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EuITORIAL JTLLUMINATION

rolarig celebrates it: entrance into the Fantasy sAmatswur Presgs
Asgociation by increasing ite gize Tto twenty pages. ife hope you
like 1t%. a4nd you FAYA members -- just becanse this is a PFAPA maga-
zine, don't think we aren't intsrested in hearing from our readers.
We'd be happy to get comments and criticism from each and every one
of you.

Next iscsue, as an experiment, we ure devoling nearly half of
the magazine to a single etory--"Tha Trec on the Hill", a eplendid
weird tale by Duane W. Rimel. Wo think you'll say it's one of the

(Continued on Page 11}
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Before I conclude +thiz mundane existence, Dbid the terrore of
the alien farewsll, and tzke my leave of all things light and dark,
I must Lell V0 someonie whe reason for my guicide. A horror clings
wriignently to my brain, and far beck in the recesses of the sub-
congzinue 1t burns lixze the pale fleme of a candle in the tombs of
tie daga. I¥ etenldz my strength and leaves me weak and trembling
s o 'gliiidl. fry a5 I will, I can not rvid mysolf of it, for the
nishs of the full Meon forces ite retorn.

I zm gaated lere in the dark, 2ilent room waiting. A few feet
digtant ss=nde the huge grendfather clock that haz been in the
tanily dor gafmﬂ"tlod“, 1tg gaunt face glowing faintly in the
kiacinsss, etriiing out the hourt with a low and genile tone. The
apeient timepicce  shall acecomplich the action I dave not trust to
my snaking hond, dfer at the laet etroke of midnight, fifteen min-
utes hexce, a Jever snall press the trigger of the revolver bolited
to it eside, and gend a bullet crashing through my heart. hile I
woit I gkall--1 muet——unbarden myself of my vasle.

I am an advaniorer, my lifs not one of commnon experience. But
now, at one scorec gxmd texmw, I am an oldl man. with silver hair and
wrembling fingers. Fzar kas chiseled its eliccets in my face through
gurken eye and wrinkles like thode in tze €¥in of a mummv, I am a
grent and tired ancient, ready to closgse my ccffin 1lid devm and rest
Ior evornity

Lot me go tack a year. Let me sgeek out the daye that have
pagsed, so0 &#hort 2 time away, yet so helilishly removel by the con-
2tent fortnre tha’ bhag made twelve months 3eem lile a century.

In lndia, back along the mountaincuvs spine of the Himalayas,
in a dsrz region where tigers prowlad, I had been dsserted by nmy
natives who hnd bathlad of scme superziifiious lepgernd about "Lusna’.
A I broke my way Shrough a tvhick wall cf brambles, I came across a
nirgute individual who sgnratted croge-legged beneath a tree, puff-
ing - gently on hig opiunm pipe. Hoping %o gain & guide, I accosted
Aln, bus received no answer.

I looked inbto nig eyes, small almond holes in the midst of
converpging wrinkles, and saw no iris or puoeil, just a small expanse
0f laaden flesh as 1f the eyeballs had besr rolled hack in hypnotic
sleep vy ths opium. And he szid no werd, but swunmg gently from
it to side 1like a sepiing in the summer wind, sepursse of smoko
blcwing from hig lips. In a rage at hig eilencs, I shook him vnsil

she pine f2ll from nis mouth. His jaw spreng down and his lips

serled hazk, revealing a row of sharp, yellow teeth. Wy stomach

rerslted at whas I gaw. He could not talk, this stranger, for his
IS

tongue wag ovliie ard shriveled like a dried fig which comeone had
2116 open, 2ue2 blood withdrawm. A dreamlike gibberish 1issued
Trom sy in bis throat, and 1 lev him loosge. Immediately 1the hande
fronlesZ 2bout on the ground, recoverszsd the pipe, and replaced it in

the moutk. He cont;nuua hiz frarnguil puiPlnb, blind and speechless,
and I withirew from the vicinity in has
oy the remainder of the day I cat my way through jungle never

gxplered ty “whive maun. Feriching from thirev and hunger, 1 tried
pnsuecess fdllj to follow barely; disceruible animal pathe to a watar
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hols, Vhen I tried +o0 return tn the point where I had hacked my
vay through the Lramble barrier, Loih my path and she cirange blind
man had vanished. I% was nimcat ng if  the brambles had greowl to-
gether in the few scant hrurs. Ar:d wken I gaw Sne cut I haa made
in a tree earlier, i remlizsd the brambles had grows:, for the cub
hed aoved upward vieibly. This was a land of ingansly growing jun-
gla, whsre plants gprouied, gr oV, and dled in a week or two.: The
carpet of vegatstion was feet thick and gtrangely resilient, and
the unoleagant Jjungle wasg hot and broad and quiet. I'nt even the
testial cry of a tiger broke the oppressgive silence, which pressed
ite fingers in upon me ontil I shoubted to please my ears, to shock
myzelf baeck into sanity. When I could no longer gstend the gtrange
lack of neise, I would runn through trush and mire, slipping and
falling and sliding wuntil I was bathed in perspiration, then I
wonld sit and rest and watch the mud on my choes dry and form into
crooked cakes.

and gtill no eound, There wae some grim thing that fettered
thig tree-bhounded terrain in soundleis monotony

A8 the sun floated briefly on the occar. of lesves and branches
and vanishea in the weet, I roalized that thig wag a place apars,
wacigturbed by the outer world which it repulsed by its wall of
thornz. thara were few water holeg and aniaale in the land of gi-
lenco, and the nativees were furtive and rarely geen, I dimly ro-
called gtrange tales of them and this region, about practiceg IThat
took place in the light of the full koon.

Ag twilight came the cavern of space spronted pointe of light
that wera the starg Houre pagsed and the nushed night bhecame
gprinkled with more and mecre of the 2ilver pointz uwbtil a veriiable
blanket of light diffusod the dcme of heaven. 43 I sat and gazed
upwara througn the treeg toward them, I gensed a movemsnt sboul me.
It seemed that the whols Fforest was #tirring to life. Little leaves
slithered undsr foot, slender eapllngs wavered and ghook, and the
mighty Jjungle gilantes themselves TDestirred and fluttered their
leavee to the ground. In the dark it zeemed that things grew three-
fold the aspeed of daylipght, ehot up and bloomed by some mysterious
neana. The trees hrcke the gilencs with a faint rustling and the
undarbrosgh writhed with evil 1life. I aroge anéd moved on ag through
a bog, the rot uwnder foobt hindering me ontil I fell forward and
Sprawled wite my face in tho soil.

Suddenly ag 1 Lay thore, it scemed that tendrils swept up and
clung tc me, caresesed my heck in an wirelonting grip until I stran-
glod and gased for air. Mnotted vines wrapped ewifvly on uy fore-
iead and pregscd my vomples unt il a stadtbing poin flickared through
T - I toro at my throet, freeing it with foeble gestures of the
¢latehing things, snd staggered to my foot, Desperately I stumbled
en, vatil my foot struelr water unexoectedly, and I venlburcd forward
unt i) the ehill ligurid reached my knues.

Ly terror wee forgotten ac I dropped %o my knees in the scummy
wabor anc brughed aside the wab-1like debris. Ripplez gquiverced under
Bund, and g L bant 1 saw the stars roflected in its surfaco likes

dgneing wirefllios, I sulped in hage mouthiule and wetted my Fora-
el and oy tomples to oaze the budt:d pain thset dwolt there. Phen
ioduy waecl aud floatued in the pool, watching the water caresgs nmy
jathaered bools and »atfees.

soy long 1 lay and relaxed I trow not, Whan [ amergad, drip-
ping, L hada dfeand a new strengwh  that pgrew by the minute, I
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gtripped the torn shirt from me and soaked it in the water, then
twis%ed it and tied it sbout my head o that ites moisture wonlid
keep ma comfoxrtehie for a while. The waiser clung Lo my skin, shiw-
mering like a gieagish glime.

Insrigued by the daxk now, my terror vanished, I moved forward
ATTEEES Gne  laaaptls Tepitesd e, Topsr, st Liugey  thies geenesi Ve muaimr -
ing of water enid soill, the high-pitcled crackle of Lranches gounied
and the jurgle wag & living, orpauting ercgiure thot L woisd wpon.
Then befure me I courld £ee a elesring whars dark ghapes poised in a
@iecils i@ Les g loomam BeRRi,

I stoperd gildendy,., as if frozen by a sundden blast of wintry
wind. i) =i i e L Hich By Slosimas) | soeEe ! g | g tlerigt olndl  ins the
glleering., it gepgl thabt. fclied Gai s 1o s coteset] e lome etatues im~
bedled in the solli, squatting end weitlieg, maligaait. isin el ceil-
ter crouchsil onother presencs, glons, on the soddan-surface.

& lighs dlecked the treoe tops 2 moment later. AEsiie Seeents
fassed by Ghe foildesphere ahy Glissbigin o of colideds e star=aprinkled
vault inech oy inch, Jt saturated the clearing with silver and
brought forth tha crouching shapes 1like silhouettes on the jungle
i 1L g

Something moved. A figure shifted, and realization of what I
g2aw came to me. MNacge were men! ien, waking as if from sleen, one
ol = 42 aoft gorghing sound ss of wind etirring through myriads
of leaves arose a& ithe Lioon ascended. I advanced slowly, gquietly,
towarda the clearing. The creatures on the ground sgtretched Ilonsa,
vhin limhes, end knelt upon their knees, all bowing toward the loon
in the crystal-clezr sky, all with their emaciated backs toward me.

They' seemed creatures of gome hypnotic gpell, their movements
drug-like, asg they raised their fingexrs and gesticulated toward the
lunar world that svang from the trees, a digk of blinding white.
It wag a scene painted in platinum. The Moon dominated the sky and
the stars paled to inzsignificance in its white fire. Now the men-
bers of the cult arocse and swayed from side to gide, swinging thsir
hands and lamenting with deep-chested sounds.

They swung about swiftly, undulated snd leaped and danced, the
ground throbbing under their bhare feet. In a eircle they movea,
hortling up and slapping their palms together and weeping. They
chanted and gcreamed and heat their bodies and swept by me without
Seeling. Like gnarled trees sprung to life they moved, naked and
brown. But it wag their eyes that caused me to fear. Por they
were leaden and white without pupils, asg if Burned to that sgickly
colour by exposure to some changing light, as if dyed by the light
of the kioon!-

One man, 8tanding in the center of the racing throng, stood
and motioned %o the koon, and I recognized him as the stranger I
had accosted that morn, the man with the shrunken tongue and blind
eyes. He was gilbbering and urging his comrades on, and sirangely
his words became gradually understandable in the tongue of the an-
cient Hindus.

"Great living Luana!"™ he intoned, and the writhing men echoed
hig jumbled words. "Living Luana! Give us strength! Protect us!
Keep from us tha wnholy spirit of the white man! Degtroy the ulcer
of the sartin, all mankind, those who poigon the true faith with
their ignorancel”

Overcome with anger, I foolisghly stepped into their midst with
my revolver in my hand, and commanded them to stop their ritual.
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‘netT stopped as if shruck by lightning! Eut only <£for a moment,
;hen~wiﬁn erieg of bestial rage they advanced %toward me, imploring
T4 Lioon ag it hung full susnended above the trees.

“degtroy this invader! aimmihilate the ignoble savage who has
S8gen the ritual of Luanai" they pleaded. "Luana lives and breathes!
Luena, take revenge for ve who are blind yet see your light." I
leveled my revolver, praying that the water had not wetied the pow-
der, and fired point blark inte one savage heart, 7ith a cuwrses on
his lips the man ebumbled and fell. throwing me to the ground. From
wngre I lay I saw the others scatter wildly, weaving andé vanishing

into the jungle. I fired and kept fiving until the hammsr of my
gun clicked harmlesely. Tien I glared about and faw the lagst na-

tive kneeling on the ground and »nraying.

"I eurge this man in the nane of Jiving Iuana,™ he gighed.
Withoui another word ne gank npon the.cward and lay deathly s%ill.

If I had but known the consequences of my action! A founbtuln
of lighv spurted down 2ag I let my wzaoon drep, and I lookxed fuldl
into the face of the kicon and gasyped. It ss2med that it filled the
alty with its bulk, <fLlamed with a radisnee Drishter than .the sun,
nabttered me and bturned my eyes with its intensgity. A wrathful, ma-
lignent sphere wavsred cver me 28 an ovil god, and it geemed that
the Hoon lived and brsathed ag did thz jungle. It was ag though
thig jJungle were tGThe Moon'g aucde, thesas natives its digciples in
SIRTH S S a N

I rememcer screoaming once, a half-hearsed scream of unhglief,
and thoen I rani Pearing away branchesg and giogging through marshy
grecund, I reached the bramble barrier and raised my knife to hack
away the thorns. A suddlen dizzincse whirled over me and [ sank
dovn invo ovlivion. The lagt thing I viewed was the pulsating pock-
marxed fsce of Luna glimmering kot on my cyes.

Tho next morning I found myseclf ou%eide the bramble well on 8
familiar trail. iy gue waw gene wnd oy knite, had vanighed algo,
but my mind made issolf beliove that all had boen g nigntmare., God,
if orily i% had begn!

I returned Yo civilization immadiately, and, chartering
gpsclal plane, roeached ismerica within the noxt twenty dayes. AL
home, here in the ccentry, ovsrlonking the Calllornia coagth and tihe
Facific Ccean, | I rested for a fow days. Eut on the night of the

&

naxt full lMoon---

i could no longer it upon ny verandia, A4 vague warning issued
from the waults of the craserod ‘oon iteolf,  and,squat alien, fi-
gurceg gegmed Lo crouch in fthce engdas of the eyriad Hreos. A gibi-
lant and throbbing scing like gushing wlocod ccloed and povnded in my
earg, My friendg left no alone 50 oy lueings because of the fear 1
digplayed sand an almoszt fouatical hostc o oscagze the light of the
lffortas St daETed,  a crecconlg of undilled liskts e "BhLLRS hisay e
The world hag leit me te my dreaming, my drcadful nightmares, and
the fterrers thuat eszail mo.

Of nighte I sat bolt upright axnd quaked to scve the moon in all
ite odions wnitences c¢ling uoon the curtain of night to bathe ny
chamber in platinovm. 30 frightcened I became thot I summoned a na-
Eer of tapsstries and instructed him  to heng upor the windows cur-
tgine of cbon colour +Ho0 shut out forever that pale and sickly-hued
torrent of luminocscencas.

bBut cven though tho shades were drawnm and the curtains clamped
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tight, I heard the mourning of wind about the treesz like the high-
pitched mourning of those devil savages, stirring snadow c;eatures
to Iife under the spoll of sarti's satelllite. ind, growing from
full koon to full Koon, I have heard other sownds. sounds of boegii-
al activity springing up among ths shrubs, as if those growthe had
been stung to live and they cracked and shook with warning. wueaves
crunched brittly on fthe trees and tore away to flutter impatiently
on the 2ill of my retreat. MNoizeg--nciges that confounded and wor-
ried me~-that urged me to degperatiocn wntil clammy awsal broke out
upon my by ow.

and then, twelve moong from that nightv in the Jjungle, I lay in
the humid room in %he dark, bathed in moigture, waiting for . scna
cool breeze to bring me the gleso that I prayed for. A solid wave
of heg’ crawled over me until all rational theught had fled and I
wae crazed for a breath of fresh air. I gtaggered to the curtains,
ghat my eyes tightly so as not to perceive the lloon in all its som-
berness. I gswept asids the ghrouds and threw open the $all window;
sucking in my breath, waiting to quaff the chilly night. Ingtead,
a8 river of noigse and a wind born of fire struck me fearfully. The
wind harked louder and tore my remaining garments from me as I
gtood in its beating flamee, ewept around and buwrnt ag if by some
equatorial daylight,

I clutched at the windowe, sesking to shut them again, seeking
to close off +the chatter of leaves and wind and shadows, -leaping
with evil life. A noise like laughter descended from abtove, a song
of nate from blasphemed Naturs; chant of sea and aris of birdsm,
triliing of zephyrs and thunder of tornado, mingled in a rising
¢langor which hammered at me. fire burned through me, scorched o-
pen my eyes and made me 1ift my lide no view the Moon where it lay
in rafters of clouds. Like some god, titanic and wrathful, silver,
ite gurface boiling like a cauldron, it drowned the gky in bulk and
stabbed ite colorless disk inbo my brain. The tempest was a con-
tinvous &training to break my ear drums.

Somehow I closed the window, shut out the nnise, pulled the
curtaing tight, ard no longer saw the light.

I vemember moving dazedly back to my dressing table and stand-
ing before my mirror as I switched on the light.

That was a fortnight ago.

The time drawe near for the cloek to strike twelve, ag I git
and write these last few words. In one minute, as the clock sounds
out the last note, I shall die.

for a fortnight 1 have besn in this room. never venturing out
though I am parched with thirst and hollow with hunger. I have not
dared to venture forth.

I am committing suicide because---

Ah, the clock strikeg twelvae. One! %fwo! Three!...

I am killing mygelf Decaunte when I turned om the 1light in my
room and looked at myself in the mirrer, I saw-- Through a grey
film that clouded my eyes I saw a gaping idiot, eyes lsaden and
white without pupile, face dead and thin, mouth dropped open, and
my tongue---wag a &hriveled bdlack mase 1lolling between my teeth
liko a twisted rag!

I bid you farewell! The clock tolle twelve!

THE END

=
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Havirg hcard no montion of this in the fan press, lct me como
to the fore with a bit of information as ton whero gome occagionnl
wveird and fantegy fiction can be found--in the free ond uvntrammeled
p-r.el—hn L]

It is the magazgine-supplament +o0 2ome newspapsrs scattered
over the country, called "Thisg Veek™. In Chicago and vicinity
"thig Week" appears with The Chicago Daily Lews every 3aturday.
Weird and fantasy fiction not of the type found in the pages of the
prlps often appears here.

The latent (at thie writing) is a stery by "Dorothy Black" ap-
pearing in the issue for February 24th, entitled "Strange Things
Somaetimes Haopen'. "Dorothy Elack" is, I should like to believe,
our Dorothy Quick.

Thes tale concerns a woman who once wrote a took that never ap-
peared....and then helplessly acted out every major and minor ds-
tail of that book in this saga we call Life. an 0ld womnanr is tell-
LHEs the =ionys®qd cheSrtegine ;

Once, when she was young &he came to the necessity of
needing new clothsg; and reviewsd the ways and means that pro-
per youllg ladies obtain money. She decided %o write a book,
and thzt ehe did, sgpinmcing a romance about & handsome chap Who
entered the life of a Ierm girl (like herself), finally marry-
ing her and carrying her away to India, where he wes stationed.
However, after a while garrigon life pelled on this misg, and
into the book came a %all stranger with-an auburn mustache.
The gtranger and the heroine fall in love, and arter a border
uprising in which a "¥nio Xhon" was revealsd as tne legader, the

two gall awey for Imgland., They never get there--the ship sinks
with the two lovers locked in cach others arme. --Znd of book.
The book nowever was never publighed. The publishing house

folded betwecen the time of paying tihe antlhoreze s "“down payment"
and publication of ths novel. Heaawnile the lady who had written
the book, on a2 lark, ingerted a notiee in the local "agony column'
a2 her book heroine did, an& lo! in cazme tle handsome chap just as
ne dié in the vook!

The rezt chonldn't be _a hig mystery 1o you. She married the
man, it torrned ovt he was stationed in India, 2nd off they went.
Bl S e D PRI fereg ol ige il 1T TR de T SSNE G e C e e RE A il
ing g local merchant named "[lobo Khan" as the leader. Ultimately,
the stranger came into her life, and he wore an auburn musiache.

tlere the womzu became frightened. So far, her own life had
followecd the life of the book heroine in every detail, and she knew
wheat was ahead: ghe hergelf had written the two of them ghould die
at coa. S0, in an efort to balk fate, she refuses to go with the
sbranger when he propogses they run away to Zngland. Ile goes alone,
arxd hig #hip ig torpedoed in the Mediterranean.

On this sad note the o0ld lady ends her tale; there is no doubt
1eft thot ghe is tha woman that wrote the book, and then unwilling-
ly acted it out. 3he wishos she had gone with the mugtached man.
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"I would sing 2 brief song of the world's little children
kiagic hath gtoien away."
--Walter De La hiare

Once u peewit rosge from a nest hidden in the brown grasg exci-
tedly, and the little man 1looked up to gee it plunging away into
the blue hills. A flight of wild geesee flew hoavily szawards, their
criesg echoing in the dusk. But the traveller woent on trudgingly,
his face g0t% againgt tho sga-~bresze, and hisg dull cyes E£training
for a firet glimpse of the town ho know lay at the end of the road.
Ho had secn the sun gsecintiliate crimeon on the sea for perhaps tho
last time in hig 1ife, and ho wanted o0 remomber it, and tho
gtrange proudnegs and inviolability of the hillsz that lay behind
him, now loegt in the blue haze of distance.

Progontly, hec came te o bond in the road, and then it Gipped
down to lLlorgham and tho gca, and he could discern yollow rushlights
in the windows. Hig e¢yas logt thoir dulinessg, amd his faco quick-
cned., Somewhera, a duck thrashoed the watore of thoe morshes that
lay to the left. He gntered anciont lorgham where it straotchod
iong arme of bhoxlike wooden houges alcng the rcad, and welcomed hin
with silence and a light breeze in hie hair. Again he saw the rows
of old ghipe rotting by the guays and the ragged canvas flapping in
the wind against the spars, again, a few hundred yards to the right
lay the palace and grounds of an ancient king long since dreamed
and recalled by the earth, To these grounds he went, and a 1little
weed-covered garden ghining dimly in the dark.

There he waited, while Night went about the gigantic buginess
of drawing on her cloak of stars, and when it was done, pinning it
$0 her shoulders by the jewel that was the evening star. and the
gounds of the dark entered into deep conspiracy, weaving g spell
round the 1little man's heart, filling it with a rickh and deep con-
tent,

There wags a mystery about the traveller. The knowing inhabi-
tante of llorsham realiged it as they peered behind faded lace cur-
taing through their windowe, ag they sat at supper chattering while
the rushlighte flickered in their holders and even the shadowe
ggemed to ligten.

and the truth wag, the little man waited for One who should
reclaim him in the garden, amd the truth also was that he would die
there in the starlight when that One came. And yet another thing
wag that the man wag very glad. 50 he waited in the deep shadows,
and presently, he gaw the 1itdle girl climb up & flight of stairs
and creak oper the wicket gate that led intoc the garden.

Hot altogether sure vwhether this was %o be his deliverer, he
gank further tack into the darkness, and saw her pink pinafore
fluttering up and down the grasg-grown pathways. Then she cams
towards nim, deliberately.

For a moment he stood, indecisive, then he stepped forward,
and ag if a link haa thers and then been forged hetween them, they
stared at one another, and knew at last their respective roles in
the drama that wae to follow.
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"I knew that you would heve to come," said the little girl.

"And I---didn't doubt it a moment, ™ said the men. He took off
hig gpectacles and put them in their case. somehow, he could sece
just as well without them.

"You gre Jjust a? I kEnew you would Dbe,"™ she gsid, and clapped
her hands, In the starlight, her face looked...elfin. She had
long dark hair plesated into pigtails. Hor eyes were £trange and
poinved-looking as were her ears.

"Will you come%" ghe said, "it's besn a long time, you know,"

And suddenly, he remembersd the wondz at home asg Lz had left

them that day, brown and golden yellow in the sun. Ee rememhersd
the great city and the white ways cf it, the strange beauty of it
and the horrible goullessnees of it. He remsmbered a lititle daugh-

ter who wasg six and gtill st =school. All the ordinary, familiar
thirge mocked this sgtrange degtiny in Morsham by the =ea. The
words came pitifully Irom his lips...this 1ittle =1L, what could
she inow of thatv 1ife? "The World,"™ he nwvttered, "vhe World--I--

I am, somehow, part of it." He gestured vaguely.

"ind you are part of me 2nd mine. Oh, come, come," thrilled
the little girl's veic=s, "and I will show you the gecret places by
the star-poocls, and the lands of delight. Don't you remember our
dother-~don't you%®”

The sweet longing %hat had brought him there rose in the 1it-
tle man's soul aunddenly, overflowed bty hig eyee that became full of
teare. Iie gaid, "Oh, Godl!" Ha remembered vary well,

"Ligten: 3Sappho sings there, and =3ill the little ghips sail
to the Golden Isles in the gpring. And Igrafel is king. Ch ¢ome,
and I will make a wreath of gtar-lilies for your hairyr and you will
1ie where the star-pools gligten in the evening. I ghall be your
aelignt forever and ever."

And esuddenly, it wes ftrue, and the little man knew that the
gtar-child was hie own duughter, and had gccretly knowm him for
what he was all hie 1life. The surpricging thing was he had never
noticed bafore. Of course, <ha pink pinafore was her own. This
wag a g€trange meetilg in an old garden.

He gaid, "I'll come.™

Then he died.

Thay found him next morning thern, 1ying on the brown leaves
with a 1ittle girl in his arme. They crosged themgeives atb tno
ook of peace on both their facog. But in [orsham by the seca,
e’ sgjic Saradd/'sel are aver scohsidered " IdnNrdonst very neaw,, Az
since they died, thoge two, very near irdeecd. For there was sing-
ing last night in the pnalace grounds, and no..,.vigiblc...singers.

[
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EDITORIAL TLLUMINATION

(continued from Page 3)
beet sbories cvor to appear in a fan magazine.
LWe aren't altogether certanin about our summer address as yeb.
Up to June 10 wo will be at the Posaodena address. Aftecr that,
plecagse writo us at Box 234, Faycette, Idaho. Al mail will be for-
warded to wherever we happen to be. And remomber--ploase write!
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FROZEN-THE EAPYARN
"The idan with@ o Lives! Is the catts whiskers.
tody temperatures of 4 men & a scizatisl are ‘reduced to ~100C in
this scientifichiller. Jusi. . .the thing {or warm weather. Karlolf
turns killer thet mankind may noe surcease irom cancer & other mal-
ianant diseases., Animalion is suspended 1or IO yrs in the madoctor
his 4 human "laboratory-animals®e Best ofrsalll, bliev it or not
pmic is pro-sciencel! Qriginly vwas titled "The Man Who Woud Not Die".

DEVOLUT 10N
Karloft 15 sposed tec do "The Ape" next ftor hMonoaram.

Z00 LOGICAL

Fillip was given to Philadelphis showings of ONE MIL~
IO BC by press preview of bthe pic ln the Reptile House of fhe
¢ deiid T 5§ G Crix, however, nixt otitering, «cembinedly commenting:
'...a precosterous picture pipe~dream, foo paleontologics! & too ii-
fogical, the most delitelully amusing fableav from a museum of on-
natural history in the history o the cinema..."

ENIGUATIC INITIALS

~-"D.0.A.", on the production skedule at Para,
has had 'em puzzled. Flowever, secret's ouf: initials stand Hor
"Dead on Arrival™. Para, incid., wants Laughton lor the centenarian
scizntist rHle ¥n "The Man in Hali-boon Si", & their Destinarrative
with Rathbone, now completed, is nozn as "A Date with Destiny".

TURMABCUY
turns ouwt to be a funtasyern in the Thorne Smith vein.
viaybe adaptation from thz novel of the same name by 3Smith bhad some-
thing to do with it. Tennyrate, when a housceheld god causes husband
& wiie to switch sexes, somz situstions occur which may be bannad in
some States; but, as previawd, it's ¢ Topper.
DEAD BLACK
Joz Louis
to star in "Sign of the Zombics", !5—cpisode serial which also wilf
be refeast in & condenst {caturc—lenagth form.,
FRON THISTUN OUT
Mew

(s

name for teature-ftorm of seudo-science scriag! "Fantom Empire’
TMen with Stec! Facezs",



POLAR}S 13

BURQZ BK BAWT
Republic has purchast rights
to "The Jungle Girl".
PUZZLE : FinD THE MAMES OF THE SCIENTIFIEMS
TO BE MADE

Vihen The Invisibie Woman pursued Superman, poor Jekyll
didnt noe where to Hyde! (Clue: Tities are underlined.} (Comment:
This guy Ackerman is c¢ither simple-minded or a dead-pan comedian.)

ITrs ALL IN YOUR MINDY
is an independently produced "diftterent” pic

of the Little man who was so mild <even the horn on his car didnf
give a hoot, who undergoes a mental metamortosis which, as seen on
the screen, makes wnusual fgsre, §it for the tantasy fanm's consump-
tion (no hacky puns, now!l lIncidently, there is an Elmer Smi{h in

it. (Anything funny in this column is entirely punintzational.)

e T I e o L e et R i T D T e e e B e T e e e |
PLFE =L INE

"The Death-Predicter! ¥s the franslated titie of a new
Freneh scigzntidiilm. From what | can make ocut with my limited com-

nrehension of French, the picture is, according to the company that
produced it, "...a work of perizction of imagination, of an audacitly
& originality sensational, posina the problem which ia all times
has intrigued menkind: that ot Destiny.
"A young scientist, Jean
Durand, has built a machinz to meosure lite. This machine is capa-
hle of reveaiing - amidst rays & streamers - to him who possesses
the secret, the hour zxact ot the deasth of another. The toture s
no longezr & mystery.
"Alt the «conceptions of existence are upset.
The Govis are atraid. The SGretd is in s mBlée. & we are launchi
inio a predigious adventure! We shall expericnce the vitimate ex-—
periznoges !
"This fabulous invention has mankind sceptical but
trightend. Thz action bzcomes impassiond, moving, tantasfice.

. "Par-
alleling the social censcauvences of this discovery, we tolfow the
moral zvotlution of the vyourg sciantist who thru his own fault loses
his adoring tilanc2e & best friend--bfor he loszs himszlt.

"atter
that tragic romantic episode follows a comic part. Latts constantly
are provided the spectator ftor the propcr relizf. The action rico-

chettes & rzbounds without end, like a ball adroitly thrown."

We l t,
that'!l be abogut cnui of thaeb, | guzss, as no further f{antastic se-
quznces arz described. | hope wno onc cver has thz opportunity to
chzck up on mz as to how |  franslated the French. Howsomzver, |
telt a bit bettar when, in the French mag, | rar across a title inp
somebody's idea of English, spzld this way: "Cell of the Yukou'. U
may recognize Jack Leondon's "Call of the YukonM2

My Chicon Publica-
tion, according to presznt plans, will be anothecr one-issuz movie
mag, like METROPOLIS #!, abnut & scieatifilm unknown lo sttans......
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My friend Higgine says that it happened at a bar near the air-
port, | aboul SWw0' nokrs B@lsmeNiils RefMida clipper was Gue Lo take
off. He'd mude an errer and arrived early, o vag léling ae plsas-
antly ag poeelbple with ifardinig and the radic.

Ho vas nearing votiemz on the third waen the stranger came in.
He hanuered H¢ he iecking in the ber mirrer, &nd hies JSivet impres-

girn waz  thot tns m=za ked Juss Scen g glucst. TIh= stranzer wag
wnilte, spcwy wnite, and taller and thainrpesr than mist. K.z hands
wayre tremdllirng, and be lecred arfainct the wall a gecond, then

glovehr ¢ forwerd ara ficpped iwho ke cpnir oppezite Higgina,

PR TITON esc&re," the etranger -- EJ ging never Cid get his
name -- LATRUYef % “klv sd a 1i%.le bresthilessly. "God, I wae al-
mest on twan plana, b

“lenn I ogetl von a drinkY" asked Figgine. It was plair that the
pale maun was romantarily incapahle of ordering., ie nodded, mumbled
wharks, end dralasd the glags at a gingle guip ag gocn £2 the wait-
BE haﬂ 8¢y b Gowm,

i'm raually gorry, " he said. "I guppoge I'm intruding. . .

Bud I ve WJmdl u sahoelks The Bermauda plare, you know: [ neavly took
G5l

"Wt it ien't due to take off for another half bhour," protes-
Led Hiogx%hs.

Yasw." Phe other'g breath was coming a 1little more normal-

1y new, Wior gre -~ it's ratiar odd -- hau., wha®t Imeant was: I
nagariy got “nugJu) Fata, el anMEoUE: Mamedn Myes, ™hat snycosa I
et cangnn o when I dids Tnon 1°d ba o0 thas p];re yizen she

suios 0. D Hm pougad for a momeut, 1it a nerveus cligavetse, {han
lzaned Teorward Cqu_iu-nti?llv
T just Teevnee thes wnat plane won't reach Rermndal llayhe a
-
o

gtorm will ai% 1%, or tie enginen will fail. Luas it 's doomed. 'L
AZL on noard 10“L o opms SR WHERIRMMgES s eg 1T Toosle garvivers per-
hapg; Lut uot ne.’

"I beg your pqrdnn,” gsalid Higgine.

"GL courae,” gaid the gironesr, "you den’t believe me, Few
peosle d9a wes @ Yowdie @20t DOUe onl imopouTEAlE, are yous "

?fI 'C)mo "

I'v

"fhen I'd betlter tell you the whole ghory. e told it be-
,o G a0l it e e ldySiEed kovipined e . Thovgh those twhat dida't
1a :h, I taiuxk, ave rather glad of i% now, You fec -~ I'm psychic,
I auppose Thigh 'g Shal b w'e oup it . !
figping bLesan %0 omile, bud ‘he man was not even looking at
him, e wes *a?t::a to hig reflection on the glazed table-top.
"ng rfirey tine 1 remembel anything like it was when I was

swimming ore 427, I wag about thirteen. sammer day, clesr gky,
lazy hot gon. fverytning wag all right, when suddenly I thought I
AW gomecne  in t:ouble ahout a huandred or two yards from me. It
WAS SRTaNge, ¥you 22¢, because 1t wasn't a public beach and I hadn't
gaen fnvera anovt, It wag 3 hoy -- I couldn't ceg his face -- and
he wes fthresiipe sbout, apparently in pain. He went down before I
corld g=t IO Lilm. I dove under, Ilooked all arcund the spot, but

nonivg wog 1o vl Seen, And the water was perfectly clear and not
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mach over my hosd. It scared me =20 that I ewam czhoia. ond vont o
to the cabin.

"I didn't go in the next day either. And about an howr befoere
lunich, when I was ordinarily to bo found in the water, I was taken
with an attack of ccube append icitiz. The pain doubled mo tight:
it I had been in the wator I wouldn't have had the beginning of a
chanca te boe gavoed.”

The gtranger lociked wa and 1it a new cigarette from the ztub
of hig ¢ld onc. "Phat was olmost lwenty yeers ago. t didn't hap-
pen again for almoet a decade, and at first I didn't connect tne
T,

"Sut when 1 was twenty-orne apd a gcuicr at F.¥.U., I lived in
a ramshacklo, old-law rooming honse, *brying to live on not enough
monc y. It was gummer, or almogt, and the place didn't scem Lo bo
too bad. OCnz pnrbticunlicr day I woa walking o 3“lond co-¢d through the
park, demoralizing thy equirrels with nomnute, when I got the in-
presgion  that gomeconos wag following us. mvar have Sthat feoling
gort of crawl in the back of your heud? I lookod arocund, but no
crne wag in gignt. 35v3111, I cowldui’t ghake iv off.

"ila drepped intoe a Chineeo reztaurent for won ton, whieh isg
chogap and tasty, and I gvill fol$ somcone following us. Hvaryone
around gecencd nasrroecetly busy wivh thoeir own affairs, and I didn't
wont to attract uwndwug ettontion. Iy girl felt that somcthing was
wrong, too, hat I didn’'t want o %ell her. I felt like a fool. . .
It kept recurring sll that aight, opariiconlarly when we went Lo a
movie. 1 could have sworn that somebody was setaring at the back of
my neck, soneone LI kEiew. Buy the eeate directly behind vs  were
vacant.,

"On the way home it cams agaiaq, I conuld eiven hesr Lthe foot-
atsps. They were familiar to me, tut noh reassaringly so. Finally

Etepned inte & doorwey, noplirg it would pacs by and L coula see
t. The night was rather mizsy, bot I saw sswathing.

“Itmpved slogly and, _ a8l it &Spwroanchad, ol caikld e Rehye it
wag black and charrad. A nideously bdurned taing. I 2aw che black-
enad 1ipg anl rulng of the face. It paneed by, but, when it was
jugt before me, 1t turned and looiz2ad gquareiy at mz. Nothing was
human but the evec., . . . They were my eyss.

"I didn't go back to my room that nipht. I wanted comsany. 1
gtuck tc the always popuisted gtrects usrcand Thirty-Pourth, near
Fenn 8tation. But I went theve tne next day. after morning classes,
and I got an inkling of what it was all about, The fire department
wag 8till poking around vwhat was 1sft of the place. The paners had
411 the detalis. HNins geople were incinerated."

"A premonition, " said Higgina. "4 damnably grussgome one, hut
I've had such things myself -- though nnt so vivid."

"That's right, " agreed the strauger, "it was a premonition.
So0lidified. I swear the cinder I saw walling wee ag solid ag this
table,

"Well, I haven't had an important accident or sickness for
twenty years. I've had a dozen narrow escapes, but each time one
0f these vicions came a little bit Dberfore. vnice I wag going to
take a train, the Allerten ¥lier, wnu've protably read what hap-
pemmdd to it. Tat the day bafore I .met my double, horribly cruthdd
and mangled. I wag warned awey from 42nd Street the January day
three years ago when five people were killed by ice falling from

(continucd on Page 19)
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&J/f:rﬂ Samon KEnight, editor of Snide, the finest new
/ngp) fan mag, writes:  Thanks Tor mending that exchange
“ \j 3 copy of POZARLS in advance. You Californis fans ceem
/ q

to be nice psople... This month's cover shows wwmis-
Q\ takable gigne of excellence, bubt it seems to have
been stencilled carelessly. The name-plate, very good; the storiesg,
good for fan fiction; the poem, very good indeed.

orane Rimsl comments: Raceived Polarlis yesterday and enjoyed
it very much. Lovmdes ' yarn 1g the type 1 like, Dbut it =zeemsd
rather too brief. Barlow's 1iftle eketch igs excellent; he hag cap-
tured a genuine mood Seldom Seen in commercial fiction. The cover
wag much better, in my cpinion, and I hope 3ok rewneats The Obeger-
vations were interesting to gay the least, and il'm gl?d that some
of the reuders liked my stery. & finse editorlal——-haVe them every
time. They add g personal touch. You're doing a fire job, and I
nope the next issue will be larger, as you plan.

The skipper of LeZombie, Bob Tucker, zays: I found Polaris in
the ole' Dbox last night, and chum, I couldn't be more delighted if
I had found GOLD! Polaris is juet that: gold. With me, again Doc
Lowndes won firgt honors in fantasy-weaving {for, contrary to your
expresged policy and some reader's opinions, I believe you print
fentasy rather than weird material) with hies "The Forgotten®...
Secondi on the gcale is "hoot-Gatherers". After reading this sketch
it came tc me why gome fan authore write for fan mags but not the
profesgiorals (This does not apply to Barlow.) The reason is
this: The fans write bsautiful prose 1ike "Forgotten", '"Roob-
Gatherers" and "Gourmet" and take their sweet time and style to
tell of something they see -- as an instance: the beautiful ruined
city in some far and dark future. Whereas if they wrote for a pro-
fessional, they should be allowed only to mention the city as back-
ground material while the herc plowed thru it with ray gune blaz-
ing. It anaswers the guestion I asked several weeks ago affer read-
ing "Gourmet": "Why ian't Doc writing for the pro's®"  What pro
would print anything as beantiful as any story you have yet pre-
gented unlesg a horrible monster roamed around in it eating citi-
zeng, and the plot was packed with sacred ACTION! Please point out
the action to me in T"Root-Gatherers.” How try and show ne an
action-packed "eclassie™ I will like as well! AI1l of which prohahly
indicates T am getting fed up with action-drammers written for the
younger readers, and the sooner we return teo three or four maga-
zines, the sooner about two of them {(or more} will) find the teen-
age haes deserted them and realize they have an adult reader-clase.

Pat Bradbory on the back for improving "Maiden of Jirbu". ¥o don't
»»»When he comes to the Chicago Convention thig swnmer I1'11 thump
him there myself. And more of Polarie {Bob, we are overwhelmed!)

R. H. Barlow hae this Ardele S FE R Whatever Paro may suggest about
devotlng your columms %0 ﬂcoopq on Walt Disney, 3Seabury Quinn, ete,
I think your job is to gtimulate experinental stories & poetry, and
not to compete with the 4002 l/Bth gossip sheets. Try to keep high
£tandards, and gerious onesg. Your new cover is nifty. Bok does
well within the exasperating limits of the mimeograph. You do de-
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gerve compliments on Lhn quite vrncommon c¢larity of your reproduc-
tien.., Vvhy don't you get a Book +nv & Cornei (1849)~~Aelgh ekl 7 g

sntiolasgy, cf. FPL’Q irpary T rnor, “and reprint from it "Sir
Bor’wand ™  It's shovs aza o :551n irig, though incomplete. ( Does
Soue Boilsator whg cwng thisg bocq wich to cooperate?)

Limtes mofhan Ui fihe end issue:; I like it, however

think tvi.at The movic review column should be climinated, that edi-
toraals ghould be cui  to the barest minimum and that the lion's
ghare of gpaco ehould be ueed for gtories, pocme, artlicles, cte.,
dealirg with the wolird and fantastic. It's very nice to gec in the
letters column that my ”Courmot” wog gonerally approved, bub aran't

you using an awful lov of space for letters? Suggest further that
you 1ot ug fnow in cach igsuc  the gancraL rating of cach item in
lagt -- sort of Anﬂlvtlcdl P 1o 8 {(I£ the ruador~ ara willing fto
rate zach isam By swmibar, o8 they 4o for orocoways, ws wWi.l be glad
Bl plooattB 3hg ?vqggjq Tetings.)

R corgr iol are doing o fine job with Polaris. The

206014 18646 GoLbiloas the good work started in the firet number.
a
oh 3

ha gtorios were all enjovabie, as was Rimel's poomn. Little moxre
remaing o bo geid. I am apparently waging a onec-man war agoingt

ncky—nck*, gso tho hell wishr any uo“moute on his Incai-lJovies.

cack Chapmen Hicgks comments: The moterdial in tne Socond issuc
Was Aibesgdentitee -l dilkee oD awndgk =story; itis akout as good
ag anything of his I'we cvoer goen, 1 bthink. TN i T s halsd Bquburd
ware especially good in the-Mitsl @ouplepl ofYoagegraphs, and foiv
after thatv. Parloew's picze, on the other hefgys L L1¢U9h* bagt in
ite later porhicansg. YA moon had come un out of thoe chuog of stars™
ig very striking. lcky Acmy 1z mozt inﬂormative, but I'm boginning
to tire of his affcectaticns of specch. T*11 gide with Xoonig,
Bek'e cover was quito all right, I thoupght, Carelegsly done, per-
hage, but it hag an avra of grotasquerice I like a lot. A cheer for
the masthead, too. The ¢ditorigl wae Iinterasgting to me. You need
not worry shout Wright. As you'll szce in the April 3Jpacoways (don't
gay anything to acyone oaboubt this ti1il1l that magezine oappears,
pleage), ho'e stordirg his own publication and Dericth telle me
thut the Lovecraft volume ig selling well, with 400 copies gold
right now, and it's still going stcadily. Tho second is tentotive-

ly scheduled for 3ept., 1941 the third for 1942, late summer pro-
tably... iy biggoest kick “about 2ad@reis « helpbivoliniles It ruing o
good part of tho anthor's attempta to build up & mood I thinlk. o

attempis to conjure up a dark, sombre atmozaphere, and the grean ink
makes the reader think of smishine and springl Hell of a thing!
Ine idenvally, youw'd hottor toll the LA gang ftThat Shaongri-La was a

monastery, not a castle, srd vhat it woe locuted in o walloy, nol o
mountain, (Roforyin %0 the advaortisgnant ip 4 2o barinz) for wnich
yo oditor tawcd Ins QLQQQ.J vack, and don't give up Polaris 17

VOUW CaEl POLSLNLY AGLD dius How that it's here, it's indispenzable.
¥ liarvig Maming of the Litorary, Science, ond Hobbies Clab, and
publighier of Flubto, wriles: Wo think your "1c1:ri°" is one of the
better of the fan mheeuh, and #2 even bOutLT than #1. The 2tories
arg pretty dum good, and thz article "Imagi-ioviea™ by 437 gwell.
Hopa you keep a column  on the new fantagy movies o permancent faoa-
ture. Likewise your owm, cditorisl page, ie nicce siuff.

Jack Speer commeutbs : Ludtltluutovlng. Cover illugtrashs foir,
Lovndes unfair, gc Jodyus o to Beliave 'd got an inkling of the
golution to the mystory and then loft us in tho dnrk. Jirbu pratty
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goed taken as a sketch. Hot much etory. Barlow good, and with a
nice ending. from Imagi-itlovies, it beging to look like vhe field
of fantascience filme is getting beyond proportions for unorganized
individoals to keep compdlete records on, and the stream of fanta-
gies thru Washington, & thosge mentioned in ri¥, confirms the impres-

gion. S50 what are we going to do about it% "Hood" wag oxcellent
in its way... On the whole your magazine ig well worth reading,
but is sinply “good". It lacks some fcaturc that will--what's the
word I want -- give a punch to the whole magazine. Romember that

Tfair" and "mediocre™ are synonyme.

THE WORM

by Duane Vi. Rimel

In fitful slumber came a hloated worm
From saffron-colored depthse of Alatan;
Slime-covered, yat its elithering gideg were firm
And from the maws s bloody tricklc ran.
The eyes sghone bright, with hues no tongue could term
And seoemed to beckon with an evil plan.
I followsd blithely on my knees and hande,
Towardeg gulfe of gloom, and dim-lit faery lands.

The way was long---the purpossc yet untold,

And though I wallowed deep through resking elime,
I saw ghead the worm; long fold on fold

Of writhing masses moving all in time
Te unheard measures, pulsing as they rolled

From the Abyse in loathsome bhoeat and chime.
A I crawled on, the way grew foul and black----
Nor knew I surely what would bring mc back.

Je crossed grim, yawning shasme of ages past,

and from one squirming, nightmars-ridden mound
Black bony hands strctched avidly and cast

Vaguc half-formed shadows on tha toeming ground.
Angd a8 I left thoso things behind at Izst,

Once more I haard that nameless pulsing sound.
The besting warned me of some direr plight,
Yet on I ploughed into thoe festoring night.

Gray, time-worn gsteps we gshunned with stealthy tread,
Jeep-graven by the march of endlesg feetl;
Yet heeding not the things the worm had said
0f infamies that we might haply meet,
With quickened pace I dared to pass aghead
And glimpse those febrilie vistas we would greet.
anda then I knew that I mpst net kXeep on----
But turning back, I saw the worm had gonse!
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30id two cemspirstors who mot, "When the king lolls nleeding
ovar his throns, 2dll our broad valley ahall bhe froo. dig nephow

£hall perish and we ghall appoint in all the provinces new collec-
tors fur tho %ax.”  And hecavee they might dic from somo word said
loud, vach gripocd the hand of the othor. e ghall ostablish the
golden civy of our benevolence midway in the land, where it may bde
geen of mountain men, of threshers, and of catchers of whatever the
Eea chooseg to0 give up. IFrom it magnanimoualy our iine ghall rule,
and not one man ghall remember hungry days. There will be grana-
ries filled with the gold of crops, and no cne e€nall wsar black at
our coroiation. Ofther Jands will send ambassadors humble and degi-
roug of instructlion in our waye, for with us, once tThe king ic
dead, man shall be curaly distingvished from the ape, and the earth
ghall know & pew thingz."

They nodded amnd swore again by the light of a s£tar which ear-
lier was krowvm in Wroy, and later in Chicago.

by Robert V. Iowndes
(continued from Page 15)
the Chrysler and Clionin towere,. I met a frogon zonmbis*dT ofsalf in
the RHockies one Tall and ciayed indoors bthrougnh a gudden cold Snap.

"I've alwaye been warned in tims, go far, bu% the escapes have
been getting narrower,

"Yeu =ee," hig voice went down to & whigper, "gb fired, at the
very firet, I had a mergin of over twenty-four hovre. I nsarly
punked out, at thst, Then, aiterwurds, 1t was nearly always ten or
twelve hours leeway. And teday --"

"'oday?" repeated Higging with a coid feeling at the back of
hiz ncck.

"Srovmed.: A cold, &rowned corpse with fish-eaten face and a
gtrand of cseaweed in ite hend. 1 saw it Just a minute or go before
I came in here.

"I've got it figured out: ny time's running sbort. Today,
there was only ebout half an hour's warning. Hext time it will be
lssg, And then, one day. . . "

He shudderea and took a quick gulp of the drink before him.
“I'm all right now,"” he gaid. "Sorry to have troubled you, friend.

I ought to bo used 1o thiz by now -- but I gucss I'm not."” He
gtood erect. "A new leasge of indcfinitec duration. I'm nol taking
that clipper today -- and I hope you'rue not.™ Hoe wavad his hand

friendlily and walked out.

Higging felt 1like a corsagoe of idiots +thot night after he'd
canceiled hie bookings and wae trying to onjoy 2 Victor Moors mugi-
cal. Imaging being taken in by a btale like that.

Bzt the next morning, whon he wont out for his paper, he saw,
befors croswing the stroet +to the stand, +that there were huge,
Elack, screaming headlings.
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