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ILLUMINATICN

bt has beccn some time sincc a tan magazine has bzen published
which has been devoted to welrd fiction == and Polarts will try to

Bl | thatevacancys Wewill printiweird materiglechie? | y—-=1 ki cnn
verse, and articles ~« but we will also try to provide some things
of interest fto the science-fiction tan as well. Please write and
tel! us what vou think of our ftirst afttempt, what materis!l you
liked best; better yet, demonstrate what you like best by writicg
an example and sending it to us. It we agree with vou, your co«-
fribution will appear in an earty issue.

Although tor the present Polaris will appear quarterly, later

we hope to be able to issue the magazine more often. Future issues
may bz distribufed to the Fantasy Amatcur Press Associaticen, but

will continue to be available to non-membars at 10 a copy.
S50 please write scon, fzllow fans--we want the opinions and
Bh Eesanint b bhildins « of  a | P odray/dy & Vith yvour help we will try ro

make FPolaris a magazine ot which every weird fan can be proud.
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We crashed in the midet of the jungle, coming down from the
etratosphere like a‘'blazing meteor. The fire had broken out in the
rocket compartments, eating away the blockhsads like some great
peragite, and we discovered it too late. Already half of our
trbes, th0ﬂe on vhe port side, were not responding, and any mcment,
iv seermed likely, the others wou1d also ceage their activity.

There wes not time %o brake our craft: Dbefore we could have
done so, the back rocketz might bhe entirely beyond firing, and we
ghould certainly crash with only the front ones in working crder.
Without the parvly neutralizing effezt of the back ones, <the fla-
ming gases from those in front would spin the ghip around 1like a
top, and it would go crashing dovm into the virgin wildernses. - 4s
it wag, though it would te impossible to make a perfect landing, we
could gt least hope to survive.

Corby took the controls; I handled the rocket blast. Both of
us did everything in our power, but it was useless., A sudden gust
of breeze a hundred feet above ground, and in another instant we
gideawiped some dense foliage. Then came the crash.

When I came to my senses 1 found Corby dead. Seated ag he was
et the controls, he had sufiered the full brunt of the shock, fronm
the angle at which we hit, and must have died instantly. And that
was a blez2sing, doubtleasly -- for a time I wished I were in his
place. Then my grief end hopelessnese began to abate, and I stsr-
ted casting about for some meang of salvaticen.

Ag to my exact location, I had nc idea. I knew we hsd been
blagsting our way high above India, and in another two houre ghould
have been in Paris But now--

It =zeemed h0pelehh. Without food, in the midst of a trackless
grovth of wild plant life, and with no human tracez to be seen any-
where, the question was how long I could survive; not could I. My
left arm hung limply at the shoulder, and I knew it to'be broken.
I wag bruiged and cut in almost every psrt of my body, from the
terribvle concussiom, and could not hope to make much headwsy
through the jungle. There wag the hand rocket flare gun, which was
my only hLope. '

For four daye I lay thers, in the midst of that intense heat,
not leaving the wreckage. On the first day I had clambered, 1like
en 0ld Ford puffing up a hill, to the top of a nearby promontory,
in a8 hope I knew to be futile, of finding some human trace. But it
had bean useless. The jungle stretched out on all gides, 1like a
matted web, unbroken.

Each night I fired my rocket flares--a few each time. ‘Unless
some plane were to fly over me at a reagonably low altitnde, even
this was ueselege; still I hoped. Kncwing all the time that it was
a vair hope. On the fourth night I fired the next to the last car-
tridge--I dared not%t use the final one 1in case I might hear a motor
roar leter--and on the fifth day fell into a sort of delirium.

How long this lasted I know not. llogt of the time I was only
haif conscioung: day and night were blended like a changing €cene in
& kaleidoacopse, and I knew no heat or cold; no pain or any other
emotion, I merely existed.
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Finally, blackness seemed to set in for the last time, and I
knew I was dying, I had given Corby's body the respects within my
power; my home affairs were fairly well settled, and gso I did neot
rage at my fate g0 mouch as I might have.

But finully, as the darkiiese Decame more and more nearly o-
paque, L somahow genssd someone near to me. Then I thought I felt
myself lifted--carried--

When 1 regained full possession of my facultieg, I found my-+
gelf in & rude hut, somowhere. It was constructed of rough boards,
for the mcst part, with straw thatched here and-there to help keep
ot the moisture. As I lay on a rough pallet, locking about as
bzgt I could, +the thing that shocked me most was the gight of a
huge cace of bocks.

And then I chanced to notice the one who I later learned was,
and €till is perhaps, the =ole occupant of the placa.

He wag o0ld. Hothing elge can express his antiquity than that
one viord., It ig ugeliess to try to picture him in your mind; for
that is not pos alble unlegs you have geen him. But he was old--and
about him; there somehow seemed to be zome gtrange appearance of
some kind, something I could nct track down, and yet something--

‘Seeing I was awske, he came over to me, and to my utter smaze-
ment, inguired ss to my health in perfect English. And I was as-
tounded still more when, upon tentatively moving my body a bit, I
felt nearly fit and hearty again -- this, desgpite the fact that I
must have been almoat dying only a short while before. In an ef-
fort to determine how long I had teen unconscious, I felt of my
beard and found myself clean-ghaven, I thought then that he muet
have shaved me. :

I have no wish to make this longer then needful; therefore, I
will not enter into a detailed account of all that Tollowed. It
will be best merely to give a gort of summary.

Inside of two days, I was well, Not wishing to appear inquie-
itive, I did not inguire of my hosgt any more than absolutely neceg-
sary. Though the question of who he was; why he wae etaying here
in thie wilderness; &and a dozen otherz were almost{ consuming my cu-
riogity. Indeed, I thought that =surely he would ‘understand ny
state of mind and‘explalﬂ. But he did not. Rather, he ceemed to
take me in course, as though he were expecting me. At times, and
later, I wondered if he actually had been,

The only explanation that came to me for thig, that could pog-
2ibly solve the puzzle, was that this was one of the holy men of
India, of which I had heard vaguely, who made their life work that
of penance in gsome extraordinary foerm. But many things seemed to
discount that hypothesis. His books, for instance--

It was a 1little later before I noticed that they were not or-
dinary books.

Hot until the fifth day of my stay with him did I have the op-
portomity to examine one of those becoks. But before discussing
that, it were best to tell of the other inhsbitant of this little
hut,

A few paragraphs before, I have said that my befriender wag
the only inhabitant of the dwelling. He wag the only--for lack of
a8 better word I am forced to use this adjective: -- man-like thing
there~--human is not correct.

But this other--thing. It wag not of earth.

Of that I am certain., MNot even in the pictures I have seen of
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prahistoric animals remotely resembling it in form, It sto0d on
gieht lege, short and =quat. Head it had none, nor any outwardly
visible organs., Upon the eight leze wag a body, whick was merely g
round ball of gome sort of fleghy armor--a poor enough description,
certainly, and yet the only one I cen give. It wags a pet of the
hat~-aweller's--that is my only explanation for it. It followed him
hoat like a dog--and when he disappearsd on his strange absences,
“na noet of the time it followed niwm. Certainly it wag the more a-
ian of the two.

One day ho g£howed me one of tie booke, Its binding vas ordi-
33y enough, though of some excellent grade of 1leathery substance
Lat I could not imagine meeting in thie out-of-tne-way corner of
egrth. I opened it, and gasped at the marvelous interior,.

It was composed =olely, =save for a few linee at the bottom of
ch page in some strange writing, oif pictures. But thoge pictuares
e of the most wonderful construction and technique 1 had ever
N in "Tolilimeolon, Noke paMoi==—caEhasie s whcleiZe oflaepage of the
. 4and there was nothing on the back of each picture; then I
ed that tne pages weXrae Yemovalbla.

I noticed something odd also, then -- that the scenes wsre al-
mogt all of action, &nd almosi without excesntion, humanse figured in
thenm, Gy hogt told me to eizanine them al my leisure, and I gpent
the next two daye in €0 doing.

Anothex thlng muet be mentioned. Though I am not a student of
history, I «now, perhaps, mcre of ancient times than does the ordi-
nary man, and I saw that in many of the books the pictures were ar-
1aateu 1n a kind of sequence--there wat one g2%t, for iustance, that
ceuwld have been rothing otuer then a narvelounsly exscated, anu most
ccmplete, geries of illustrations of the principsl evsite of the

sSrenclhh Revoliution.

Asking nim who the artuvist wasg, he merely sniled enigmatically.

A faw of the booke -- very few--were blank--or rather, though
the pugss were there, nothiung wae on ithem. Yhece, I note d were to
onz €icde in the caze of the voiumes: and it also finally dawned ox
re that the booke were arranged in €oim3 sort of cequence--the pnes
t¢c the top and left of thie box beinz evidenvly very early reproduvc-
tione, tha meuning of wiiich I could not, except in a feu rare in-
stancee, fatnom.

But I have dwelt too long oix titis. I noticed, from the start,
tirat at times, this strange manr woulu be gone ror periods of vary-
ing leungth, cometimee ag long as half a day, leaving me to mysslf.
vyvidently he trusted me implicisly, but he almost nuv r talked; and
whenaver I wouald question him about fthe things that were puzz ling
m3, he would merely smile that curioue smile.,

Ore night he returned from one of thece disappearances, late,
and I had lain down on that rude cot, and trisd to sleep before he
raturned. But the questione of \here I was, who the man wrag, when
I could return to civilization, Kept beatiug throagh my brain like

gladgenammers, and leep would not cone. Lt wazs tuen that he cane
hac¢—~a 4 I noticed he had vwith hiim one of the pictures. Thinking
I wag aslaep, he quietly drew one of the lhooks Ffrom the cace--one
tikat I had never before inspected, ahd placed the illustration
tlierein, the page somehow fitting tightly. I neticed that avout
calf the pageg  of that bool: were bluni--und gll the other volumes
were elither full or ampty completely.

The next day -- which lavor provea to be the last of ny =tay
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with him--I inspected that bock, having mentally noted which 1t wase
the night before. I found the last picture--the one he had incer-
ted the night before--wag of & scene in a room: a scene of a brutal
killing, with ome man c¢hooting the other through the head. Later I
learned that during ny stay the precident of 2 certain South Ameri-
can country had been ascagssinated under identical circumegtances.,
WWiere had he orocured that photograph or picture? Had he teen
theret

- He came in as I was st%ill poring over other volumes. Juet
then I came to one gcene that maode me shudder a little, s0 reslis-
tic was it--a ecene of a Procession--and for a moment, an awiul mo-
ment, I wondered if this might not be the Jew whom tle Savior had--

He geemed to understand. "We, " he said gently, "I am not he
of whom you are thinking."

"But--you were thersi" I frenziedly asked.

Of a sudden the room geemed %o whirl about me, ac if I were
fallinrg. Keaching to catch myself, I could find no aupport. VWhen
I regasined consciounsnese, after what seemed eonsg, I was lying on s
grassy kroll on a road. It looked vaguely familier, +this place--
and when I heard a snatch of conversation from a young peasant
couple, I knew I was in i'rance. At a gamall village, not Xar from
Parig, it was.

That i=s the end of my story. Abrupt--pointlese? Perhape -~
gometimer I wonder too. Wonder if it might have not all been hal-
lucinations I suffered--if I did not imagine it all--led an exis-
tence 1like Jekyll and Hyde, with my congcious registering nothing
of what was happening, and my subconscioue itaking care of my body.
But even s I think of that, it seems ridiculous--more 8o than be-
lieving that all this actually happened.

Furthermore, when I reached Paris, and took a thorough physi-
c¢al checkup--for my left arm was entirely normal, and I feared that
it might have bsen fractured and not paining--the X-ray showed a
gmall break in the arm--healed now completely! And that was but
thirteen days after the day on which 1 crashed. Whien I reached
civilization once more it had bveen cnly twelve gince my landing in
the jungle.

I told my story to a few. Ilone believed it--they were of the
opinion, like me at times, that I had logt my reason. But still I
can't believe it. There are too many little threads that pergiet
in hanging together.

I sometimes wondex why I never more need to shave.

A few thingz 1 have not notad here, yeth. For instance, how,
after dusk each evening, the man vho cared for me would take a
thoroughly modern telescope, go outdoors, and look up into the sky
~-1look up with the telescope. 4 nearly ag I couwld jndage he always
centered his atiention upon the third star in the haundle of the Big
Dipper. He geemed to be waiting.

Sometimee I wigh I could returmn.

{hoge pictures. How did he obtain themf From various thinge
in them it seems imposcible that they could have been painted by
haend-~even though they resembled oils, the detail was 100 minute,
the digtinetion too sharyp. I had never ecen him have painte, fur-
thermore; he gave no indicationg of being an arties; and gevaral
timse he had been gone but a few hours hefore he returned--presuma-
bly with those likenesses each’ time. Of course, ne iight have re-
ceived them from someone else, Dbut--who could have painted such a
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tremendous number of masterpieces in s few ghort years of mortal
life?

Phey could not have been photographs. That ig a certainty.
unless made by gome process unkhiown Yo ug--and what -was that odd
creature who constantly followed him about? I repeat, it was not
ofipiiiee | cppxt e

Jdew could that old man have been near enough to the assasgina-
tiom, 1o cite a single incident, 1o have feen it and ghotographed
i%, id 19 was he who did the painiing? How d4id he heal me o
gUinklyY Where did--does--he stayt Why is he theref? How did he
taka me from his hut to france, and from where I crashed to his
hut, 2f it was a long distance, in but a few houre?--for there was
very L.ttle time, a8 I remember each day distinctly. How did he
pttalin: vnnoge likeneggses from the very dawn of our civilization?

* can offer one poscible explanation. Parhapz he ig not of
orr earth -- perhaps he was gent here as a sentry, or ambgssador,
from nume other gystem. That would explain his locking up to the
stiars -- and his attitude that sometimes seemed to be that of wait-~
g Waiting for whom¥ It might also explain his longetivity.
ard yeit, ie did not look particularly different from any other
gartih man.

Peesibly he was supsrnatural--again I use the past tmnse, for
some resson. I wonder. It would explain hie action upon my in-
guairing into that last picture... And I also wonder why it was--
“or a check on tne books mude it evident =nll were manufactured a-
Tont vhe same time -- that there were no more about the hut, -and no
reans of obtaining more--at the pressent rate of filling them, where
ig¢ na to zet moref

Dr-- |

What will happen fifteen years hence, when the last book must
gsurely be filled?

THE EWD

SONET
2y X. H. Barlow

The gunlit fields wherethrough 1 walked all day,
Pinding the stone, finding the coloured flower
Are left behind me now: I cannot say

What was the hue of one forgotten hour~---

The bird I killed hecause ite wings were bright
In memory criee mo more; i do not scek
Augpicioug gkiesg, but set my step olblique

Ard reach the ¢liff of dream al edge of night.

Arid here I part the weeds whose guardisn spears
Surrender to no path, though much by dark
Uncandelled by the moon, my swift steps claim
Admission past them through unchanging years,
and stare beyond the mist, and swiftly mark

A gleam, within me mirrored, of grzat flams.
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The tantacycle in cinemattractions is back, gh boy, & how! We
recenfly have witnest the genuinely scientitictional Columbia Kar-
lattiim "The man they coud not hang", & Columbia has an Aflantisto-

ry about completed. MGM gave us Henry Hull & a new eery acltor in
"Wirgcles for Sale” -~ an odd 'un that might have bean adapted from
our own Unknown--based on the Merlini Mystery bk Y"Death from a Top

Hat":; screend the stageplay "On Borrowd Time", fantasy of the Death

Takes a Holiday variety; & pionzerd for an 2zventusal +ilming of THE
MOCN POOL  lone hopes) with the wondartul cinzmagic of "The Wizard
of Qz". A littie tater on 1'11 lat U in on an extra-sprcial, su-
peritfic scizntiftilm Old Leo is planning.

England sent over "Clouds
Qver Europe”, bior they broke, with principal players from THINGS
T0 COVE, "The WercWolt of London" & "Wuthering Heights™ in the
starring réles. It is believed that Korda completed the famous
fantasy "Thiet of Bagdsd" bfor the War, & that Sabu will be seen in
it in the US around Xmas. {1 it tollows the Fairbanks!' wversion
taithtulily, we shall sez the magicarpet, torest of fire, +lame-
breathing dragon, subsea superspider, wingd horsels flite to the
moon, the cloak of invisibility & the atl-powertul powder.

All
eyes will be on Paramount around MNew Yr, DE CYCLOPS' tirst showing
being skeded for Dec 22. Shroudzd in sacrecy, this tzchnicolor
mystery movie is eagerly anticipated as probably the greatest
trick-totograty amezing adventure thriller since KING KONG.

The
invisible Man fcturns in the person of one Vincent Pricze & tz2a-
tures in the cast Sir Cedric Herdwicke (fhir Brink' of "On Borrowd
Time", the mad 'Theotocopules! of THINGS TO CCME). Pic is in no
sense 4 szqual to the Kains reclisher of 6 yrs ago, it is said.
Karlott & Lugosi will continuz thzir coscaring shockars with "Fri-
day the 13th" directly Karlott & kathbonz complcte thz dark "Tower
of Ltoendon™, Dracufugosi just r2czntly hseviang playd in a szudo-sci-
encz-szrial "Thz Fantom Creocgpes" (Monstcer Mzch-Man...Devisvalizer...
Meteoray, Suspender of animation...One-Way Televisor...City-Shaking
Vibratone...etc....see scientificartoon version in Movie Comix mag,
#6). "The Fantom Creeps™ was written by Willis Cooper. 3dly,
it hes announced, Universal wil!l {fiim "The Electric Man", which has
been languishing on its shelves since first attentiond in my Scien-
titilm Snapshots column in FANTASY hisagazine 35 Aug.... B -

Hop on the
scientiticinemerry-go-round! "Eteraally Yours™, United Artists ro-
lease ot a Walter Wanger production, has much magic, including the

illusion ot creating a woman ou!l of chemicals. Therz szecms to be
some hypnotism in it ‘too. fncidently, | was interested not a lit-
tle to note "Charlie Chan at Treasure island™ accepted mentelepsthy
as actuality. L+ Ron Hubbard wrote the story from which Columbisa
developt "The Secret of Treasure tsfand". The new 2dition of "Pat-
fl12s" is to have & televisional seaquencz. Paramount's "Television

Spv"l,| ultramodern melodrama, originiy was titled "The World on Pa-
rade”.

At KKO we all know it's "The Hunchback of Notre Dame" com-
ing up, which, while not fantastic in any wey, scems to have hold
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of the tancy ot the imagi-nation, due no dout to the grotesque
makeup atfected by Chaney in the preceding version & curiosity re
Lavanhtont's in the forthcoming. Alsc at the Ladio Studios, Crson
Welles writes, directs & stars in "Heart of Darkness™.

_ "tdiot's
DeliteM-~"Lady of the Tropics"=="Conspiracy™==4& now, wifh mounting
momen tum, Esperanto, Tonque of Tomoro, gets its biggest screen
boost, as Bing Crosby, Dorothy Lamour & several hundred inhabitants

of a mythical island employ ‘the artiticialanguage to sing Johnny
Surke's hit-tune {he |yrickt the songs in "The Star Maker™) for
"The koad to Singapore'. White in "1,000,000 BC" one will be
treated to the unique experience of listening to dialog in a lan-
quage spoken nowherz on earthl A narrater will franslate. !
s

"Lsrthbound” at 20th Century-Fox tantastic? Coud be....

“"Turna-
bout"™ & "The Frightend Ghost" are 2 more in the Thorne Smith vein,

A new ""quicky company", Producers Pix Inc, is shooting "Buryd
Alive" under the direction of Victor "White Zombie" Halperin: & has
skeded "lnvisibie Killer'™ andor "Invisible Murder"™ (2 titles have
bzen reported).

Another Mguickompany" is to remske "“"The Lost

World" tor relesse thryu a Major Studio.
Warners have "The Return
ot Dr X" ready, wherein Humphrey Bogart, back trom the dead, is
made up similar to Karloft in "The Walking Dead". Being shot is a

"B" production about scientiticriminals who employ an eiaborate ray
ot some sort dor their various nefariositys {if there is such a
word -- therz is now!l) WB also reported intcrested in S. Fowler
Wright's little-known "Love in th= Yr 53 EE" ({(Eugenic Era, from an
old Ked Bk mag story. Coincidently, this is the yr 53EE...Esperan-
to Eral)

From Shep's Shop, Hollywood's foremost 2d-hand mag-mart,
w2 lecarn a certn smart studio is investigating Argosy's recent run
of stt with an eye to a buy ot some story suitable tor screening.

There is a possibility of importation from France, for showing
in the foren film circuit, of "Et le monde tembla™ ("& the World
Trembies", | biiev}, an Erich von Stroheim scientifilm from the
story "La Machine & prédire la mort™ -- "The Machine to Predict
Dzath".

Biggest News of All: WHITE EAGLE, a spectacular startlar
skeded by the Culver City Crowd (MGM). Ray Harryhausen, our lnside
Studio Intormant, tells of sketches the Art Dept is doing prepara-
tory to actual shooting, of strangely-qgarbd men astride giant car-
rier eagles attacking the skyscrapers of fNew York whilz rockztships
refaliate!l Faradoxicly, prehistoric monsters seemingly play @ part
in a tilm layd in the tutyre! Will this possibly prove to be the
screening ot our f{irst time-travel Fale? Williamson invented the
zxpression that gives ansr—="Time knowst"

THE END

= - -

More timely articles by Ackerman are scheduled for future issuesl
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{-ii; yane W.?-:’?{me/

I had been bedridden for many monthe--monthe of agonizing pain
and fever and abnormal dreame of rolling, twisting spheres acccmpa-
nied by the pordevovrs grinding of mighty wheels. Then folicwad a
wearizonme pexicd of ccnvalsscence which was equally difficuls to
¢nCUTr2, Ssince My gtrengln hardly enszbled me to turn over ir bad.
Ay tavougn it all, one thought was predominant -- that of seeing
Dlarz once more; for she, <toc, had hecoms i1l before I had benn
coriingd to my vted, and was, they saild, in werse cordition then I:
Hut ry ettandertszs would nobt-tell me She nasture of her eifliction,
always chunning the gusgticn, o whicpering among themselivag wnin-
e7ery I mertioned it. So &1l the vhils I had bsen dasnied a g_impse
0f her lovely race, and the detlsrmination to cut short my pericd of
rscovery steadily grew Vo the proportions of an overwhelming obses
gion.

Phis morning, very early, and hefore any one was about, 1 a-
woke with the resolve to0 arice and see DPiane; but when I =tcod on
my feet, a derk gidldiness awept over me, and ths couch on which I
had lain for gc¢ lung reoled hefore my eyes: Certain things ebout
the room egeemed Turther dowm than before, ag if by chanzce I had
grown In sgtature during ny sgickness., Upon taking ths first feeble
Eucp the teirible wenkness of my condltlon once more asserted it-

=Y, &nd 1 wng Fforced to grasp the ba of a cheir for sugppors,.
ﬂlu ne one had heard my movements. Drawing Orimy CEOLHE R valri ey -
ehiy, I stood again; +the gecnond time with more asgurance and suc-
GEE SR The docior had warned against any violent exercise or ex-
citement, so I went silently from +the room, %akxing care not to a-
ronge the household, and came, ‘Tinally, to the front door. A new
gorength courssd through me- then, and I stepped upon the porch with
more sonfidence than before, my purpose of seeing Diane urging me
on: with irresigtivle and compelling force.

4% *that early hour no one was upon the streets, while a heavy
fo~ enveloped meny of the poignantly faniliar gcenes which had besn
denied me g0 long. The zane dirty zray sidewalk ran past tae
honge, and the cld lilac bugh by the curner stood bare and life-
lecg, & sentinel of despair. The front gote was torn completely a-
way, whereas iv had previously hung hy one rusty hinge. WVhen T
bauued by the breach, I realized, with a start, that today was the
Sanbeth. and in a few hours people would be going by on their way
t0 chureh, I knew then that I mugtv hurry to Diane'’s abode befcre
many were about, for my appearance orn the street might have shcockad
tnum; my body having become greatly emaciated through the fever ani
my face being totally devoid of colour. The fog, decspite ite ccld-
nssc and dampness, helped greatly in my trembling wallk,

Liane's house is not far away, and by reeting at short inter-
vals on g¢teps and fence-railings, I managed to cover the dis%iance
in good time. How familiar the place locked! How many sweet Li<mo-
rizs the sight of it recalled to me. And yet it seemed that { kad
traveled an unusual distance through the mlct, though surely it ca-
ly appeared to be longer Tbecause o? my weakened condition. Jie ]
epo-oached hexr front door, the place locked barren and desolate.
for I remembered very distinetly that there had once been a gener-
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oue array of treese and ghrubs along the walk ~-- and that wasg all
gona, But I knew thet thies wae Diane’s abode in spite of the heavy
ghroud of fog; and knew, %oo, that somewhere in it she must be ly-
ing. How I would surprise her. Then I recalled, with some force,
that during the past week of convalescence my attendants had gald
very little about Diane ~- =0 1little, in fact, +that I had beconse
greatly worried. But as I stood before her door even this morning,
I knew that ghe wag alive and waiting.

And indeed, when I passed through the heavy front door and
toward her bedchamber, I felt asgured aegain, as I heard light foot-
stepg from within. But sorely, I reasoned, sghe too could not be up
and about, or gshe would have come to visit me. Hoping that the
gound would not awaken any of ner family, I rapped lightly on the
portal, the echoes from the noise ringing loudly in the narrow cor-
ridor. MMy heart was near to bursting ag I waited for her to answer
the summons. Then ths door came open, and she stood before me, at-
tired in purest white. But surprige was not wpon her gale counte-
nance--only a welcoming smile, which, though it gladdened my heart,
wag not what I had expected. When I questioned her che explained
that =he teoo had rigsen ageinst the doctor's orders, end had been a-
walting my call. Thie 1 could not understand, though for the mo-
ment I was 80 ovarcome with joy that I did not see fit to ask how
ghe had known that I was coming.

I realized what a pity 1t was that I had not secuvred some
flowers as an offering to her pale, ethereal beauty. But ghe did
not cemplain, znd we asked many questions in turn about each other,
gince we ware secretly betrothed and pianned to wed before the year
wae past, even though my family frowned upon our acquaintance.
Suddenly I remembered that the day was Sunday; and when I mentioned
it to Piane, a queer light came intc her eyes -~ a light of happi-
nege, I thought--which disturbed me strangely.

Upon Diane's suggestion, we decided to attend gervice that
morning: by going early we would have a few hours together and be
free from the usual bustle vhich was a regular part of the Sunday
program. And since she wag already fully attired, we =et out imme-
diately for the parish church, after I had wrapped my cloak about
hor glerder shoulders to keeo culbt the dampness of the fog.

Ag we walked side by side, a curge of strength passed through
me, and 1 did not have to rest at intervals ag before. ¥hen we
drew near %to the sgtately structure with ite sharoly elanting roof
and quaint steeple, Disne trembled slightly; but would not tell me
the cauge of her shivering, which I attributed to the coldnegs of
tas morning. Once when we were'on the stepe ghe trembled again,
and I had a plimpse of her throast, which puzzled ne greatly. For
there wag a mark on her pale gkin -- s plain print of an inverted
crogs. It stood out on her white flesh very distinectly; but I zave
it only a passing thought, as the portals of the church were over
ug then while for a moment the seni-darkness concealed us from each
other. - In the somber hallway her hand grew cold in mine, and I
wighed then that the caretaker might come and build ap the firee =o
that Diesne would not cateh a chill.

Whenn we entered the main room zhe clutched at me queerly, say-
ing nothing, though her eyes were upon the huge crucifix above the
altsr. At lasst we =at down side by =ide in a pew near the back of
the church where & good vievw could be had of the asgemblage when
they arrived. The asir in the room was chilly, and I had tc wrap
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the cloak very closely about Diane to keep her from trembling.

3itting there 2o quietly, I realized that my effort had coset
me more than I had anticipated it might, for a great weakness grad-
nally etole over me, and my head cank on my chest from sheer weari-
nese., Diane sat unspeaking and apparently marvelling at the inte-
rior of the church: the beautiiully wrouvght pillars, the ¢oloured
glage and the dark furniiure: Loving her intent egcrutiny, I in-
cuired about it, and learned, to my astonisiament, that Diane had
ne rer before bezen insgide a church. This 1 recalled with sSome per-
turbation, Tremembering that indeed she had never attended service
with me. She was =0 clean and pure that the thought of it did not
s2em exactly right.

In my com;iete exhaustion ‘I must have fallen partly assleep,
for I remember liearing, suddenly, the playing of an organ; very far
away, tut hsuntingly beauvtifvl, ag if-coming from =ome immeasurable
diswvance. It wez a melancicly gound, bringing with it memcries of
a younger day, and my euxly ccurtehip of Diane. The melody roce
and Teli, modnlating into a symsbhouy cof intense vibration, +$ill it
seemed ag if the muglic ware in thaetb very roon. The noteg were un-
reccgnizable boih in Gtonal qualily and expresgion; yet 1 felt cer-
tain vieav:they were coming from &n crgan.

i

Yrig, I thcught, must be the opening hymnal of the morning
gervice, but I couid mos open my eyes to make sure. Diane was
25111 beside me, 'and her hande were almost icy cold. Then she ub-
tered a low'gasp, uud I knew that somethimg terrible had happened.
I gat erzsat, gharing at her; but in place of the fear I expected to
gee *“raced cn hier pale feuturew, there wag an oxpresgion of peace--
of lusgting gratitnds: and I henrd her whigper then <that the music
hsd sleanced her soul. And wnen in relied I gank back to my half-
slumberivig ccma, I heard the organ again, for it had stopped during
the _rterim of whiszpering. Thiz time the musiec was gloriocusely and
ecgiatiaally beantiful, lulling me te a profrund state of lethargy.
The lorge:r I lizvered, the more certain I became that it was an al-
together unearihly resonance; one which I could in no way interpret
savs that 1t gripped +he very zoul in a paralyzing and consuming
enbrace. The lagt thing I can rapember is a glimwse of Diane's
thraat -- a gliapse wirich revealed that the inverted cross had con-
pletely vanicshed from her pale flesh. After that I think we both
fell agleap.

It ige evening now and I am tack in bed -- but under different

circamstances than when I left it this merning. I have bsen forced
to 1lie down, as they say a terrible fever hac €et in Trom the exwo-~

gura I endured. The doctor is hicing sometning from me -- and when
people come in the room, they stare at me queerly; even pity is
writtern on their fTacen! Wnen I demanded how I cume to be ut home

again, they suid tnhat the good minister Tbrought me in his buzgy.
They will tell very little akout Diane, but I have heurd then whis-
pering territle thinge atout her -~ thet shs never before nitended
chityreh because ghe had written in the book of Lucifer. God] if{ I
could only etand up for her....

I am accused of a hideous crime -- I will not- mention the
charge; but they sgay that early this morning I arose, went to tlie
censetery by the church, and didé awfal things whick I heatadly dic-
= They say that Disne died three aayz ago--that I broke into

(Gontinued on Page 15)
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I the wavering candle-light, Le ligrc became a grotesque, fan-
tagthical Figure, the pmbodincnﬁ of some artist's representation of
igatacegua. Hig voice rehounded a;ong eyl @ Lo this barbaric
103 we If rising up from an ghysgmal vaultb.

o i<l 1 nard to undersvand why tne Church made gluttony one
of flle morfel Sins. Look at me, Panl. What am I more than a gi-
gert.c stomach, an ineatiable apestite?” Ee poured another glase
¢l wire. dovmed it. "Whan one's organz become so encased in fat as
ainz. whesn ouze'e being is co envrapped in taste-sensationg, what
plaze can there be for a gculf”

I gmiled: Je Marc ugually became metaphysical at this stage.
"lorrying alout your oternzl soul againf®®

"Jou migaporehsna ma. Ye4, it ig a point. What meaning can
lifs havas dcov a ran who can 4o nothing more than digest® I think
they wers right: man was meant fer belter things than this.

"Took at nme clnzely, Puvl. Sae the caricature of humasnity I
have become. Ig& thsre anything 1like me in ths world outeside?”

I could not heip buit thivk of some of thore mediasval draw-
ings, showing lords with encrmong pawaches whiclh had to be suppor-
ted in lichie carte when tney tried to walk.

"Perhsrs you are right -- bet what of it" I =aid. i
ysarz nore or lecge from the life-span -- does it make any great
ariiarence? You have lived a=g rou wanted to live: what more can
you aqxe"

He garnk back into the depths of his chair. "Wo, I have not
L IS

There was no answer I could make. To refer to Clarissa now
wourld ve an txmforgivable indelicacy. My eyes wandered to the great
gilvaeyr platSey which contained remnante of the night's feast. One
does not dins with Le warc: cne banjquets.

+ "ihat kind of meat is this?" I asked. "It ig really differ-
ent; of a tendauness and delicacy quite new to me -- a triumph for
b (e Iy oS o Ana thave you have it, my friend: you will always
have the ganisfaction of knowing that the name of Le Marc has be-
come a symook of gratutorial arvieiry. The whole world will know
yob gome day and - <sn22t and admive you even ag the small circle of
your Iriendz en gecgraintan~eg do now."

He ¢loged hiz eyan, “Ct.rissal’”
"Onice' I wag liks you, Jaul. Hot merely young -- and surely 1L
gm not c¢ld, even now -- but alive. my soul ig gvill the soul of &

glevder, beavtiful young men, lithe asnd athletic. My dreamg ars
the droamg of a egtrong young man Wwhose hlood throbes and whone
sinsws are not lest in fat. I want to dance with tns dsnce ol tne
geascns, to hurl the discus and throw the javelin, t=s hhht with the
bow and arrow, to roam the night with one alsoc young, livhe, and --
alive, :

"You canrnot imsgine how I hungered for Clarigces, ever sirce I
firet esaw her. Bl my gods are terrible gode, Laul. I have made
them with my own hands; now they are my magters and they Jdemaand
sacrifice.”

"Clarissa is gone, Le Marc. You muet try to forget her."
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"Yeg, that is right: che ig gone."”

"Your intereste are o bound up in your work ~- it is not-esur-
prising that she should have wandcred. You do not bleme her, Le
liarc® You can forgivet?"

He poured another glags of wine. "What ig there to forgive?
The fault was mine, 'Paul. I never ghould have married Clarissa.
But ghe wag co young, tender -- =o alive.

"You cannot imagine how I hungered for Clarissa.’

His head sank forward. "It ig a terrible thing to know such
hunger. To live with it as I have lived. We were together for
geveral years, you know, And every night I would dream that I was
azain young and iithe -- only to awake and see myself ag I wae,
Yet, she loved me: I was not blind, Pasul: sghe loved me even ag 1
1oved her. She gaw the real Le kiarec, not:this ocadded sepulchre.
Yot -- for all my love, I'knew that some day, she mugt go.

"I think she knew it, too. I could =ee the realization of it
grow upon her day by day. How can I forget that¥ low can 1 forget
the love and trust che had for med She saw my soul, but the world
cannct see it, The world can only see this mockery of the human
form I have become. How car they know how I loved her®"

Brightly in the yellow candlelight, tears coursged down his
cheeks.

"Le HMarc: What are you saringt"”

"What difference does it make now? What use are these tears?
She ig gone."

"Le Marc! VWhat hnappened to her%? Vhere ig Clarissa®"

A sob welled up from the enormouse figure in the great chair.
He atretched forth a swollen hand for the wine bottle, but hie
reach fell short and it overturned, reddening the white of the
tablecloth.

On the weirdly decorated sgilver platter rested a few cold
gliceg of delicate, tender, white mecat,

THE Z1D
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1HE  OXGay
By duane W. Rimel

(Continued from Page 13)

the family tomb and brought her forth to the church before anyons
wes awake. But I know that I have done right, for thce mark on her
throat is gone and'her soul is freec. And I understand now why she
wag waiting for me, and I can understand, too, the impuisce which
causod me to struggle fo hor bower,

As cvening draws on I am appzascd by the fact that she smiled
when I saw her last -- smilad s tho organ played. and now I hear
those haunting, impelling notes again, esccmingly from soms vagt
digtance: and I think I know why thoy have coma. For tho organ is
playing that samc melody we heard in church this wmorning--the melo-~
dy which waftced her goul to hoavoen,

THEY ERD



THE DAY THE BOOKIES WEPT, A Fan-
tastic Ad=-venfure Story by 5855

One day "in the Seald Cave'
{a brand-new $2 scientitantasy

ith 5 itlustrations & complete
b= Eover '§acket, "HWE BRgToh
4C41+"  {the Gernsbackiassic,

“Ge) found "The Strange Papers
4 Dr Blayre® (British thriller

50¢). M"Tarrano the Conqueror"
Zummings, brand-new, 40¢},
swore 4 "Wendetta® [(Corelli,
20c) against him when the one
"Woman Alive" [35¢), "Thelma"
(Corelli, 25c), reveald te him
that "Star-Begotten" (75c¢) Raiph
himself wisht to ke "Lord of the
Scalt (Shiel, $1.25). These
Tvertibte™ "Monster Men® (Buroz,
35¢), vnatfected by ‘'™Man's Mor-
tality™ (50¢, tuture fiction hy
Michae!l Arlen], detyd "The Man
Who Coud Work Miracles! [40c¢) as
consequence ot their auvdacity
waking up in "The Unheoly City"
{$1.25, by the auvthor of "The

Circus of Dr Lao") where the at-
masfere was saccharine sweet be-
cause there was "Sugar in the

Wir" (35c). Unwittingly, '"They
Found Atlantis™ (§1); & on "'The
ysterious lstand" (25¢) met
Tsster of the Day ot Judgment"
i25c), "The Pallid Giant" {$2.50
who proclaimd it "The Day of the
Brown Hord"™ (75c). | agree this
resenbles a "Nitemare by Day-
lite" (25¢) & I'm of4 now for a
cansyltation with “"The Happy
R st (2B s Fliickerman,
236 1/2 N New Hampshire, Holly
wood Cal it

Lz2tter Rip! Llatest riports on
iz aftairs ot tandom tn Yo Xmas
lssue of YOICE OF THE IMAGI -
NATICH, duz mid-Dec. Communica-
tions from Dick Wilson, "Trudy",
Etmcr Ferdue, DAWollhgim, PBob
Tockzr, Mark Rcinsberg, Walter
Sutlivan, Harry Woaraner, Francis
titz, Jos. Gilbert, jack Specr,
trle Korshak, "Doc® Lowndcs, Jjoe
Yucera & Others! i0e, 3/25¢c itrom
Bx 0475 Met Sta, Les Angeles Cal

SWEETNESS and LIGHT
-~The Friendly Magazine

It's new! it's ditfterent!
It's colossalil God, ves,

THE MAGAZINE THAT DARES TO
TELL THE TRUTH!!

Mo fantasy tan should be with=-
out a subseription fto this
unique publication « ~ issved
quarterly. it will amaze you!
People read 1t and fall downl!

THE MAGAZ INE YOU'VE BEEN
WAITING FOR &

A MIMECGRAPHED MAGAZINE YOU

CAN READ! A MAGAZINE WITH ART

WORK THAT DOESN'T LOOK AS THO

. CAT WITH ECZEMA HAD ROLLED
ON THE PAGES LI

THE MOST COLOSSAL---

Oh, the hell with it. Send s

dime to 1903 West 84th Place,
Los Angeles, California.
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