their ranks. Once; as they wandered
over the forested plains of Nuamek they thought they glimpseda golden
spark to the West, but when they reached the place it proved only a
reflection of the sunset in a mountain stream. They went on, though
weary and disillusioned. Again as they paused in the Iand of Griffins
by the City of Black Stone, lLeodonek senta handful of his warriors to
consult the sorcerers of the city, who, it is told inidle tales, keep
their lawful King inamagical sleep and rule inhis name. The soldiers
returned with tales of incredible wonders, and the Sorcerers' replies
to Leodonek's question. The City lay even further West. And on they
went, and on. When they reached the Kingdom of Kasharna where Thuttar
Kamontaa rules as King froma throne of human skulls, they met a great
army of Kasharna's little yellow warriors drawnup for battle ona rocky
plain before a range of mountains. Leodonek looked over his sixty men,
old and weary now, all that were left of the hundreds, with dented,
rusty armor and blunted swords. And he looked at the ranks of little
yellow men in their black chainmail and erimson cloaks.

'"We must be close to the Golden City now, my old comrades. One more
battle, andthe Treasure of Ikranos is ours:" he shouted, drawing rusty
old King-Maker fromhis ancient scabbard. He cheered them and led them
down the slopes to the field with song on his lips and sword in his
lf_land. Sixty men went into the battle; and forty came out, still sing=-
ing lustily, and wiping their wounds. Wisely, leodonek refrained from
returning to ride through the carnage again. That one sweep had nearly
cost‘him the full strength of his force. They fled through the foothills,
and into the slope of the mountains. Forty men, Leodonek cursed, once
they were beyond the reach of the archers. But surely the City must
be near, So on they went--forty men, old and wearys in rusted, dented
armor, with the hated Leodonek and his Captain Tyrshak, the Ever=
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ithful, at their head. "

Fa;:d then one day late in lMay, as they toiled up the steep side op

rocky cliff, they spieda flash of golden light on a distang peak, ,n‘a
Golden City! It shone there ahead of them, beyond many mountaing ﬁ‘?
soross a rocky plain. For long moments they stood frozen with aStoni?:
ment and a sort of awe. Through all of tl}ese long years that Igq don;i;“
had driven themonwith his stories of ?hls fabled city, they had 1ge4
belief in it long ago. But now--there it shone before them! >

The years fell from them. They laughed and cried, danced in theiy
rusted, patched armor. Joyously they pushed ahead, across the dangeroys
mountains, and down the steep cliffs. Some of their little number they
1lost to the thundering rock=slides and the dangerous footing, but the
handful that remained pushedonas hotly as before. Leodonek drove tha
mercilessly, now that Immorta_lity was in sight.

At last they climbed the £ inal mountain and stood before the Golden
City itself. It was a fairy cityofdelicate spiresand tapering domes,
all of the purest gold, wondrously carven and worked with strange mon-
sters andweird creatures. It clung tightly to the steep mountain, rige
ing in tier on tier of glittering golden minarets and full-bodied domeg
and sparkling battlements of pure, red gold.

They entered the City by a great gate. All about th e portal that
toweredmany feet above their helmets was a carven frieze of marvelously
worked dragons and djinns, knights in armor, elves and demons.

Once in the City, they found it deserted. It was evident no men had
lived here for centuries. They pushed on eagerly through the great ave-
nues with glittering pavements, past fabulous palaces and mansions
built all of purest gold. Strange to tell, they had no thought of loot
now. They were old and weary . In each mind gleamed one thought: the Gob-
let. And each heart bore one fear: would there be enough to give Eternal
Life to all?

Blinded to the enchanted city around them they hobbled past the Gol-
den palaces until they reached the magnificent castle at the City's heaits
VWhen they had entered the castle and stood at one end of the Golden Hall=—
and saw the Goblet flashing on a Throne at the far wall, they knew at
last that thedir long quest was over. Immortal life was theirs, the

richest of treasures. They would be Kings of the Golden City forevers.
They started down the long, tapest

~decked Hal 1, pushingand shoving
each othertobe the £irst to denin i Moty

: and Tyr-
E e the Goblet. Past Leodonek Y
f.“‘ﬁ?:l::c‘-'-“ Ieodonek shouted, "I am the King! I should taste the Gobleb
ret.” But they only laughed and went on, With an inarticulate scream
of rage, the h

> hated King tore his old sword from its scabbard and laid
abﬂﬁe"‘“h 1%, cursing them for selfish traitors.

King 1 igo%hmth me, Tyrghak?n Leodonek cried, "Or do you desert your
Piont ga cketi? other swine?" Faithful to the last, Tyrshak entered the
AR theirbi?lls’ Leodonek ard his 1ieutenant fought their last battle
reached the foosap o o cS 49WN the length of the Hall. When the WO

h the dais, the 1ast tood
€3sping for breath ) ast manhad fallen. As they s
viould not be enougix g‘:f tgr}sciuit came to Ieodonek that perhaps theré

N0 BOrrow at Tyrshakls 4 For a moment he lay there, feel=
f Mis friend, He lay bas;ir‘;iagg,aind no disgust at his own betraydl

He would ; ecstatic pleasure, The Goblet was
"You all—failedl,ubgnxlng of the Golden City!'z n

- Foreanedto the skies, Wou a1l failed--jungles
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swamp, mountains, deseris, men! All%t And I've won!"

Babbling ard drooling with greed, Leodonek began dragging himself up
the steps, heedless of the bloody trail he left., Only a few minutes of
life remained, he knew, but in those precious moments he could drain
the Goblet. Slobbering with desire, he crawled upward, heaving his dead
weight up stepby step with irembling hands. At lasthe sprawled before
the Throne. With the dregs of his strength leodonek lifted himself up
and clutched the priceless Goblet in one quivering hand, He lifted it
to his slobbering lips. And then, with ahorrid scream, flung the Gob=-
let from him! He sank sobbing to the steps--and died--

For the Goblet wasw—=

Empty!
THE END

North Ireland’s Amateur Magazine Devoted To
Fantasy And Science-Fiction

S 7

Walter A. Willis, Editor
James White, Art Editor
Bob Shaw, Editorial Associate
Representative of amateur journalism in the best tradition. Hand set and
hand printed. Illustrations that are real art, in the original and unparallel-
ed linoleum-cut technique of James White, plus engravings. Features science
fiction, fantasy, articles, and commentaries, edited with a genial Irish wit
and humor by Walter A. Willis. American Subscription Rate: Payment accep-
ted in the form of professional weird, fantasy, or science-fiction magazines
at the rate of 2 issues of SLANT for one 25¢ prozine, 3 for one 35¢ prozine
or pocket book. Mail yozr subscription TODAY to:—
Walter A. Willis
170 Upper Newtownards Road
BELFAST, NORTHERN IRELAND

B



Battell Loomis

THE CHINESE CURSE

&

I ran the derisively named "Crescent Mammoth Emporium" as an aiq in
proving up on a Colorado mountain homestead. It was a store the over-
all dimensions of whichwere about 12x12 feet. The sign nearly spanned
jits front, and people passing on the Moffat railroad laughed at it and
forgot it, It made 3/h's of a year's living for us, then five.

On a snowy day a tired man entered from the tracks and dropped 11¢
on my counter,

¥fhat will that buy the most of? It's all I have,"

#1t11] pay for a pound of soda crax, But that!s no food for a man.
Come into the house and rest. Dinner!ll be ready soon.'

He refused torest or to eat until he had chopped me some wood for
his meal, He had just completeda snowy walk from Walsenberg, insouth=
ern Colorado, not far from Pueblo. No rides--he was to o shabby. He
was on his way over the summit to Granby, where he owned a share in a
coal mine, lignite, his last possession.Hewas too weary to use an axe.
I craftily hidmy chopping axe and unsmilingly handed him a broad axe,
for hewing. I knew that would get him down quickly, and it did. After
3 few manlike strokes, he fell across the chopping block and I led him
into the warm kitchen. He remained with me two weeks, helping me in

carpenter work Iwas paid for but refusing to accept any money because
I needed no help,

In every respect he impressed me as an honest man in
misfortune,

2‘;1‘108 our work together, he told me what had got him down.

X asa captain of cavalry in China after the Boxer Rebellion. I had
l]1:0 hing to do with Iy troop but drill them and exercise the horses.
rwas studying the Chinese dialects and lost no opportunity to try W

wgg:s on any native who would talk to me.
grove taoh% iay I had led my troop on a long ride, and we stopped in @
e mtiverziic;hzezgzes. Isat with my back againsta big bole. I hea,‘:l

Anava me iesaye

ting ina s despa.i;- walked around the tree, and sawa coolieSZ

fold cursge,?

"Its termspn
L[] lI

-Should 1ose
4340k 2 wais drowmad: Togpr T iPPeds

= should Jlose iy
1

fell face down inan irrigatio?
farm. I had no money for re?



and was ousted by the landlord. I should lose my 1ife. And now, I die.?

"He pitched forward on his face and arms and was dead when I turne
him over. L 4

NI had never had any faith in the power of a priest to curse or biessS.
I thought: 'Jesus! Some priest. I must see him.'

wSo I went to his temple-~the most hare=brained step I ever tooks
but I hadn't the least belief in his mental powers. Buddhist px:ies?s
don't marry, but they aren't all celibate, and it was the priest’s
daughter who greeted meinher father's absence. What does one c}o with
a willing comely woman? I did it, and her father caught us at it. He
gave me the three-fold curse, his eyes blazing sultry fires. I laughed
at him, He, a yellow=belly, I, a white man! He had no power over me.

"I must have forgotten to cross my fingers.

*The first war came on and my troop was recalled to the States. I
was transferred from the cavalry to be made Captain Advocate for the
defense of deserters. The Jude of the military court in Seattle was
General Ballou."

"I took exception to some of the Judge's sentences, far too severe
against men who merely wanted out. He was furious. He had me trans=
ferred to the commissariat where I had to keep books, an unaccustomed
task that I soon fumbled badly. I was charged with misappropriation of
funds and cashiered from the army.

"The first term of my case had been that I should lose my savings.
I spent $6,000 seeking reinstatement. The second term entered into ef=-
fect when my wife left me. Do women marry men or money? The last term
is that I shall die. I am on my way to Granby to see about that. Could
that Buddhist have done anything to my mind?%

"Do you want to live?" I asked.

"hy sure'®

"T think you will beat the rap," said I, But after he left me, T did
not recelve the card he had promised to send telling me 2ll was well.
I never heard of him again.

THE END
GIASS HOUSES (Continued from page 3)

more text matter has been added, making U8 pages equivalent to about
55 pages in the old form. This has been done in the interest of econc-
my. The addition of one page more would push us over the edge int
the next higher postage bracket, We like to save where we can,

Do authors read the works of other authors? We come to the conclus-
ion that they do, and cite in evidence the increasing use lately of
the word Y"heuristic" in various s.f. yarns. You can't just tossa word
like that off the arm, if you will pardon our resort to the vulgar
vernacular, It takes practice anda keen cognizance of semantic values
to manage it with any kind of aplomb at all. The case is further worsened
by the fact that you must avoid straining for effect in its use., You
have got to use it as though it were oldhat with you, the sort of worgd
you are accustomed to hearing around the house at all hours. At any
rate, this unusually heuristic word, we are confounded to discover, hag"
been in the dictionary for notelling howlong. Better it should stay there,

DR, DOUBLETHINK'S DEFINITIONS: FANTHEISM:--God complex; psychosiag
afflicting some fans with a desire to re-make fandom in their own
lmage; evidenced by writing hortatory epistles, articles, etc., telle
ing (a) professional writers how to write; (b) editors how to edit.
and (c) fans how to fan. ' ' i

IRIM THE JETS, MISTER, AND STAND BY TO PIANET!
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It began like a glimpse into fairyland, and ended like a drop into
Inferno. And it all seems so strange that today, when I think back upon
ity I hardly know vhether it was real or some half enchanted, half
nightmarish dream.

name is Frank Wylie. I am not by nature aman given to fantasies;
I ama geologist employed by one of our leading American oil companies.
And when I was sent to Iran to prospect for new petroleum deposits on
2 wind-bitten desert plateau, there was nothing more dreamy inmy mind
than the thought of the high wages and the hope foran early return. If
I had known what awaited me--

But let me tell about it from the beginning. We were in some outland-
ish region known as Kuh Banan, with broken ranges of blue mountains in
the distance, and the chilly air of the uplands in our nostrils; and we
pitched camp one night on a deserted grassy plain that didn't look as
if it could have changed in one leaf or blade since it saw the shep=-
herds of Biblical times. I slept well that night, as I wusually do in
the wilderness; but I awoke early, to see the faint rosy sun-glow just
beginning to diffuse itself above the spiky shoulders of a far-off
ridge. And then all at once I had my shock, I blinked, and let out a
low cry, which no one seemed to hear. And without quite realizing what
I was doing, I began staggering away.

About half a mile beyond, on a slight elevation of the plateau, a
city stared and glittered. It was built on a huge platform of earth
or rock, which raised it many feet above the plain proper; and the
approach was by means of a double stairway, with long, low, wide stone
steps. It was surrounded by an indented wall, composed of stones skill-
fully fitted together; and behind this wall there were dozens of build=-
ings, interspersed with date palms, columned like Greek temples, and
colored with the most exquisite elfin tints = pale shimmering blue and
delicate bud=-green, faintest orange and seashell pink, misty lavendar
and diluted lemon, all blended as by some master artist; while massive
sculptures of kingly heads, griffins and lions were visible even at
my distance. Along the tops of the walls, scores of guards were pacing,
armed with long bows and even longer spears, and dressed in leather
Jjackets and vari-colored tunics that came down to the knees.

It was as if some force not quite of myself was drawing me toward
that city. My powers of reason had been suspended--I didnot ask myself
how so majestic a settlement had suddenly lifted itself in the heart
of thedesert. I didnot even wonderat the classic shapes of the build-
ings, nor at the fact that the guards carried bows and spears. Some=
how, it seemed quite natural to see that city--as if it were something
I had always known. I gave not a thought to my slumbering comrades as
I started away.

But even as I started away, I realized that I was not alone; not
sight but some deeper sense told me so. And then allat once I saw her
at my right hand - and something within me went fiery hot. She was a
strange red-haired creature, with long locks flowing behind her; and
she had a sharp pixie-like little face, witha pointed chin, a pointed
nose, and two small points of eyes that burnt with a sea-green light.
She wore a 1long purple robe, decorated with flowered designs, her
sleeves loose~hanging above her gloved hands, her slim neck and arms
adorned with heavy bands of gold, And yet there was something filmy,
almost insubstantial about her.

“Cassandany!“ her name rushed to my lips, though I will never know
what put it there. But it seemed a natural thing to know her, to call
gel_‘ by that name. It was as if I were no longer myself but some other

eing .
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; tome, in low tinkling tones. And the W
stran%eg SE&: igsuZﬁogeunderstood thgm, I understood eve ords
wef;gu::v' g?u‘!’.v, Arcases ! she was:"appeallng- "Hurry . Now
o 311 be too late!
“%_ngﬁei '.wﬁevxg‘:l%o me, Cassandany!'' I urged, throwing out my appg
X obrace her, and speaking in that language which was not Engljgy
odeﬁet seemed so familiar. "Only promise me first, in the nape o
2 o |}
°u§Ngre§t %,;2 g?;;zdof Mithra, not yet! Not yet! First We must overe
h °’hi§w came her reply, as nearly as I can translate it. Ang she
gargZd—a'ﬁay, ever a few feet ahead of me, wl}lle I followed, with the
se?xse of some stupendous dels;tiny t: gefl.ﬁ'l;i.fllled, and the thought of
i e on like a witch-fire.
caz:zni;gx,d::w}n%ogked down at myself, Ih%}d the greatest surprise of
all, Or rather, Isaw the thing that surprises me most today -~at the
time.:, T took it, like all of this eer:l.e.adven'bure, a]mogt as a ma‘bi.'.er
of course. I was no longer wearingmy soiled mod&_arn khaki .outfn.t. L}ke
the guards on the wall, Iwas clad in a long tunic, bound in front with
a double girdle. Iy feet were covered with rude, outlandish sl?oes,
each tied with a string that ran around the ankle. A short, straight,
dagger-like sword hung from the right side of my girdle. A sort of
felt cap was on my head. And my heavy black beard flowe;»d dowr} to my
chest, though normally I am as clean-shaven as a barber's assistant.

4 Y wordi
18 our chance‘.

II

We reached the stairway, whose huge stones were bordered on eac.:h gide
by massive parapets, daintily colored, and decorated with paintings
of scepter-wielding kings. Above us, on the city walls, the guards paced
honoring us with an occasional deferential bow,.But what was.strangest
of all was that, though I seemed tobe acting of my own volition, some=-
how I was without volition; my power of free will had been suspended;
I was as one who moves in a play, every scene of which has been re-
hearsed and pre-arranged, even though the actor doesn't know what his
next word will be until the time for it has come. -

The city was almost deserted, except for a few soldiers parading in
their long-sleeved leather tunics that covered them from neck to knee;
some of these, I noticed, carried oblong wickerwork shields, bows,
battleaxes, and long flat-headed spears. Now and then a cavalryman,
mounted on an armored horse, came cantering from around & corner of

one of the great columned palaces. Ora two-wheeled, two-horse chariot
would go rumbling past.

After a few minutes, we had climbed the stairway to the most mag-
nificent palace of all. A hundred colossal pillars, arranged in ten
ToWs of ten each, supported the tall gold-and-silver inlaid ceiling;
the pillars themselves, tinted rose-redand sky-blue, were gold-banded
around their sculptured peaks .

Yet, strangely,

I was not sw i ‘ otion
that shot through me ept with awe. It was a fiercer em

—-2 feeling savage, bitt desi vengeful; @
fury such as I had never In ge, er, desirous, g
Perhaps it was on) own before in all my days .

; Yy the contagion of C v 3 She
lifie ; 3 glon of Cassandany's own emotion.

palacg.t?,ir“;:‘;‘j veil she had drawm about her face as we approached the

aimed at me ukire:“ €yes were blazing, Her pointed little face was

i gzzllfngeélﬂer features became convulsed; became

- 2er gloved hands together: lifted them
in praye : gether; she h

from me like a shadzwlr, but when I tried to embrace her she slipped

"Arcages!

Ax i
casest! ghe Pleaded, with Suppressed passion, in that
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gue which I so strangely understood, "Now is the time! Now,
demons of Aprlman prevent,yyanust hide yourself, you must
prepare t0 strike! He v:111|'susx?ec? nothing! Now, now, youmust strike!"

At that repeated word, "Strike! Strike!," I reeled, and seemed about
to sink to the floor. It was as 1f two personalities were struggling
for possession of me: plain, matter-of-facnyrank Wylie, the American
geologist; and some other man, obsegsed w;ﬁh savage emotions, over-
whelmed by a frantic love, and faml}iar with this fantastic palace-
world. Foramoment the two personalities fought; thenWylie faded like
a dream-figure; i‘adgd into less than a dream-figure, and Arcases was

more in command.

°n§§ my mind--that is to say, in the mind of Arcases--I saw a hated .
being. He was garbed ina flov.ung ankle~long silk robe of gold-embroid-
ered purple, with wide hanging sleeves; and was distinguished by a
high stiff crown, surrounded by a blue and white fillet, and capped by
a tiara of glistening gems. I saw his servants salaaming; I saw myself
prostrated at his feet, as many times in the past; and T soarcely
dared speak even when he bade me to, for one unguarded word might con=-
demn any man to death by the most horrible tortures., For this was the
Great King, this was the high lord Darius, undisputed master of the
world.

"Now, now is the time," muttered Cassandany, her face still contorted
with bitter emotion, Or did she speak only with her thoughts? She did
not have to use words--I knew her meaning. I remembered her tear-
stained features when she had come to me, fresh froman interview with
the sovereign, her half«brother Darius. "He will not consent!" she had
sobbed. "No, by the high Magus, he laugheda low laugh into his beard,
and said that never would he let our royal blood be pollutedby poison
from the veins of swinel"

"Poison from the veins of swine!! IThad growled, "Was not oy father--
Vemoses~~of noble blood? Was he not the King's head general in the
campaign against Ectobana?" So speaking, I swore a great oath--one that
would have entitled me to be torn limb from limb had the Great King
heard of it.

But it was Cassandany who uttered the real treason., I had not known
that such volcanic passion could pour from one thin frail frame, "All
my life he has treated me like a slave maiden!" she wept. "Why should
I not wed whom I choose, Arcases? I know we women are supposed to have
no rights, But if he were treated to a dagger through his breast--one
good, swift dagger!--he would change his mind. Then I could be your
c&_msort, Arcases! You couldbe the Great King in his place, and Icould
sit beside you as your queen!"

At first the idea had stunned me. But passion and ambition warred
against dread and horror; gradually, though a 1little doubtfully, I
came to accept Cassandany's view, With a small band of fellow conspir-
ators, I would enter the palace of the Great King, though I well knew
that any unpermitted visitor might be slain on sight. We would lie in
wait for the monarch; we would destroy him, and I would be proclaimed
ruler in his place, with Cassandany for my bride and queen?

A mist of madness swirled through my head. For a moment it withdrew,
and I was again Frank Wylie, the plain sober geologist, and everything
now happening tome seemed part of aweird, frightful dream. Then I:"rank
hahe was swallowed up, andIwas again Arcases--Arcases with a fierce
motigd for Darius swelling in my breast, and my love for Cassanqinz
o k_g me like a mania, and a frenzy of ambition to be myself haile

o 10g and ruler in his place. .

quick word passed between the girl and myself, though she still

foreign ton
unless the
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arm's length. Then the veil dropped back over
rs;ﬁidslésxl':eifqg; around thg red-and-yellow brick facade of 3 gggnf:%;
tried archway; and I, giving the password toa guard anq CO-COnSpiratz a
éiipped among the great c_:olumns _of the hall from V_vhlch I might'nz’t
emerge alive, Or from.whn.ch I might step forth with al}] the Grons
King's honor and acclaim.

IT1

I lay behind one of the luxuriant.emb:f'oidered couches in the thronea
room. The other plotters, who had likewise entered thanks to the conw
nivance of our henchmen among the guards, lay behind other sofag and
divans. From my hiding-place on the multi-colored inlaid stone floor,
T could see some of the high fluted columns, resplendent in gold and
silver foil; but Icould not observe the throne, which, allablaze apg
glitter of gold beneath its tapestried canopy, rested on four liop-
footed golden legs, and was fronted with a gleaming bull-footed stool,

Trying hard to utter no sound, I lay cramped in my corner. I clutched
my dagger, resolved to sell my life dearly if need be. I heard the
clanking of spears, heard the heavy striding steps of the guard; ang
their every motion sent a shudder through me. And yet, uncannily, I
still seemed to be two personalities, Most of the time I was Arcases,
but Frank Wylie would come flickering back; and Iwould say to myself,
"Good Lord, man, you're crazy!" But, the next moment, I would forget
that Wylie had ever existed; I would mutter an oath in that foreign
language, "By Mithra, I will have his blood!" Yes, and Ormmzd per-
mitting, I will take her to wife'" "And I would clutch my dagger more
savagely than ever. =

Suddenly a hush seemed to come across the palace. I heard mutterings
of homage; by peering througha little peekhole that I had pre-arranged
among the draperies of the couch, I could see a tall figure entering
at a stately stride; could see the crowmed, b earded face, with the
heavy jewel-inlaid golden earrings, the golden chain about the necks
and the golden bracelets on the wrists. Behind him I caught glimpses
of t‘he_myal parasol-carrier, the royal bow-bearer, several scribess
the chief eunuch, and other officials, all moving with a groveling
obsequiousness. The sovereign passed out of sight, but I could see the

attendants,_ prostrai.:.ing themselves to the floor, and knew that the
T,E:inmeh’ with the aid of the royal footstool-bearer, was ascending the

NT& Wwas the chosen moment, Now, when most of the attendants were off
Eunz I anilm avkward positions to strike back, my fellow conspirators
sessioj‘ﬂofdt;ush forth, overwhelm the guard, slay the king, take pos-
I did not +re:b§al_-a$ez.and proclaim my name as that of the new ruler.
gra.spiﬁlg_m; - €; & did not hesitate; a ferocious joy was with me, a8
and threw §ger, Isprang forth, "By the glory of Ormazd!" I bawled

mysell at the potentate where he sat on his golden throne.

Iy

Was a whirl and conf
omeone had seized

Iwas aware o

Now everyth
and scui‘flingi,ng usion, a blind fury of grasping
me and hurled me back just as I was
f_Shouts and yells, stabbing flasheS

- Hazily I could see knots of
a welight as of pg

; 1y strugels . ith

untaing o gg+ing myself, Iwent down, Wi
X N I camg to HVSelff Iili:‘; gzt_;n me, andall thin’gs turned blackeer
Poverful arms, Opposite me, halrflgagiznched to my feet by two pairs

en of my collaborators, ragged
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2nd bleedings vere writhing in the hold of the guards. I did not at
A est see the red streaks on Iy OWn torn tunic; I did not know that
gome of MY fellow plotters, at the last moment, had lost heart and de~-
serted us« ¢ .50 that Wwe had not been strong enough 1o overwhelm the

yardg. In terror and despairs I knew that our plot had failed.
Seated quietly on the throne, Darius tapped absently at the golden
srdle that supported his gem-sheathed sword. He glared down at me
of his Oriental eyes, but seemed not even to see

out of the dark slits
Che other conspirators. His sure judgment had instantly picked the
ringleader.

ilence may not have lasted more than a second or two

The ensuing 8
put for me it was freighted with destiny--and doom. It
that the king was surveying me with the stare of a greatszzzed t: me
plating 2 still-living but helpless prey. contem~
wyrcases," he finally rumbled, each syllable an accusation, "you
gh to curse the fiends of Ahriman that y:m 'éid

will live just long enou
not die sooner. By Ormazd! have I not hea

: ped honors
you should go mad and raise your dagger against me! Yo:p;?m}wrl otgé ;22t

alty for yqur crime. But I am not deci j
in. Crucifixion is no doudbt a fit revvziéd?‘ng;SttWhat coin to pay you
it would bp too soft and easy, It might be bette;storebils’ but for you
tear out your tongue, and bury you alive. 0%, VmgdiT Clil: c?ff your ears,
punishment of Ithe beat.' Yes, I el » I might order the
bo;tﬂ:l ght order the punishment of 'the
could not keep back a -
ot cg - groan. The punishment of "the boat,"
uel ever devised--would i ; 0 et
drawn out possibly for as much as sevent involve a lingering death,
in an excrveiatin it enteen days, while I was stret
I opened my mo %hpoiltlon e kL L2 g3
uth; but dared not - i
out the despot's e x1,>re speak; a single word, utt y
ss8 command Pl ered with-
fu%YZ:rt:reS. » might doom me to still more dread-
s as a proper rebuke t )
'the boat!!" ordained the kiﬁgtr?.isgn’ I will order the punishment of
tlh’l‘here was another strange flg.cker'one? of thundering finality.
fr::tilo}layfm bed, dreaming a horriggg ;;1@;"% consciousness. I thought
of a second, that mare. But again, af
more--the golden th ’ columned golden throne- » after a
the spear-wieldi rone-room, with th ne-room was real once
-wielding guard e struggling, bleedi
me fyom his . g S8y, and the spangl g eding wretches,
As that viiilttering elevation. pangled monarch glaring down at
pected burst u;gnruShed back, something stranger a
marked the entranc?t gaze. From beneath the brilln'd even more unex-
herself before the tohthe hall, a slim figure ca iant hangings that
from off her face: rone; prostrated herself me panting, She threw
"0 G ; 3 and burst int there; dashed th :
The samgaﬁleg!' 0 Lord!{ o brorttho t;earful entreaty =
X ood flows i er! As we had o = .
Plfl\ezz 31 Spare Arcases%nﬁzuiavem’ Oh, do not wﬁiciﬁ’ﬁ?te" i
. vas
dany £1 uggsfx:rt?e King's nos tr[;ig,w?_g knew not what he didi,.!.my hap =
L3 en .
one b my father gizzs: ?;ﬁpeal. ing with anger even as Cassan=-
ut my bl us. What is this?"
desecration og‘Od Sister, I would h he demanded. "If it were any-
guards w1 o chtering and ‘have her brains beaten g
£ Will have to 1d speaking uninvited. E SUIgREDD the
you paSS?" pay Wlth ‘t,hei 2 veEn so, some of th
"The r heads. Were th €
Y Were not aslee €y asleep, when they
P. They listened tomy plea, O G :
’ reat King. I was

franty
c-tfrant' o
ce ic f
N caugh teut or Arcasess when I heard the uproar and k
knew he had
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dinthe hands of my captors, straining towarg Ca
fof' igl;%gi:d I 1oved her as now, when I seemed about to be Pﬂ:zgd?ya
r. on

hef"wf;iezz that you are saying,. Cassandany?" “stormed the monarch, 14
ing excitedly forward in his jeweled seat. "You heaz'rd the Uproar, o .
knew Arcases had been caught? '?he{: 'you knew he was in here? You knﬁ:
his dagger was aching for my llfe.'t - = v

Cassandany's face, red the moment before, went white as she realisey
her unconscious self—betraya].. 5

1t seemed to me that the king was about .t.o leap from the throne,
voice was a shout as he continued. "Then it was you, Cassandan ~~you,
ny sister!--who was behind this plot! It was you who lusted for you,
own brother's blood! By the tombs of.our ancestors'.'you are my sistep
no longer! You are a traitor, and will pay the traltor‘s_price‘. You
burned to share Arcases' life--therefore you may share his death! 1
condemn you to die along with him by the punishment of fthe boat 11

She uttered a shriek, and before the guards could seize her, flung
herself toward me, For one desperate half-second, I ft.elt her palpit-
ating form pressed against mine, while I strained against my captors
and planted a kiss on her warm moist face. Then we were torn apart,
There was a blur of waving spears, a crush of overwhelming forms, and

a glitter of red and gold in my eyes. . .before all things suddenly
went black.

His

I opened my lids to see the faint sun-glow just beginning to diffuse
itself above the spiky shoulders of a far-off ridge. The plateau was
bare as a rock, unmarked by even the ruins of a city.

I looked down
and saw that Iwas wearing my usual dusty prospector's outfit. But the

scenes about me, the clothes I was wearing, seemed less real than a
canopied shining throne-room, the tunic-wearing, spear-wielding guards,

and a grim crowned figure in a silken purple robe and golden bands
and bracelets.,

Subsequently; I was told that the city I had seen bore close resem-
blance to Persepolis, the ancient seat of the Persian kings. Yet :f.t
wias far from the site of Persepolis. Was it some lost forgotten capil-
tal of the ancient world, which had once flourished at the spot of my
adventure? Was it haunted even now by the shade of the conspirator
Arcases, whose passion and tragedy Ihad re-lived? Or had Imyself been
Arcases? I fear that I shall never know. But my life has never since
been quite the same. I am haunted as by some vague presence, the mem-=
Oy of some ancient sorrow; and time after time Isee a pointed little
Pixie face, with flowing red locks and sea

2 2 on
i -green eyes, which drifts
fore me like the ghost of one long-lost and dearly loved.

: THE END
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L
JANIE

By
G. M. CARR

°

Everyone thought Janie ‘“‘odd”—even
her mother. This is 2 common reward
for differing from the cultural “norm”.
We assure ourselves of mental stability
by rationalizing this norm, which does
not include ten-foot giants, people
with twelve fingers, or others who can
see things we can’t. . . .

The air was heavy with the scent of flowers and the stuffy-afternoon-
smell of many people closely packed. The organ filled the Chapel with
its quivery music and pushed the angels in the stained glass windows
into a sort of shivery dance. Janie looked more closely tosee if they
really moved their wings when the organ boomed like that.

"Sit still, Janie," hissed her mother,

_ Janie tried to sit still in spite of the excitement that made her
insides feel like a balloon about to pop. She bowed her head in imita=-
(t}olon of the others--peeping slyly from the sides of her eyes at the
s;‘-ed:tbAunps all dressed in black with big veils ontheir hats, sitting
dresseg §1d§ in the back row and Grandpapa at the end. They were all
i didn}: bli?k, ex{er;fbocv. that is, but Great-Aunt Vit_:lcy. She said
clothes 'usi ige in f\‘merals, so she wore her ordinary dress=up

Janie’pgnd A € any time she went to church.
utes Whiry sﬁre over this and managed to sit still for ten whole minw
Great-dunt, s dgltx_'ied to puzzle something out. Great-Aunt Elmira and
Janie had nee aide wore unaccustomed veils and blac k clothes that
but they didn'z s'elz‘ﬁn before. They should look unfamiliar or strange,
Aunts should ook o) look right, somehow, asthough that's how Greate
%ho wore the clotheat ha Great-Grandpapa's funeral; but Great-Aunt Vicky
asGthOUgh she shoui :n ?taiga{;ewrgre, she was the one who looked strange,

Teat-A i .
except, inl\:gr- X:-:lki'.always looked out of place nomatter where she was,
out of place bety ittle house, but then, the little house itself looked
Wa8 Covereq m:ﬁn'the two bare, _whi‘be-painted ones on either side.
POrch, g4 that it 1 ivy and the big rosebush climbing over the front
ooked like an extra big bush growing at the back
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of the garden. The houses of the other two Great-Aunts, one E
side, had neat square garden patches--flowers in front and ve ®{the,
in back, like all the other houses on the street; so bare ang clgetables
made Great-Aunt Vicky's place look untidy in the midst of aiin they
flowers. : thogg
WFor goodness' sakes, Vicky! I don't see how you can stang
ivy growing all over the house »" Janie had heard Great-Aunt Elng
scold. "You know very well it isn't good for a house to have Cree 1ra
smothering it—=-rots the wood. You ought to cut dovm all that sty ffpers
that great big rosebush hanging all over the porch that way. I do?::d
see how you can live under it. Don't you know it makes a house gap T'?
You'll catch your death of rheumatism!™ The other Great-Aunts were ag.
ways after Vicky totear dovn her flowers and look like everybody else
Well, " she would smile and answer, "it savesme painting every Othe1:
year. You've got somebody to do the work in painting your house, but
T'd have to hire it done, and that means more money than a poor widey
1ike me can afford. Of couyse, if somebody was to pay to have it done
. . . That would shut them up for a while, because even little Janie
¥new that the Great-Aunts didn't like to spend money, and they didn't

1ike their husbands to spend too much time in Great Aunt Vicky's gar-
den, either.

all that,

Janie liked Great-Aunt Vicky's garden. She often played there, hidden
under the thick rows of hollyhocks and big white daisies. It was fun
%o crouch there by the fenceand watch the people walk by on the side-
walk, so close, and yet not knowing she was there to see them. She
almost giggled to remember the time Old Mrs, Peabody had come on her
soliciting rounds for the Iadies' Aid. The Iadies' Aid never met at
Great-Aunt Vicky's though they did regularly oncea year at each of the
other two Aunts. 01d lrs. Peabody had straightened her back and pressed
her lips together so it made her jaw stick out when she reached Aunt

Vicky's, but she had walked determinedly as though she intended %o
visit Great-Aunt Vicky this time or else!

UStuff and nonsense'" Janie had heard her muttering as she fumbled
at the gate. "Lot of superstitious claptrap. Spirits, huh! Just an
excuse because they don't want to take the trouble. I know she won't
cooperate, but nobody's going to scare me! I'1l get something from her
for the bazaar even if I don't get her to attending the meetings:"

e Pgabody had tromped onthe flowers growing between the stepping
stones like she was a soldier marching to battle, but when she almos®
reached the porch and saw Great-Aunt Vicky sitting there, rocking in

t::‘g ;T?i?rtab]_e rocking chair with her back to the street and talking
ders a:xdukii; M!‘S%hPeabody stopped inher tracks, pulled back her shoul;-
ran out of thmou fell open for a moment., Then she turned and almos
gate. Mrs n;ngarden 80 fast that she didn't even stop to close the
on her tat, nLa‘&u?idy had looked funny stopping so fast that the feather
80 soared, A et' I.Su‘h Janie couldn't understand whathad made her II.O(.)k
thought, —‘t.mt :‘vxal.s‘-:{tdw- was just talking to the rosebush, and Janie
vas éns“ering e %‘;lte close enough to be sure, that the rosebush

Little nie often talked to the flowers, too, and to e
= People who lived in them, Sometimes it was ve;‘y pu;zling abou’
't there and sometimes scolded her
them. Just like they scolded her when she asked oub
1 > BTOWNUDS were very funny about what you could
reat=funt Vie unde
= T mtimtek{,roble;:tmd things, though, and Janie trustedher with
reat-hunt Vicky had come :‘-lver Since that Sunday School picnic when
Pon that ring of finger-pointing tormentors

2l
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ot in the middle "Yah,

' i =501 in .

with Janie tl;elﬁz'. Janie is @ 1iart" they were sing ging

e Liart ! £t and far away
Lo -Aunt Vicky's usually 80

zeif drec like little arrows. what's the

Janie
t's € and her words stung a! What's going on?"

llWha.
was > much smaller than yo
v()i:eoi' teasmghzoz:g;ef::;y, n Elsie Berg spoke up. She was always the

r father was Deacon Berg and owned

My father says sol"

nJanie sayst'ﬁhe 1ead because he
and how do you know what

n't any fairies.

O
the StorG; ;Oltl Of other people say there are;
"

niells  Did you 5ee it?
1

Janie 8a¥’ :

N00000O « ¢ ne which in her opinion wasa fairy, she's
aw something whic p s 2

nThen if Janie SV ' on until somebody can prove what it really was

entitled 10 faat 0pmalong and stop this nonsense‘"
d scattered, but this wholly unexpected and
consolation to Janie, and gave her
courage 9ays ult Great-Aunt Vicky ona problem that both-
ered her very much.

what can I do when people won't believe me?"

ngreat-Aunt Vicky,
nHow do you mean won't believe you?"

njell, like at the Sunday School Picnic--I really, truly did see a
fairy. She was all white and was sitting under a bush and she smiled
at me and the leaves fell right through her when the wind blew!t!

Gre:;t—i}.unt 'Z)iclfy }}:agh lookﬁdJat her with a funny look, as though she
were trying ook through Janie's eyes to the inside of her head
Janie felt uncomfortable. )

nJanie, I can see you've got a problem on

: your hands." Great-Aun
Vicky slowl}y replied, looking off intoa.corner of the room as thoughf
n;z;;:e(,l as'skmg f<_>r hel}_) fgrom somebody. "All I can suggest is that you
'gody e;n t_menf.lon fairies norarny strange personyousee, unless some=
se is with you and speaks to them first. You Jani

people can see more than e 2
: : re others, and maybe you are o f
are; nothing you can say will ever make th evaiTo e
it is true., So it's better not to 'B _em bolisve YoukovenRmoie:
at her with a 1 : 4, mention it!" Great-Aunt Vicky looked
b1i ook like she wore when Jani 2
obliged to stay in bed i n Janie had the measles and was

WBut ed in a darkened room so 1

% iy, Great-funt Vicky? Why?" O

an it! X
B D o e 804 bave 2 cockio and aweld
ed off and that was the end of that aEt S

It was odd
» reflected Janie, how almost every time she tried to talk

“0 a grownup, the
con i -
if 1% were a man Youvzzs'satn.on ended in cookies and milk. Or pennies
H

questions need k a question and t %
o ed answers . Cooki nd they give you a cooki
eat-Grmdpapa———__.was The ookies and renniesarentt answers! J mikelz igheBgt

o
nly one who really tried to answer her. If she

asked hinm g :

in hjg poeke%uestlon that was too h
°X€L and th ard, even for hi

athef', Tight in the :n tell her to run off and p]_;'m’ h; didn't reach

tgle ceased her Priwyres, and said very solemnly IIGY .1 5 Ju%t looked

in th: Window anq pourzgedrwerie as the sunshine St:-‘ll;xc]’: Idon't know!V

e?::.ddle of the aig) oma long, straight purple sha;l‘nother panel

S Waving hang wgsa“d all the dust in the air wa e It'llanded

a s purple. The

- little
coff purple, %
: in, they called it--Ch;.nggg’ci]r_log the flowers on

tl"]_ed tO e P plt’ beh
the pu) ind th i
£llon dor eLcoffln, Pastor Lund was preachin Janie
Pt MANY words che und v'v:s saying, but it didn't makg .s:nse
eq ds didn't know and i i 3
-G andy g,ab““ﬂ"b.esn.des, it didn't sound
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dark and his footsteps feebye

i d, when the way grew = -
"':'3211112 vlvrc:ng}elie?inwgat he meant by that. "Feii]fLOtv;Zf‘ii;kiiﬁidsﬁsu'
Pattersonwho walked witha canes all bent over d

spapa's footsteps werep't like that,
. i;egysigipéngrzi:;(}d;a gﬁgaﬁe used to put one blg heagy shoe
He always Wih eother so quietly you couldn't hear him coxlllllincgl’t ut yoy
down aftei the floor thump when he went by. He always v.v:h ;e]. gat way
2 = ?ee Jazie could remember, straight and stu:g‘dv wi : is head up
mx;xfslgiz white Santa Claus beard spread out on his chest, never hur-

i s yumbling laugh whenhe saw Janie,
R iy E xR fuEse ot Alwaysﬁw;::l;iE;%S again. They all sat there look-

Janie stolea peepat the e e
i her as though he had just Spl :
:ncgzliznﬂ:zibggﬁ;oth. A1l but Great-Aunt Vicky--she wa s looking over

tomard the head of the coffin with a funny look in her eyes. Janie
toward the coffin, too.

craned her neck and peered g 1

1 I thought Janie insurprise, ny 'bhough‘b_Great-Grar_l papa was sleep=-
infmilyn’ the box: but there he is now, standing up beside the flowers,
Hegmust have wSke up when the organ made that extra loud rattle."

Janie smiled and tried to wave her hand. o

#Janie, you sit still or I'll have to take.you out! b

Her mother grabbed Janie's hand and shook it surrep.tltlously. !

You sit sbtill or I'11 take care of you!! That note inMother's voice
meant business, so Janie sank back in the seat. She peered around to
see if anybody else had noticed, but they were all paying attention to
Pastor Iund and not loocking at Great-Grandpapa at all. Janie looked at
the people. She knew most everybody there. Some of them, like Uncle Al
and Aunt Marie, she hadn't seen before this morning, but she knew who
they were from the Snapshot Box. Great-Grandpapa often used to take
heronhislap and showher the pictures in the box where they were kept.
He would tell her stories about the pictures, and that was very funny
too. Because there would be a picture of Uncle Johnny standing bare-
foot holding up a fish, and Uncle Johnny wasn't any bigger than she
was. _But ﬂler_lext picture downwas Uncle Jobnny all grown up and dressed
in his soldier's uniform. Janie sometimes wondered if the pictures

;zﬁa :aicllkeg tto :;ct‘; other in the darkmess when they were put away. She
ered what big Johnny would say to 1itt hnny
e L y le Jo s andhaw there could

all different and yet all the same one! It was
ve nfusing. - !
si%lgoonzmg But she loved the stories anyway, and knew them every,

aligﬁu;ﬁ‘g;inﬁggd the little old lady over in the shadowy corner; toos
S har roacver seenherat all before. Thatwas Great-Grandmamas

g : :
= e pictureuxzzzy a:ay Yo Heaven before Janie was born. Janie had

Lo times and remembered especially well because
g;:a;;grigggap;h:im 1% as her name that he hzd give::: to Janie when
"Little Janie (but thas s LLUT1® Janie, and she was his little
ther!) Great-Grand b vas a secret nobody else knew--not even lio-
stories about crg?éa loveq to tell stories about her, andhe had more
wished Great—Grandmama-G}I;and?ama than about anybody else, Janie often
enough 80 she could hay. :dn e ns 418y 80 soon, but had stayed long
struck Janie likeablo:; E;idél ef stories too. Suddenly an awful thought
laybe she didn't like ]..itt{ ® Great-Grandmana wouldn't tell stories.
with her--1ike Great-funt 4 9 g}rls and wouldn't want to be bothered
told her, "™Now run a1 delaide o always gave her a cookie and
crumbs on my rug'v play, child, and don't spill any
~ Janie became

|



dpapa had given away her name,
Gz‘g:eg:_grandmama turned her head ag she

sto
and her e€yes seaxched all the bencheg od back there in the shadows

unti .
:1ed at Janie and Janie felt comforteq, g;‘l' :hey found Janie. She

smil : i
of sheer joy. Yes, indeed, Great-Grandmama Was the kind who 1iked

€
they were named Janie!

1ittle girﬁf’ all r%i?t’hang especially when

= d to wave r hand to z 1,

e tﬂ;: see, But Mama was cryin oe-cxariae) carefully, so Mama

wouldn Iying into her new black bordered handker—

chief and 5’3;”1“’ wouldn't notice anyway, if sne di&r;;%-;igzgedn:;;
. Everybody wias crying, even th i

1:;:2 handgrchiefs in use. ® Great-hunts had thoir black bord-

Janie turned around to peek at Great- Grang
ing his foot at the preacher and shaking hafspg::ga%wn. }}112 ::: 8:;3;-
mad! Inside 91‘ her head.Janie could hear him saying. ’ a

¥ i L] i .
bu;gﬂffggtgszﬁmssz ties, all lies! I tell you it's nothing but a

WGreat-Grandpapa, you mustn't swear! You're in Churchim

Janie's shocked response was silent and unuttered, but Great-Grande
papa heard it. He turned his head and glared with astonishment out
over the bowed heads.

Janie's face brightened and she dared a tiny wave so he could find
her in 2ll that sea of heads and hats. And find her he did. His angry
scowl faded away and his eyes sparkled with laughter as he called out
to her.

#Ho! Ho! Ho! So it's you, girl! How's my little Janie with the pug
nose?"

"Now shame to you, Eric, to tease the child about the nose that God
has given hertt

Janie!" Great-Grandpapa swung around insurprise and gazed into the
shadows in the corner where Great-Grandmama was standing.

"Janie you here?"

"Of course I'm here. Where did you think I would be? Naturally, I
came to see what they could find good to say about you, youold heathen!
Well, I see Pastor Lund got in the last word after all, for all the
arguing you did!"

Great-Grandmama's voice was soft inside Janie's headandkind of warm
and chuckly and full of love, like Mother's when she kissed her and
tucked her in at night. She was surprised, but not very, to hear that
Great~Grandmama spoke with an accent, just like 0old Mrs. Soderblum,
kind of slurry and smooth like water sliPP'{mg over the top ofaietone:i
;ngd;ow she teased Great-Grandpapa out of his anger like lother tease

Q sometimes .

"So you never got over trying to convince him Ygu knew more than he

did, eh, Eric? But still he got in the last word.

h“Huh! Well, the only way he could do it is :c; fé&iﬁ"ﬁﬁ?ﬁ"‘ oflxgg
X voic rumb
en I can't talk back." Great-Grandpapa's voise TWL€ o\ % Jo) bt

9. "Itls a dirty trick to play on a man ; "
1t's just 1ike tI}:a.t old-womgn-in-Pants 10 e 11§§_he ﬁ;vzi x:lis
Great Grandpapa startedup the aisle, his beard maﬁg_
to the purple sunbeaq as he walked through its & oo

. et him talk
Well, Eric," Great~Grandmama's soft vol:i sﬁ:?sleg;t a lot to learn

3Ll he wants 11 h the last laugh ¥
for a1l he tk’liﬁlz: hi'sa:sri wise. And you'll still bi ?zeggeroxftz.‘i;g;
d when he comes to finding out for himself what he

about 50 big . i
g. . i now, walking sol=
i dflirea‘b-(}randpapa snorted. He was alongside hJ:;gssg}é and’put his hand

¥ and silently as ever. As he passed by
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Noseo oun a [} . c 0 C‘l:b ’ g l‘ 3

the 014 way and went on up the ais’e ;ame out of the shadows to pegy

Janie watched as Great-Gr&ndm:ﬁa S‘d_l.y as they started for the p;

him. He put his arm around l}:;ig was a little surprised that he didnt;

= Heaven to at
double-door of the churc nie WS 31 the way from ks
k‘;ssfgﬁr. lAfBﬁilil h f):‘l; I:lﬁved in Jefferson County and everybody wag
his eral.

3 i ause he had come from g
kissing Uncle Al and Shakfﬁe hffrtgzgda::; than Jefferson County! :
£ wy ity Hiaxl;dm;:r head and smiled abt 'Jan::.e again, and hep

Great Gran e it4le 1ilt stole into Janie's mind. '
T e oe plenty of time for kisses, litele Janie, don't you fret,
We have all eternity for all the ka'sszzewsh:‘am oz;en the door, but sugd

S e e go(; sﬁzesgbdgo;n and looked around. She glanceq
denly they were goge‘,riky her eyes wide with surprise that everyone
e a_t uGrea;-lA lz:ld n;bodb’r had paid any attention to Great-Grandpapa's
gz;s)als‘:;re .cg'ea%-Aunt Vicky turnedher head and caught Jan::.e's perple}.c-
ity. A deep understanding came into her face as she smiled at Janie
and shook her head ever so slightly Witl:l her finger to 1}er lips.

Suddenly it seemedas though a great light burston Janie. The reason
nobody else looked around was because nobody else saw Great-Grandpapa
and Great-Grandmama but herself and Great-Aunt Vicky! That was why no-
body believed her. They couldn't believe her when they couldn't see.

A1l that funny excited feeling was gone and Janie was content to
sit back on the bench. Somehow she knew withawarm, strong feeling of
security that it wouldn't ever maiter to her again that she couldn't
make people believe her stories. She knew she wouldn't even try.

The organ played softly and everybody stood up. The beam of light
fromthe stained glass window quivered into pale violet. There was some
sort of commotion up front. Janie couldn't see what. She plucked at

her mother's sleeve, The violet light trembled in 1ittle waves all
around her.

bo;:‘?" » ¥hat are they doing up there? VWihy are they walking around the

"They are going up to pay their last res
" . pects to Great-Grandpapa
:|.nJh1§ coffin. You're too young to go, Janie. You stay here ."

anle watchedas the people walkeq slovly past the coffin, deep pur-

Ple figures in the misty viplet .
Some would burst inte s rzn:ole.. glow. They would stop for a moment, and

; Janie began to feel a little sorry for them,
ﬁiﬁ“ﬁ.ﬁeﬁéir‘;ﬁé‘*d SYer &n empty box and didn't know any botter. She
papraz gasn b in that box--he ang Great-Grandmama mus

¥ now, Be:‘:use She was sure of this, Janie could
Aunt Vicky..,once ges to being "different" 1ike Great-
nice! YOU Bob used to it. 14 fact, it was even kind of

air quivered ev AN oSy

m the i €r so slightly, and T
stained g3 - The angels there were
. ie smiled...in a friendlys
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p. €. MONTGOMERY Jr., M, p,

DIANETICS:
a eritieal appraisal

' pu_mngthc.past two or three dccadcg t_he; lay public has become incroase
ingly conscilous of a number of necw scicnces cndeavoring to explain
the function and dysfunctions of the human mind, The more importgxt of
these appcar under the familiar designations of psycholegy, psycho=
analysis, and psychiatry, And now along comes 2 novel and dramatic
theory of the psyche called dianetics, threatening to displacc and
superccde all former conccpts of mentel therapy,

There are several possibilities which present themselves with the
advent of cvery new and scemingly miraculous discovery: first, that it
may be a hoax of considerable magnitude; sccond, an unintended decep=
tion due to inordinate enthusiasm and insufficient dataj and, thirdy
that it is the actual truth. Why is it necessary that dianetics be
promptly identified under one of these categories? Because, if it be
truthy it conccrns you and me, nob just our neurotic and psychotic
neighbors, Regardless of your present status insociety, whether or not
you consider yourself intelligent, successful, and happys the auvthor
of Dianectics considers you to be more orless aberrated in your behaye
ior pattern, mentally inefficient, and jncapable of utiliging your
full potentiality, This, then, becomes a serious matt:er to al].. of us.

Any discussion of dianetics must be undertaken with considerable
caution, since the author has taken some pains to put amy future cri=
tic immediately on the defensive. This is one of the less appeall;g
aspects of the book itself, and one which can only serve to provoxe

antagonism, We are told there can be DnO r§°°urse stoM:;?::h °§§§L§f
i - men a )
Which presumably is meant the work of Suco have devoted their lives

Noyes, and a host of brilliant doctors wb i
3 e
o the study of psychiatry. Weare confronted Wt thesgggutﬁsmfit
:; are all undoubtedly aberrateds W aflemre W:I:I;ga i
We do not aecept dianctics at face vaiucs ition
and doubly damnedp Tt wo don't. This isan oxtremoly untenable oSt
a‘-’r.a critic, since ary censure of diane
dnission of aberration. 55 b evalu=
Tou will possibly ask why We should attempt a'-%tgﬁ :ﬁ: a;gf false.
ation of g2 theory which must ultimately prove X Sso nours of leisure
e answer is obvious. If you have @ thousand 1901; & :
b ahead of you, you may be able to disCOVel recious time on this
USCome a MoYleay,m Don't waste any MOXe of your P down youx time
rbiclo, but devote yourself symediately O Chasm%. ained auditor meves
In search of engrams, We are told that @ well"trof cases. Since you
Yakes more thanorgeht, hundred hours With WO, souptedly pick 2
ST€ not exactly we%l trained as yet @d Y& '
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start early.
ngifficult" case, you_hac_l befze;ee e well guarded are the Precepts
Perhaps you are begmnll;% z:ks arewell nigh impervious, anda frontay
of this new science. Thef -aoted time. Yeb most of us would like =
attack may mean months od ?-a;e could desire o remain behind in a soq.
believe inlits 'ﬁr:?;},l i}r:ei?ovastly superior intelligegcefand incredja
i lclears : 0ld of uncertaj
;izyegiciency. And sowe stand unhappily ona threshol tainty
and indecision. ion which will be discussed later,
Th 0 e oihigtézgjzkcli of dianetics more closely,
For the prgfent} tliZ;eZi’ézmzﬁgerlatiVes and the extravagantly worded
3 ; ol o 3 : -
;iﬁ;ﬂis with which it is introduced, dJust how much of this science
is really new? . .
lsLet usyt.ake a few concrete examples,t -unlﬁﬁ:itg{iznﬁizzegsselzgi; 0223
adequate for the purpose of dgmonstra %ngn B e iGting nee 0
of "something old" and "something borrowed” as e B
For a beginner, consider how many of us proba I{ ok 1§n e Y
engram was coined by the autt_lor, L, Rcin Hubbe.trd. e %‘ R Sy
in psychiatry and may be defined as a..' mnemonic hypothe t, SRt
herited patternof thinking in any_rac:.al group. This 1s not, e
exactly the same definition prov.lde_d by Nr. Hx;lbbar.‘d. o

Of more consequence, perhaps, islir. Hubbard's dlscovery'o R et yn-
amics of survival; only psychiatry prefers to cglﬁll; them instincts or
organic urges. Aristotle preferred the name "hgrme, a tgrm signifying
drive or urge; Freud called the dynamic principle of existence by the
term "1ibido." licdern psychiatry defines dynamic energy as"that z::xspect
of biological energy which continues the race Rattern and motivates
the psychobiological drives of the individual."

Well, you may ask, what about Hubbard's concept of the analytical,
somatic, and reactive minds? What, indeed? Over thirty years ago Jung
evolved the theory which divided the unconscious into two levels, one
iying closer to awareness and containing the latent memories of all the
experiences through which the individual has passed since birth, while

more remote lies the racial or collective unconscious representing the
deposit or product of experience of the race.2 The analogy 1s ‘there
if you care to work it out.

There is, of course, much that is new in Hubbard's conception of the
psyche. The foundation of the whole thing is based upon the hypothesis
of pre—natal_cell recordings, or, if you like, engrams, Itis difficult
for anyone with a sound basic training in embryology, anatomy, and
physiology to deduce how these recordings are made, especially the
sonic recordings, in an early incomplete embryo lacking both ears and
auditory nerves, Certainly we will grant this is a new idea.

The second new concept, and the more important since it diametric-
ally opposes all previous beliefs, is that 2ll mental aberrations are
due %o engrams implanted in the reactive (subconscious) mind during
moments of "unconsciousness "

: : By comparison, present day psychiat
believes that the environment (of the consci:mI; mind) plgyspai impof—

ts fromanintensifi i i inc-
tual demands in adolescence, f o il B Q8 lon of instine

. r exam - =
pression of these demands is encountered.p%;n:h(?n Fe L taneaus) Te
mstl:;.pc:ualbdexyands are engrams which should be erased or "yefiled";
S arethe Gnerited nstincts aontiins g ol
the racial unconsciousand their re SOpEric L

response to environment, Lot emully LHE LGB e BLEr
The issue is now squarely before us. Ve have referred to "Authority"
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intended as an attack on dianetics

this time. It is merely an attemp-’t W.éloic;l islapparently impregnable at

this new theory stripped of itg sensationa}l? o oo the possibilities of

gen are prone to view with suspicion any n ST and exuberance, Medical

including those announced in their own ,Ouew and miraculous discovary,

wary of hundred per cent cures, This 121 arnals:. They are espscially

e i good stead, else the e Wouildittrpude vihich has ssrved

ful experiments. Cancer cases are e filled with unsuccess-

ear cures, elc., even while th i

:;rway e e ma; gzl:izang tissue my have been cut
\red per cent unqualifi _erased, Yt?f- Mr. Hubbard has one

hun p q led cures with a technique barely i

cleven years . rely in use for

Although we have no intention of ; .

crepancies in Mr. Hubbard's book whg::v}elllc]é?xg boen er}:i?’ Sane.aE s
% th ; : oned, It may be
noted that the concept of dianetics would necessarily impl i
in the number of neurotic and psychotic individualbsr inpsy Eflntlncree.;se
passes, Since there has been increasing use of general ;::ﬁg . s
well asan increasing frequency of operations. Statisticians h= vnes}nl.a =
however, that mental disorders are not on the increase 'Tﬁ; ; iom?:v;l,
number of admissions tomental hospitals in recent years :':s dué iar 7:"g
to the fact that an increase in hospital facilities has promoted a ;;;}er
liberal admission policy. In similar fashion we should expect a more
rapid post-operative convalescence ina patient operated under spinal,
caudal, or some other local anesthesia, since their analytical mind
remains fully active throughout the procedure. The actual facts donot
bear out this supposition, and the reverse if often true.

Apparently stemming from a well of unbounded enthusiasm appears the
statement that "some say" as high as seventy per cent of man's listed
ailments are psychosomatic. The figure more generally quotedis nearer
fifty per cent.’ From another point of view, it is quite possible that
even more illness is caused by organic disease. Frequently cases of
headache or physical exhaustion previously diagnosed as neurotic are
later found to be suffering from intestinal amebiasis or gimilar overe
looked pathology. We must not lose sight of the fact that it is pos=-
sible to "cure" a minor illness by convincing the patient thatit does
not exist, by means of hypnosis, auto-suggestion, or possibly dian=
etics, while the undiscovered and unsuspected pathology continues 1t3
insidious destructive process. We have cured the symptom, not the dis-

ease, The "psychosomatic! coronary patients of Iy, Hubbard may remain
cured until they eventually die--with a thrombus in their anterior

coronary artery.

We find allergy in general classified as a psychosomatic disease.

Vhat engrams, then, are responsible for the anaphylactic 51}°Ck_""h1°}f‘
can be produced in rabbits and human beings alike by sepsitization o
the tissues? Conjunctivitis of the mild chromic type is fiqugnﬁ
found on routine ocular examination, unsuspected by the patien 4 :on_
he become aware of its presence it would be a simple matter toO

. im i i i an the germs are not there;
Vince himit does not exist, This does ggzorgically.g AT

they are d micr i

» and can be demonstrate ted 1lib=-
May prove an exceptional philosophers he hes Y e points are
erties in a field about which he knows ve?uiclled t:-sat‘aaltemerrt,s have been
Wade merely todemonstrate that certain un g per se, they are

e, and vhile they are of relative WUTRTL oy g intorpreted
Tepresentative of the overal .

1 tenor of the bOOK. " " science.
48 warnings, for sensationalism has no place 1{‘0int’h:};‘§_g_ this is rob
Although most of us have reached the conclusd
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t that there may have been,

v become apparen iastic interpretats;

a deliverate hoax,sel tat;?‘séjudiced and °ver.enthuit::;:tive eglart;:t;gn

as is ogﬁn ﬂ{i -f:ev;n possible to propose 1a:af1 easily test yourseli‘n
a8 . 2 ou X

?é ?tlxz workings of the new science, one ¥ Unless he has reaq the

i rie.

into a dianetic rgve_ R
Try to put s:‘meoze lguch to believe 1N it youowa;:vg 5 giee caseec;
bOOkha:?.mwanAidvixf‘y he does believe in it, you n

toug! S

o Actually it g
: : from you, of course -
auto-hypnosis, with a ].'lttie :ign (without the aid of drugs) than it
a lot easier to hypnotize & P tical time track. ; )
is to locate him on his theore between reverie and hypnosis,
sMr Hubbard stresses the dlfge?snc:Iith o oy
' ice t ; nc SUSs -
but in practice ltha: i?igizetha'b he will know everything that goes on
reverie the pre-clea mber everything that happens. But, after coming
S W abisl o r:ﬁe re-clear is unable to remember any so-called
i e pre= 4 ; Ty R g
outr:;sa S;::;:r'l; a reason, of course, (In dla?ﬂ:;gsi;niﬁz ﬁ:t:ﬁdz}rc‘d
eng t'c.)n for everything.) The engrams are now e ol
e lbank“ and can be found again "only with great difficu 3{_‘
mem?;.;l ueh it is obviously impossible for any critic .at _’chls ime to

IR ; the truth of the dianetic concept, it is ht?ped ‘ohz?t,
e dli‘proﬁion will be temporarily adopted by the public. This
a measure of ca e WL i (1

i of the best seller list; i v be
EEok it °nqhthiew:¥et;a$eu§§§ma1" people like you and me who are
zhir:,ob)frﬁgwéhemszlves in mental turmoil, people with too little time
tg spare as it is, people who will feel that every day they spend as
pre-clear is taking its unjust toll. Under these circumstances such a
book, true or otherwise, might.conceivably do more 2:.am gharén:gL:gg. o

Some paragraphs back a practa..cal approach was mentioned. e }ghe
have a great deal of leisure time at your command, it is probably t
best planto adopt, having worked successfully under many similar cir-
cumstances.

Don't worry about being a pre-clear. It will take quite a few hours
to clear a hundred million people or so, including Einstein and a few
other supposedly intelligent individuals. \

Don't think that dianetics can cure everything it claims in the strict
sense of the word. There have been too many brilliant minds working
for too many years for all the answers to have escaped them. You can

convince a myopic (nearsighted) person that he can see without his
glasses, but this isnot the same thing as seeing, His refractive error

stays the.sage, and so will his glasses if they were correct the first
time, This is governed by a science more infallible than dianetics;
and has to do with the prin

ciples of optics.

Don't expect dianetics t
practlcz..ng psychiatry daily in our hospitals and mental institutions;
and don't expet:t these men to disregard it or try to laugh it out of
existence. It's not a laugh : Dianetics will be put to the
: ested th " X=
istence of dianetics ag a sci i deT i

r¥s If these engr b overed
by qualified psychiatrists and th grams can be rec

el :
of auto-suggestion or auto-hypnosisf Tecovery proven to be independent

then and then only need we accept
neficial science .

1 S belte t and see, The ans r will not be
long in coming, It is inevitable that we be remindedwif a somewhat
© of Auto-Suggestion," published
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yeins.
ely forgotten now. o can hope for , more s
gi:;et{cs, but time alone cap tell , Fronising future £or
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THE END

THE DIVA'S DILEMMA

JACK SANDERS

“Suppose he does find that there is a Professional Auditor
in the house — how do you know it's an engram bothes-
ing you? Maybe you're just neurotic!’
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VERKIE

SPACEMAN'S SONG

Let me go home. . T'm tired of Space and stars;

ir i face.
The silent air 1 cold Elpon my |
1 hate these crimson-lighted skies of Mars.

Let me go home. I'm tired of stars and Space;
I'm tired of the eternal ebb and flow,
As 'round my ship the stellar surges race.

The hills of Earth are greening in the snow. . . -
The Moon, a silver penny in the sky,
Kisses the forest with its argent glow;

And Mars is something very far and high. . . .
And in the tender dawn no space-winds blow. . . .
But I (out here in Space) can only sigh. . ..

Let me go back through space-clouds and star-foam;
P'm tired of Space and stars; let me go home.

—Marion Zimmer Bradley

FUTURE MAN

He has left his trike on the steps again;
His skates are there on the walk;

Upon the moonlit porch

He has scrawled his name

With a stick of purloined chalk.

Curly-headed moppet,

Gazing up at a sky full of stars;

Tell me, will you be the first to reach

The red-gold sands of Mars?

—F. Anton Reeds

: MEDALLION IN QUICKSILVER
2nd prizewinning poem reprinted Srom QUICKSILVER

If lightning could illuminate our cities
. b
If sheoting stars could give us all o

ur bearings
If waterspouts could work our pow T

er-stations,
Then would our acts be answers to ou
We would be 5o acquainted with the
That we would conquer. Thunder wo

I questions;
curious

uld applaud us..
And one I knew who did research in
Lived on a roof and kept his camera
At night: they caught the quick co

lightning

S open
mmunicatjon
Wh(zse river flows (leaving its rich alluvium

Of silver salts) across the Prostrate paper

And crashes down in cataracts through t}:e cranium

—Terence HEYWOod

WAITING FOR THE CApy.

Don’t seem right, star rovers wind up
Waiting silent, chair to chair,

With a lifetime’s glorious vistas

Swapped for fenced lawn stretched oyt there
Too damn quiet in these Rest Homes, |, .
No one bragging. . .not one scrap. . . , i
Guess each old, discarded Spacerat

Knows he’ll never beat #4is rap.

Keep remembering every jailhouse
From the stinking, slime-wrapt bars
In miasma swamps on Venus. . .,
To cold fortress-peaks of Mars. . . .
Then, I always knew, the Skipper
Couldn’t leave without good men,
And I'd be working out my fine

"When the ship picked up again. . . .

Now, we know, on some tomorrow
Comes the call for our last flight,

With a somber-hoodéd Pilot

Sired by Darkness. . .wombed by Night.
This to be a secret mission. . . .
Frightening Port to head ’er on. . . !
And this time, the cargo papers

Must be signed by Old Charon.

Lord, does bird of freedom passage
Long for swamp when strength is gone?
Must each flashing star but vanish

Into light, zrown pale and wan. . . ?
No!. To eagle there’s the high crag,
To sun-star, bright Nova fires. . .
Surely, Lord, You send for spaceman
Proud ship that his heart desires?

Spare us cavernous, gloomy river

With swift fordings in the dark;

Can’t You string bright meteor ribbons,
Endless voyages to mark?

Don’t You know, a spaceman’s Heaven
Is that tearing plunge through Space. . . .
A,nd his Hell lies where he’s grounded,
Never more to lift and race?

— Olive Morgan
MOON SECRETS

The Moon has secret things to tell
3 To those who know her speech—
The legends that the planets know
And whisper each to each,
And stories that the stars relate
On some sidereal beach.

—Andrew Duane
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There was something unusual
about the legacy that should have
been warning enough—yet, For-
tune can easily be odd indeed in
some of its guises, but be—or seem
—entirely on the level. . . .until
the awakening. . . .

L5 \’/'\'

o

N

%

*
YT IS [ 3 e ]

"De Csoma?" asked the little man with the briefcase. "Alexander de
Cooma?!

"Yes," answered th e other, nervously rubbing an Emshaved chin and
Peering doubtfully into the dirty hallway. Thenf as if in_memory of a
code of manners long rusty from disuse, "Come in. Come in a moment,
Please " ;

The stranger stepped gingerly into the roomas ho
ing too hard on the cracked and stained-linoleun. He swept thg Scaﬁ};
furnishings with one quick and scornful glance, carefl.llly 3;;': dow:eaw
:riefcase on an up-ended orange crates a_nd.perched like abir £2
O take flight on the edge of the only chalr.

"Lucky forg you, Mr, de Cgoma, that your name isn't Jo?e_;sz1 ;Iile ogze:;eg%
offering a business card, "We hadahard enough time inding ¥
8. Been here long?" I

"This place? No » Two or three months--about-=
they call it. Funny what names they give these p
oWn, isn't i7"

fe laughed uneasily, fingering

began to apologize for the con

ugh afraid of tread=

guess. The New Palaces
laces in this part of

1 ing gown,
+he 1apels of his shabby <_iress:mg
'hd?itign of the room. His health, the

: : i i hese S
Ployment, situation...hard to find anything 1161 hi:niﬁgn? day
o stranger nodded politely, anc Sub o t;:pd your uncle, Koros
"This visit,n he said, "has todo with the coieav 1. our firm held in
i Csoma , You,heard of his passing away *= 1o ]de' ’ our care vhen the
tmst the contents of a safe depOSit box place n
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_ gh - institution after the - gpp
decensed wes remanded %0 08 T E ) as proprietor of a music silr,

%S youare tn%g\;\;:zgly ;:?Ls,’h}its sole rgal propert:z, n:zve;:ts to yoyu a§
e Mest living relstive, togetherwithihe Grioie 9 the depogsy
1S n

dipping into the bri(?fcaSe,
oo v;:;y nbtil;;l::ehoef ﬁgge:c,:cou:plz with us ~ very little, I'm afpgy a
.qu.:,re is t? s were to continue paying taxe.as on the property, S
His instruc 13’(;“ adlocked as it was after his removal. Ten years ¥
to leave thelmost Elosed the account, as you will understand, This 15
tt;:;e]sc egav:oa%e choo. The envelope contains some NeWspaper clippjingg

which complete the contents of the box. Will you sign this receipt i
?

1 i lease ‘" . .

d“%éczii;ngryg‘;nged over the little packet, holding it by the tipg

Y Tige i omething dirty. The man in the fa
o hl? SAESLS) asdt};ggg};fl tizeyz\.rzr: a lookgof disgust he caught in gig
d’?eﬁlgg:sgggewovr}iihanunsteady hand, he inked his name on the receipts .
nﬁ;h gnk S Iir, de Csoma," breathed the stranger, tuckn:.ng the slips
into his case, and the case under his arm., He turned briefly at the
door. "e hope you will find the property in good order," he said wryly,
and he was gone soundlessly down the hall. .

De Csoma sat dovnand looked at the key: an ordinary padlock key like
ten thousand others. He picked up the packet. Itwas apparently one of
his uncle's business envelopes. He read, "Hungarian Music Shop," an
address in a not=too-reputable part of the city, and "Koros de Csoma,
Prop."

He had seen little of his uncle, Allhe could remember was a man with
huge, corded hands, strangely bright eyes anda sharp, sarcastic smile,
He opened the envelope and read the clippings slowly.

They were from various papers, carrying dispatches of a date ten years
earlier, As he read, it occurred to him that the affair had taken place
-yes'.'Ten yearsago this very night! It seemed that one Koros de Csoma,
proprlet9r of a music shop, had been "apprehended, and placed under
observation," and that the police "charged the suspect with the murder
of two young women, one of whom, a Miss Lottie Bellman, had apparently
be;; lured to the premises under promise of obtaining employment."

b szz:a:?‘a m;-ch more, of the type of speculation usually indulged in
o “078- newspapers, but, surprisingly enough, no details. Hemw
and there glimmered darkly a hint of sueh -t i er
cares to mention only obliquely. F4 'ma ?I‘? as evena daily pap

indicated. quely. Final disposition of the case was nob

8¢, hooked nose, beady eyes, flar-
nes of his Magyar ancestors. It was
1f-open, in a peculiar, lop - sided
ry large, white teeth set well apar®

n, Ha

grin, it exposeda double ' row of ve

from each other,

s lodging, Nj _enough for some meals, a haircubs
deing, Night's lodging! “He was a fool to spend any-




e place had not been hard to find, altpoyor s .
Like the best possible location for a musiggghlo;cer;:;gzcﬁign;t’olodc
] e evveen

doll factory and a brewery, P
? vidently a hangover from the days when i the night, it was
residential district.

The building, a squat, one-storieq 2
a toad at tl;e r:ar oan narrow cul- o~ook of dazg
djoining structures,A narrow, barred winds
iaja_ns, flanked each side of a padlockegla;;‘r"v’ o
squinted into the shadows - yes, there itwas:
sign, cut in the shape of a violin, creaked
Hungarian Musi:cl:. 1S{hop.

nLooks more like a mausoleum," he mutter itati
pushed open the iron gate and went up the ?gégls?iiﬁzaﬁiﬁamem’ e

. : . 5 . padlock
protested against the intrusion of the key, and a few flakes of rust
sifted out of the lock as the hasp parted. He kicked the door o "
and it swung in with a grating of unoiled hinges . pen,

He stood ina small vestibule. Before himwas another door - a French
door of small glass panels, backed with more of the heavy grey material
that filled the windows. A key projected from the lock. He turned it
and entered.

The interior was close with the deadness of air peculiar to long=
sealed places. Itwas dark.He strucka match, and experimentally flipped
the electric wall switch. To his surprise, the place was immediately
bathed in a soft indirect light.

iell, what a layout! Who would've believed it?" He placedona small
table the paper bag containing his breakfast for the following morning=
a dozen doughnuts anda bottle of milk., Straining against the obstinate
sash, he raised the two windows to let in air, and turned to survey
his new residence.

He stood in a large, square room walled with glass cases. Stacks of
sheet music and a number of violin cases filled the shelves from ceil-
ing to tiled floor, a checkerboard of immense black and white squares.
In the center stood a grand piano, next to it a vase of flowers. He
ran his fingers over the keys. No dust. ) q

"The place looks all ready for a concert,”" he said. e walked past
the sofa at the back of the room, trying it for spring with his hand.
A place to sleep. Behind the sofa, an elaboratc_e Oriental ?‘oldn‘.ngtscregri
hid two tall doors of black wood, each of which heldan intricate ca

isti i ; i i jed the door on the left.
alistic design in white inlay. He tried £ E o e Eta

"INl be no sleeping on a sofa for me: . : Y
e e 3 e trailed off
mattress! Uncle must have wanted plenty of. . 'frgistl‘l,glgorners of the

risin,
a5 he stared open-mouthed at the poi‘t; = fraggrant Eastern wood, care-

divan: dark, fi olished shafts o :

fully wroug’hilgzlg ghape more common to certain obgcureogezlgiﬁsogftggg

Orient than to a city music shop. Attachedto the base

Bleamed a slender silver chain. _ from
At one ené 1gi‘e‘ohe room, the rays passilig Fhaug:oitgg g?‘ezndtoaigphan-

the salon were caught and tossed dully fTomPOSRn MO B T/ " rsitude half

Yine figure of black glass, which z2i5ee sulﬁhiim rite. Into the ped-

of vague threat, half of blessing on SOES ith ayheavy metal door cur—

e5tal of this figure was built a cabineb With = =

lously worked in a bas-relief of animals aﬁt the opposite wall...

tried o pry it open, and straightened up. nk back, fumbling for the
Something moved in the shadows! i Shri' ht to the stream from the

SWitch, and added a rosy glow of concealed lgsp of relief. Mopping his

d°°rway. His breath came whistling out ina g

rouded with heavy cur-
The man on the pavement
In.the evening light the
drily on its hangings:
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forehead, he grinned foolishly into theheawss rose-tinted mirror thas,
formed the entire wall. to stretch away eternally bew

i i om seemed :
'Sgeﬁi;n Zhéit?i‘? r;oz};‘itzzted ambiguity that term;nateil aft;r end-
t{g;s dis:bances of floor at the base of the black idol. The play of light

gave an illusion of greater depth to his face iol thteh chgilg:l;:nes and nose
the eyes to recede benealll e is .

apgiizignzrag\erag:;na’ n heyinfomed himself, "you'?e still not Su(;h .

bad-looking devil." He grinned into the mirror, bowing from the waist,

A light, insistent knocking at the outer door interrupteg thehgame.
The y:mng woman who looked up at him as he opened the door ad deep
brown eyes, widely placed in a round, mature, and strikingly beautifu]

: as they parted over strong white teeth to smile
ii?i;n 2;;3;;;23 iﬁi’iiamy fillii, gquivering tremulously at ’f,he corners,

WT oouldn't help it," she breathed in a low, throaty voice. I know
you didn't expect me tonight, but I had to come - I had to.

He steppedback from the door puzzled, s she patted his cheek affec-
tionately and walked into the room, removing her hat to send a shower
of rich auburn hair curling about her shoulders. )

noh, were you playing?" she asked, seating herself at the open piano,
and striking a few random chords.

"No," he answered. She selected a piece from the music on the rack
and began to play. De Csoma leaned on the corner of the piano, staring
at her face, the throat's whiteness, the full globes pressing at the
fabric of her dress. She wore no jewelry buta pair of black onyx ear-
rings, traced ina silver filigree that duplicated the strange designs
on the inner doors. He followed the movement of her long, supple fin-
gers over the keys; there were red marks girdling her wrists.

"0h, I'm so glad you don't mind my coming again so soon! It is all
right, isn't it?" She swung around on the piano stool, one hand on his
arm, waiting expectantly.

"Yes, yes. It's all right. It's fine," he answered.

She jumped up, pickedherhat fromthe corner of the sofa, and slipped
through the left-hand door.

"Fifteen minutes," she called back. De Csoma stood by the piano and
scratched his head, There was something strange, something odd about
;&i wmllth °£h :egriigzzgz .hasdtll%a vhat right hadhe to complain? The fel-
e said nothing about this going with the prop-

His gaze rested on the Orient 1
to the right, Fifteen minutes al screen, and he thought of the door

oole mightas well s hat i
The door opened : - - ee what was in there.
T P easily, and an automatic light illuminated a small

Some of the books, bound in ancient 3 i
to him. Others were fitted with eyasse o) o-0 10 languages strang

: X clasps and lock H
titles: Willard's "Black Wagic:t CKks. He glanced at the
L . A gic:™ Lorepoolels - i
zgiumt,; ]Ij;.;feo;wrlght%;s “Gustoms of thephigsihoggcy:flogzgia"ogn:hiegvyc
en on the small s Bt - "
French, De Csoma was reading table: Uarquis de Sade, Memoirs. In

L still peerin ; .
her calling from the other room, %Ai: ;ﬁﬁ ;ii‘;i;ﬁﬁtlons when he heard

He closed i i

- rose-1igh:}:ediﬁiggh;ggmh:méleiggrszgzg b.s'aﬁzre the mirror, bathed

2 ; ! ende o W1 i

f;?izgewj‘sggt:g;si }J;Zral'glalnSt ‘the mirror and turneg, aeg:é:Cklgiiger ?121"1‘13'

skin, broad, clear wiri " otarred redly against the whitenoss af Kot

spread from,the hi }51 ropes lke the petals of some sinister flower

red circlets s:'.mi:,_g Dipples. De Csoma looked ather ankl L bore
ar to those at the wrists, A thick, puzZénfzhrelizeOZf
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smoke drifted from a pair of carved !
SPELvslibase was opens . 5 ed bouls beside the idol, The cabinet

Alexander de Csoma slept a trou
ool of rose-binted smoke, he tosgigdozlzegﬁrngiomed in a bottomless
numberlegs mirrors from each of which grinned agsﬁoﬁh in & room of
flamed like the fires of Hell, And with hey ip t; evil vhose hair
depths of each equivocal glass, he saw hinself lyin s:anm;'jit% eddying
contorted, crouched 1likean animal while unspoken g;amas g sitting,
v ald-Of certain n{:\melesS apparatus from that Satan's unﬁ‘?llzd et

The fires of the night burned themselves slowly ’washe:a ;.:3 e
wind scattered the dying embers of his dreams., The end:’l. Arco
darkened, and somevhere iIn their black an ess mirrors

i d pregnant depths a small
yhite hand raised a hammer and drove silv : - ’
ebony coffin. er nails into the 1id of an

Tap - tap - tap! He woke startled. The soft 1i
the bowls before the idol added a fitful gﬁw]:lgg::fde: ehsi;ilie::;da?
tousled head of auburn hair, one smooth arm crooked beneath a pillow,
Ei; mind struggled with oily fragments that slipped away and eluded

Tap - tap - tap! Someone ~ something - was tapping persistently at
the inner c.ioor, the door of the room. He shivered, wrapped himself in
a sheet which had fallen to the floor, andwalked slowly over, putting
his hand on the knob.

Mitho is it?" he quavered. There was no answer,

Miho is it?" he repeated uncertainly. Bah! It was probably nothing
but an overstimulated imagination! He threw the door open, and took a
quick step backward, releasing his grip on the knob.

A gloved hand, the small and delicate hand of a woman, held out to
him a folded piece of note-paper. With the low light at his back, he
could not make out her features. She seemed to be wearing a dark even=
ing cloak of seme velvety cloth.

M{ell?" he asked impatiently. The cloaked woman said nothing, but
continued to offer the folded paper. A faint, musty odor exhaled from
either the paper or the hand., De Csoma took it with shaky fingers, hold-
ing the few penned words to the light. . . _

They found him at dawn. The officer on the beat heard him screaming,
in the old ruin that had burned out ten years befors, over by the
Brewery,and called the Squad Car. And there, beyond the blackened wa:_lls
—-in the cold, charred cinders of what once had been the Hungarian
liusic Shop--Alexander de Csoma stoods naked and shivering in the
sharp wind that whistled in off the River; and he screamed &Y th;‘fi
beat themwith his fists, still screaming, "I killed two women. & Bt
You, I killed two women'" They took it as part of his madx.lesa.’.- u

d c trange cabalistic burn
what th e police could not explaln were the s g {15 Ti50 hand
marks on his body. Or the scrap of yellowed paper CLULCHECES ’

Dated ten years before, the note read:

HUNGARIAN LUSIC SHOP

i Lottie Bellman: . ) '
lgiulg you please call this evezn..ngdregardmg
i ised.
employment in the shops as adver Lo

THE END
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MANLY BANISTER

You Who Have Qlain Me = -

The Great Man fidgetted.

“The people,” he said, “‘are what count. They have
the voice. We must do as the people desire.”

The Lesser Man half veiled his eyes, concealing the
sardonic mirth that stirred slowly inside him like a
Ralph Rayburn Phillips monster still an uncongealed
horror within its ink bottle. For here was Satan, in the
guise of man-flesh.

“The people are the mind and the voice of the na-
tion,” he murmured. “You. . .are its hands!™

The Great Man stirred again, restlessly. His troub-
led glance sought the veiled stare of the Lesser Man,
faltered away to the bright beacon of the window,
framing a mist-hung city, cold, gray, prescient of the
tomb.

“T must be convinced!” The emotional strain of the
decision he had to make burred his words, splintered
the syllables into bright, lance-like slivers of speech.

“Duty is to act as the people command,” urged the
Lesser Man. “Be convinced? Let the voice of the
people convince you!”

He took up a small book, 2 book of poems. Its dust
jacket was bright and new. It shone a pale glow in the
cold, gray light that poured in through the window.
Slowly, in tones befitting the mood expressed, he read
a verse aloud, paused dramatically, and passed the
book to the Great Man. That one took it, paged it
thoughtfully through.

“Every verse,” pressed the Lesser Man, “sings from
the heart of the people. Each is dedicated to the de.
cision you must make— anticipating it— foretelling
the act with a savage gloom that glorifies it!”

The Great Man shook his head. “A croaking of
crows—not the nightingale’s song! Poets are a race
apart, often mean more— or less— than the 2

The Lesser Man grimaced. “Ve s

; - Very well, then—a book
of fiction!”

He I.Jasscd it over. The Great Man read the brief
synopsis on its dust jacket.

“It is only one book,” he said, at last.

The Lesser Man drew a bulk of papers from his

pocket. “Hundreds of titles,” he stated succintly

“Here — scan them at your leisure.”

The Great Man looked down the list of titles, and
his face turned gray.

“Hacks!” he cried. “Hacks who have a living to
earn and space to fill with whatever vagrant thoughts
clutter their minds! Such are neither the will nor the
yoice of the people.”

“Newspapers!” barked the Lesser Man, the Prince
of Liars, and the Demon inside him glowed savagely
in his eyes. “Magazines! Radio! These are The Press
—— these are the media of the writers—of the poets,
the authors, the editors, the reporters, the columnists,
the analysts, the purveyors of speech, of ideas, of the
written word! These are the vocal cords, the lips, the
tongue, the teeth of the people. They speak o the
people; they speak for the people. Hour after hour,
day after day, week after week, the presses’ rolling
thunder not once relinquishes the theme; never the
subject grows stale before the enemy’s sneers and in-
sults. Their pages, their columns and stories and art-
icles — all preach and have preached the inevitability
of what must be done. Can you be heedless of this?
Can the hands deny the command of the mind?”

“If they had not done this,” whispered the Great
Man, “the end would not be yet. Need they have
spoken? Need they have prophesied, muttering their
sullen presentiments of doom? Could I but tell you this,
sir, that the voice of the people had #of been raised in
this fashion, that the mind of the nation were at peace
and its voice only a murmur; then should these be idle
hands,that the voice might remain stilled, that the
mind of the nation might remain at peace!”

“But s0?” pressed the Lesser Man, sensing the tri-

umph of his lying discourse. “What have you to say
In view of all this?”

The Great Man bowed his head.

“1 yield to the will and the voice of the people, con-
trary to my own will and the voice of my own consc

|enfe- You may carry my command to the Generals:
Let the Atomic War begin. . . ."

THE END




ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN DUNN

POETIC VENDETTA

By JOHN E. BLYLER

There is little of the lilting bard in this grim

drama of a fierce and secret vendetta, but the out-

come is poetic enough in its tragedy of savage justice.
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: ummed over surface but
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Moveg
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to bed where your wife with your sm 11 ten monthg:
gap belore yov o " he small courtyard below and
old son has gom our bedroom window overt s e A A
Toxpees LoV nouse. You see her stalking You h s
to the rear of your I thé dim light of the full moon. Zou teaz as she
as they gleam dully in she approaches the rustic well a l}e edge
cries softly one time as She lomps lightly to the top of the cirenloy
of the flagstone paving, ence e Tralys ance apain briefly, tho.
stone enclosure..Sl_ie cr:.ez1 oost Ry ‘
longingly, gsre e T s from the well stones to run lithely
st 3o e eagl and toward the hedge that borders the
o huiellam becka dhe N st before reaching the hedge and alertly
i ot She Delaes Jut at some fancied scent. Then with a
B e ar}d o ike a sob of disappointment, the great-
plagTery sunt o curlousty hnc? the hedge and is gone.
bodied cat leaps throw:lgh and. eyo. 1 e e i soron
from the window with an unp easan
e i d lay your tired body on the bed. Through
= quit? ?prig;:l?cﬁ:zgundQQg the suburban night. Crickets chirp
e illsi dovm from a distant wood
noisily on the grassy hillside thg.t slopes
to yo}xsx" backyard on one side, and in a Ilong, .(gient%e,oiingizs:]:ope to
the creek a few hundred feet from the §outh side o -Yth gonsger , o
The banks of the creek on the closer side are lined wi Egione ot
get denser down stream before tk'xey merge‘w1th"bhe trees ? L
on the far slopes. On the opposite bank is ’?h:l.ck, heavy oge N
with underbrush, extending downstream for five hundred yards w 8 o
thins out and the underbrush is replaced with swamp grass and Ca 3
nine-tails. From the trees come the sounds of the night birds and the

stirring of the leaves and the whisper of the slight breeze that is

slovly blowing dark-bellied clouds over the face of the moon. In the
morass downstream

young frogs chirp in unison, Above all the sounds of
the night keens the lonely wailing call of the cat. Over and over she
calls, anxiously ever anxiously. You hear her on the curving path
leading to the stream, then on the bank of the creck. She moves down-
stream, and her despai

: ring voice fades gradually away, blending with
the night but not with the sounds of the night, fading away from hear-

ing but not from the mind,

You go to sleep, feeling oddly i1l at ease,
in the past, What in reality was commonplace
tion is shown to Yyou in its native horror in
awake, sitting up in the bed, damp with

terrible fear of the unknown mingles wi
decidedly physical. You rise ¢

You dreamand live again
to you, arousing no emo-
the dream. Suddenly T
wretched sweat, A lingering,

th a sickness of dread that iS
0get a dri

lie q_ui'.etly e
dreamless peace,
In the mornin

€ a8 you leave the house
there at the do "
house,

or. She trots in wi
In the afternoon

ithout
in the afternoon
They say possib

Jour way to work the cat is
looking up ag you leave the
of that same day horror begy
i €8ins for you, Rather early
fro;ea;e ca%led Home by the Police, You.?rr- son is missing:
YHefas been kidnaped ang that your vife is pros-
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trate, hysterical., You rush hope full

g ; 7 of ¢ i
search 1stb31ngdmade in the nearest forest, ozisaigzt;:ntang S
be(::n_aler €d and are on the lookout for g Small ¢ T
taining two men and a woman ang possibly ool agcon=

: ) « A1l cars in the i i
i oing to and from t Sustmdiate wic=
9 245185 in the search, - o' "F® StopRed. & troop of Scouts came
Your wife recovers sufficiently to give
afternoon. She had been planning to bake
paration for the evening meal and hag visit

obtain a particular recipe she knew the neighbor had

; ghbor had, While th
had left your small son playing with the huge cat on the gawne;z :ﬁg

rear of the house. He was trying to catch 3 ; :
evaded him by leaping just out cg>f his reaglrflle:' cat while it continually

Your wife heard him crying oddly just once while she was speaking
with the neighboring housewife, but before she could more than think
of running to investigate, he quieted down and all was still outside.
She gave the matter no further attention.

After about an hour she returned to her house. No thought of the baby
entered her mind 1m§d1ately as she passed over the lawn and into the
kitchen. Thena few minutes later with dawning concern she began %o
realize that the crowing delight of the child was strangely missing.
She looked through the large kitchen windows and noted his absence on
the lawn., Running out at once she began a frantic search in which she
was soon joined by her friend the neighbor lady who had heard her call-
ing. Their frantic search was to no avail and your wife soon burst
into hysterical sobbing, passing thence intoa faint, The neighbor lady
supplied the rest of the information, that she had phoned for the doc=
tor to minister to your wife and had called the police, who in turn
had called the place where you worked.

You stay with your wife the remainder of the evening and passa sleep-
less night at her side. Next morning after several cups of coffee you
go with the searchers, hoping to find, yet not hoping to find what ?hey
seek, For this morning they are going to search the creek banks first
~-then they will drag the creek bottom with grappling }}ooks.

You are witha group of men when abouta quarter of amile down stream
you come upon a wooden trestle which supports the small local ri;].
company's line from a near by town. At the wooden‘abutx.nent neai' z
center you see a familiar bulk, an old burlap sack tied t:.gl}tly :} ose
and held against the timbers by the pressure of the down Tlowlngustreais

- : : ; After climbing down the
You recognize it, but give it no attention. S A
bank of cinders at one end of the bridge to the raisegar;a bui ;till
See another horrifying sight--notice it a bit more, pZ;be}l)“ ,i‘t. =
Pay no particular heed to what you see. But yo; rmfnthe Nt ol haTnah
the body of a huge cat, cut inhalves by the whee.s o ard's distant, on
Near you are the hind quarters, and a bloody three y

. { g 3 art.
the opposite side of the rail, is the igfr?.ng found 1o sign of your son

At last the search party turns back, ha ploL] ! b k.
along the banks nor ?.n the shallows at tne nge giicesnalr?rovtv :m?lrg:ep
You return with the others to start dragging the -ongs
hold n, S€. L r the

As ygiragggzazguyour home, you see 8 claster o0 se‘;i$e§f~an::1kins
South corner of the hedge at the rear of Ehe rotip seos you, speaks
Quietly, waiting. Asyou draw closerfoili g:{lenz,gheads bowed. They are
discreetly to the others, and tney, =2 otice. You ask of one vhat

i;anding i B GBS faci:}g = :ﬁgxzi yoﬂ];le?e is indecision among them
ey have found, but receive no ‘
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: i11 at ease. A growing feel.
and much shuffling of feet .bzzzymapfstir :}lill, e, el
e ?f al:?ikgzl::e;iugogddle. And you suddenly push your way by them,
heﬁs:.orolusstare then, down into the tall grasses by the hedge you are
shozkid to the ::ore, numbed into immobility at the hori‘gr_' r3;011 sge -ghe;e ;
For an endless period of time you stand, knowm%hno asl %x.'iengi u: 1y
you grow aware of condolencis tz:n:cli ggrﬁﬁzengz?:d izto ¢ ue housz ;’Ioni
“ our shoulders attemp € S .
Zﬁgﬁz 3’:,hem off, numbly asking to be left algne for a Zg;lgiear e

As you stand there, in an abstract way things aredm £ _y;u.
You live again for the third tilslimefthi ig:gtsthl: tgirazgzmhorroreigl%h:
before. You vaguely accept the 1lac ; Sy fees

born of prescience. You see again the heavy f thy burlap as
ge:!gbzaio the sur?‘ace because you forgot to puta stor'le 1n;o_zhe t‘:ag,
You see it glistening horribly, darkly, asa small portion of it s gds
above the surface of the black moonlit wa'bsar. You see the almost im-
perceptible struggling movements of i’? as it floats slowly on the d?ep
stream, From your memory you recall having performed the same deed twice
before. You remember the antics of the cat on that last nlglfxt. You know
the meaning of finding her dead bisected body on the rails near the
sack at the bridge. You understand everything as you gaze down on the
face of your small son where strong talons had tox."n and helc.l at the
eyes while even stronger hind claws had rakedand kicked the life from
the soft young throat.

You had drowned her babies once too often.

THE END

10,000,000 HONKEYS (Continued from Page 5)
sell or not sell, any more than you can put a precise finger on why
you did or did not like a particular story in a magazine.

You don't sell stories to a hypothetical "market"~-you sell them to
individuals., Editor Anthrax buys stories he likes. Who knows what
Editor Anthrax 1ikes? Nobody, not even Editor Anthrax., But he does
know, that when he likes a story, a large number of his readership is
going to like it, too! That's how he keeps his job, If Editor Anthrax
tums.your story down, you still have Just as ‘good a chance (supposing
that it is a saleable yarn) of selling it to Joe Microbe, editor of
Infinitesimal Stories. (Or of not selling it,)

You don't need to be a mind-reader. . .it won't help you. Vhat will

help you is to study the market. Read Editor Ant | i
what kind of stories he bought thre nhraxts magazine. See

e to six months ago. Then by a hy-
perinduced process of ratiocination, try +o figuregout what Ke Wligl
buy today for publication three to

§ix months from now
And now, lest it seem that we have gone b :
- - a k ~
come pontifical, disregard the foreg : R

oing and write as vou 4 lease
and send the junk any place that occurs i t s =
stories in that fashion, too. G eV Lbe s Bagssord

t : : . +the geniuses, that ig i i
will provide you witha quick answer to whether’o T not yéuTQ;Z anggﬁ:e:

THE END

a2t ..-':'_,rn' —4__,",“_-".,.“,‘ b
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“B.ff TThomas GL/ Canten

He sits in the disenchanted dark:
One sleeping hand holds fast his sword,
And grim his mouth that knew no laughter,
Before or now: so fierce a man
That none can face him unafraid.
But in the dark he hears too clearly
The mutter of his arteries
To the unrepentant bone, and the
Dreadful communion of the currents
Of his brain: saying he is old and lost.
But he is chief among them yet,
With none so mighty that can rake
His throne. But he remembers his youth.
When the strongest rule: to be a king,
You must kill a king. His urgent
Mad blood can dampen your hand to glory.
Or once he thought, not knowing the
Whispering dark tongues of the night.
But Midnight has told him all that
It knows, and he must answer. He sold
His heart for his body’s honor.
And now he waits i utter terror —
Lest some fool, bold with blood, try to
Unflesh him from his solitary crown.
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- to it, and you will have a rec-~
Take almostany Greek word, aggem;—fﬁg%ood's ryming dictionary lists
ognized method of divination. (divination oy cooks) to tephramancy
an even fifty, from alec‘t.ryornam{:{:L e more niot sulted
(divination by ashes), and doubtles
Lox §POR VLG HoC i ; h ven now, but
p i racticed somewhere e )
B e e s?xlrliiization, and on the low estate to
3 Rk e zﬁaguzhg:e today whowish information or solace
L e by far the greatest part of their time and money
R speltl,d Vs rd riading These wretched callings with
i r card=: . ;
z?xe?;t:g}:ig’ pggxslsanrg’ goimmicks have captured the bulk of _the busi-
ness, while other forms of‘ the. art, equai'lly old, e%ualiytﬁeiligi;, 1:213
a lotmore colorful, langulshmcompg‘ratlve ngglec s W fliv:?.ners
i it vere floniening o carly
It was not always so. en the Cno .
Christian times, divination attained extraordinary heights, and must
have been an arduous but rewarding profession,t much lnz.ke the law, tax
accountancy, or nuclear physics today. For a‘flne specimen of the ela}b-
orate and rather exacting methods then fashionable, consider the in-
structions for producing oracular visions contained in a fourth =
eentury manuscript in the British Museum. o
"Take of the inner leaves of the laurel," it tells us, "and of wvirgin
earth and wormwood seeds, . . .and of the herb cynocephalium. And I
have heard from a certain man of Heracleiopolis that he takes of the
leaves of an olive tree newly sprouted. ‘This mixture is carried to
the chosen location "bya virgin boy ground up with the materials afore-

said,! whatever that may mean, and the white of an ibis egg is mixed
with the whole compound,

"There must also be an image of Hermes clad
in the chlamys, and the moon mustbe risinginthe sign of Aries or Leo
or Sagittarius." And the Heracleiopolite, a stickler for detail, rec=
omeends that a goose's windpipe be inserted into the figure of Hermess
apparently for the god to speak through,

When these conditions have all been met, the diviner is instructed
to place the Hermes in a shrine of limewood. "Now let Hermes hold the
herald's wand,
and having cut a hair from your head, wrap i
it with a Phoenician knot, and put it at th
some say, place it upon it "

t up in the paper and tie

e feet of the caduceus, &
The spell vhich is to be inscribed on the hiepets ‘ 1
[Ricc eratic paper is a smal
work of art in itself, angd possessesahaunting beautypolz‘ line as well
as a fittingly sonorous cadence,
"Huesemigadon, Ortho Baubo, noe odere soire soire
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Kanthara, Ereshchigal, sankiste, dodekakiste...." etc.

Like mc.zst such spells, the individual words often have 1little or no
' recognizable meaning, Huesemigadonisan epithet of Pluto; Ortho Baubo,
"the true Baubo," refers to a deify of the Eleusinian Mysteries often
confused with Persephone; Ereshchigal, or Eves-ki-gal, is a Sumerian
expresslon meaning lady of the Great (i.e. nether) World, or Allat,
the Babylonian goddess of hell. And dodekakiste, which means twelfth,
evidently stems from the numerological tastes of the Babylonians, who
used to assign serial-numbers to their divinities.

Getting back to our oracle, the directions continue: "make invocation
-=offering frankincense on an altar and some earth from a place where
there is growing corn, and one lump of sal ammoniac. Let this be placed
at your head and lie down to sleep after first saying this, but giving
no answer to anyone who may address you:

Hermes, lord of the world, inner circle of the moon....

Persuading to justice, wearer of the chlamys, with winged sandals

Rolling an ethereal course under the lower parts of the earth,

Guide of spirits, Greatest eye of the sun,

Author of all manner of speech....

Thou art called the foreknower of destinies, and the divine vision

Sending oracles both by day and by night....

Come hither, blessed one, greatest son of perfect memory,

Appear propitious in thy own shape, and send a propitious form,

That by the excellence of thy divining art I, a hallowed man, may

receive what I need.
This adjuration is to be made at the risings of sun and moon, and, if
there has been no slip in the preparations a true oracle will be,
promptly, forthcoming.

Surely proceedings of this sort are more dignified, more elevating,
more calculated to inspire confidence, than any amount of messing with
sodden tea-leaves or dealing out greasy playing cards. And yet I doubt
if the method is much used today. The problem of obtaining materials
should not be insuperable, for any large drug store would be apt to
have them all in stock ‘except perhaps the ibis egg and the virgin boy.
It is, rather, a case of our modern impatience with the old~fashioned,
painstaking, time-consuming methods, and our willingness 1o settle for
a hurried and slipshod substitute. .

As a matter of fact, many divinations were less c9mp11cated than
this, A letter from a certain Nephotes to King Psammetichos of Egypt,
which has survived ina third-century manuscript, givesa comparat:!.vgly
simple method for producing oracular apparitions in a bowZ!. contaln:_mg
liquid. The details of the preparationare given.bt.rb sketchily, ar.1d in=-
deed even the nature of the liquid is not specified. (I have tried it
myself, and find that Scotch whisky works as wgll as any.other, a_.nd
better than most.) The secret, in this case, lies in the 1nca:1ntatlon
to be said over the vessel, which begins "Amoun auar_xtau: laimoutau
riptou mantaui imantau lantou laptoumi apchomacharaptoum . Hither; such=
and-such a god! Be visible to me this very day and do not appall my
eyes. Hither to me, such-and-such a g9d'. ....." .

And here follows a hundred-letter palindromic name, formidable enough
to summon the most potent of demons and to shake the very bowels out
of a modern linotype. It is, evidently, the name of some unt'ierworld
god, and it illustrates the belief shareq. by magicians ancient and
modern, that the "true names" of thg vax“n.ous <.iark powers are deeply
hidden secrets which, once learned, give J.nfglllble power over them.

The untranslatable phrase that opens the incantation is also chare
acteristic of the best magical practice. In it, the occasional shreds
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4 patches of old gumerian words are recognizable to the expert, ang
and pa

: . tence in that moros

| % vas a eaningful S8 . E
e th?orz,-ls ttl,g;t Zm;ui in course of time it became £irst encrusteq
agglutlna ive : gutian sonsonants and then larded with mellifluous
with spluttery EgyP the faintest traces of the original were

!]{.:%eni%tvgeﬁ;ceul;mt}\ai Nephotes himself had not the least idea what

st meant, Jjust as your Aunt Clara is unaware that her "dear me suz"
1 )

i reator. '
mvT;kistgzrkgcgents nhad Secreb yisdom has always been an axiom to the
magiz-minded, and the old diviners set Pa?;';tcular }51’.00;‘18 ‘?ﬁr sgells and
tian origin, especi os e whic e Egyptians
igsm‘é];io::d Ef?cr:gl the Babylonians and understood but mpef‘fectly them-
selves. And Babylon in like fashion, bor_rowed from Sumeria. Where the
Sumeri;.ns yent for their spells 18 lost in the mists of antiquity, but

—

no doubt they gob Them ultimately from Adam, who got them from the
segpiigz.mgic Jeans so heavily on the past it ought by rights to be
in its fullest flowering today, yihen vie have so much more past to lean
on. But curiously enough, it is in a decline, and the best--the vexw
pest--one can find now is astrology with its ridiculously childish
charts, its cabalistic pathrobes and pointed hats, its dog-eared naut-
ical almanacs. This cannot conceivably be due toa falling=off in human
credulity, which flourisheth as the green bay-tree. It musts therefore;

stem from the laziness of a mechanized age. Well, you may buy your
horoscope magazines if you wish, but as soon as the moon rises, a

hallowed man I shall go out in the garden and do my geomancy .

THE END

“Huesemigadon, Ortho Baubo.

5 .Oh, nuts!’’
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INQUEST IN KANSAS
(A Modern American Ballad)

1
CORONER: It was not a deer you saw, you say,
That beckoned beyond the corn?
FIELD HANDS: The creature she followed that fearful day
Was a Thing with a single horn.
2
CORONER: She never mentioned she knew his kind—
A Thing with a single horn—

Yet she left without casting a glance behind
At the fields where you mowed the corn?

3

FIELD HANDS: She had been known as a faithful wife,
Yet she bounded through the corn
As though she had waited all her life
For the Thing with the single horn.

4

CORONER: Could a mother who loved beyond compare
The children she had borne
Orphan them in charity’s care
For a Thing with a single horn?

5

FIELD HANDS: It was not love that lured her away
From the fields that were yellow with corn,
To leave her children, her husband slay,
But a Thing with a single horn!

£
o)

CORONER: Why did you not move and prevent her escape
When you saw there was blood on the corn?

FIELD HANDS: Made helpless as scarecrows, we scarcely could gape
For fear of the Thing with the horn!

7

CORONER: But did she intend to hit his head
When she threw her fork in the corn?
Did she know her husband was lying dead
- When she followed the Thing with the horn?

8

FIELD HANDS: We saw the Thing hand her a fork,
Which she brandished at us in scorn,
With a strength that she never had for work;
Then she followed the Thing with the horn!

—HYACINTHE HILL
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