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BIITORIAL ILLUMINATION

ffac think that you dosorve a word of c¢xplonation about this ie-
gne of Polaris. 1It's not +tha well-balanced magazine that you hr-o
a right fto oxpoct. All cen bo oxplained aquite =simply. 3incec ye
Bditor ig leoaving {or has laft, long bofore you read thisz) Logs dn-
gelog for the summoy, and doeg not wigh to invest 1in a mimcograph
jugt yet, he is ieguing this on the LASFS mimeco on Junc 2. Ho
lottors have arrived yot on #3, so--no Obgservations. A movie col-
ann would Lecome completely out of date in threce months, so--noth-
ing by Ackarmon. And, to make matters woree, we had no poetry on
hand, so this time you got an all-Tiction isgus. Bot wo promiso
better things for nox$t time....

And egpcaking of noxt time: Tho coming issae wWiil be our Pirst
sannivarsary Iissue, and, followirg the wngusl custom of fan magazines
we Will try to provide an cegpocially good number. We can't pro-
migs more pages -- 20 ig the limit for the timo being -~ nor can wo
promise a printod izsuc or a €olid line-np of professionnl authors
or anything fantastic 1like that. But wo can promise that we'll

{Continucd on Fage 11)
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Southeast of Hampdon, near the tortuons Salmon River gorge, is
B orane | DEgEicEoy pocky hidds “whichf havell deied jall effomes of
§hn"y hemesseacers, The canyens are too dsep and the £lopss too
przeioitous  Go encowvrage snybhing save ceasonal livestock grazing.
The Zosgt vime I visited Hampdon the region---known ag Hell's Acres
~--wag part of the Elue llountain Forest Leserve. There are no roads
linlking this ingccegzible locality with the outside world, and the
hillfclk will tell you that it if indsed a gpot transplanted from
his Setanic liajesty'les front yard. Yhere is a local superstition
that ths area is haunted---but by what or by whom no one seems to
know. Hativer will not venture within its mysterious depths, for
they believe the stories handed down to them by the ez Perce In-
dians, who have shanned the region for uniold generations, becauss,
accordivg to them, it ig a plasygroond of certain giant devils from
the Outside. Chese svggestive tales made me very curious.

iy first excursion --- and my last, thank God! --- into those
hille occurred while Constuntine Theunieg and I were living in Hamp-
donn the sumner of 1938. He was writing a treatise on Egyptian
pythology, and I found myself alone much of the time, despite the
Tact that we chaved a modest cebin on Eeacon Street, within sight
of the infamous Pirate Hougs, built by Exer Jones over gixty yearc
ago.

The morning of June 23rd found me walking in those o¢ddly-
ghaped hills, which had, gince geven o'clock, geemed very ordinary
indeed. 1 muzt have been about ceven miles south of Hampdon before
I noticed anything onusual, I wae climbing a grassy ridge over-
looking e particnlarly deep canyon, when I came upon an ares total-
1y devoid of the n=zual bunch-grase and greazewsed. It extended
goubiward, over numercus hills and valleys. At first I thought the
gpot had been burned over the previocug fall, hut upon examining tne
torf, I found no signg of a blaze,. The nearby sglopes and ravin=zs
loo:sad terribly =scarrsd end ssared, ae if some gigantic torch had
blasted them, wiping away all vegetation. And yet there was no
svidencs of fire. . . .

I moved on over rich, black goil in which no grases flourished.
A8 I headed for the approximate center of this desolate area, I be-
gan to notice 2 strange siience. There were no larke, no rabbits,
and even the incecte ceemed to have deserted the place. 1 gained
the sommiv of a lofty knoll and tried to zuegs at the gize of thas
bleak, inexplicable region. Then I saw the lone ftree.

It etood on a hill somewhat higher then ite companiong, and
attracted the eye hecause 1t was g0 utterly unexpected. I had seen
1o Ltreesg Tor mileg: thorn and hackberry bushes clustered the shal-
lowes +ravinmes, bhui thers ha teen no mature trees, Strange to find
one sgranding on the crest of a hill.

I crogssed two sgteep canyons hefore 1 came to it; and a sur-
price awaited mo. It wos not a pine tree, nor s fir tree, mnor a
hackberry tree. I had never, in all my 1life, =een one to compare
with it---and I naever have to thie day, for which I am eternally
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tharkfol!

sore than anything it resembled an oak. It had a huge, twisted
trunk, fully a yord in diamster, and the lsrge limhe began spread-
ing cuavward gaarcely seven fect from the ground. “he leawesz wels
recund, anl cursovedy alikoe in size and dasign. It might have been
g tree painted on a canvez,  wubt I will swear thais it was real, I
enall alweyz know thst it was roeal, Jdespite what Theunis gfaid
latzx,

I recall that I glanced
akou® 3iJ o-c¢lock a. - &.tho
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v the son  and judged fthe time to be

ch I ¢id not Inck as my watch, e

&t for a wille in the welcome shade
of the huge treo. dieen I reggarded the roilt grags that - Zlsurishad
tenceth iv--guother girgular phencmensn wiwen I vemamhorad the Lleak
terrain thronzh which I nkad puszel A WL1d maze cf niils, ravines
and biuffe bemned me in.on all gidze, alfthoughn whe vise on wiich I
g2t vas ratier highar tanan any other within miles. I locked far to
tha east-~and I jumped to my feet, startled and amazed. Shimmering
through a blue haze of distence were the Bitterroot Mountains!
Thera ig no obher range of srow-capoed peaks within three hundred

miles of Hampéon; and I knew---at thig aslvitude---that I chouldn't

.
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ba seeing them at all. ror ceveral minutes I gazed at the marvel;
thsa I becamo dArowsy. I Tay in the rank grase, bheneatn the tree.

I anstrapped my camera, toock off my hat, and relaxed, staring sky-
wara through the gresn leaves. I cloced my eyes.

Tnen a curions phenomenon began to ascail me---a vagnhe, cloudy
gort of vision---glimpsing or day-dreaming <eeemingly without rele-
vance %o anything familiar. I thought I saw a great temnle by a
cea of ocoze, waere three guns gleamed in a pale red £ky. The vast
tomb, or temole, was an anamaloug color---a nameless Tblue-violet
£hada. Large beaats flew in the cloundy sky, and I geemed Tto hear
the pounding of their scaly wings. 1 wentv nearer the storne templs,

and a huge doorway loomzd in front of me. HWithin that portal were
ewirling shadows that geemsd to dart and leer ani try to snatech me
ingide that awinl darkness. i tpowght gl saw Ghireggflamibg gepes M

vae ghifting void of a doorway, ané I screamed with mortal fear.
In vhat noigome depth, I knew, lurked utter degtructicun---a living
hell even worse than death., I scresmed again. The wvigion fadad.

1 zaw tihe round lsaves and the sane sarihly shky. I . 3tziongled
Lo rise. . I wae trempidilg.,coxd pe xepinatien headad my hrow. el had
a mad impulge to flee; run insansly from that sinister wree on the
nill~--but I checkod the absurd intuition and eat down, “rying fo
colleet ny sences. Fever had 1 dreansd anybthing so realistic; o
horrifying. Uhat had caveed the vision? I nad been reading sever-
al of Theunig'® tomes on ancisnt Zgypt. . . . I nopped my forekead,
Aand decided that it was time for lunch, B o] Mdded @niol b etie = I NEESE
eating.

Tren I had an ingpiration. I wonld take s Tew snapshote of
e trec, g-Lor Jdheunis. They migivt @hock shin “nuipod iz sabiitneal
air of unconcerii. Perhape I would tell him about the dream. . . .
Ogening my camera, I took half s dozen shote of the tree, znd every

agpact of the landscape a8 geen from the tree. Algo, I included
ona of the gleaming, srnow-crested ngaks. 1 might want toc retuorn,

and these photes world help. . . .

2olding the camsra, I returned to my cushion of soft grass,
Had that spot beneath the tree a certain alien enchantmens? 1 know
that I was reluctant to leave it. . . .
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I pazed upward at the curioug round leaves. I closzed my eyes.
4 breeze stirred the branchesz, and their whigpered music lulled me
into tranguil oblivion. and suddenly I saw again the pale red sky
and the three suns. The land of three shadows! Again the great
temple came into view. I secemed to be floating on the air---a dis-
embodied £pirit exploring the wonders of & mad, multi-dimensional
worlg, The temple's oddly-angled corniceg frightened me, and I
knew that thie place was one that no mun on earth had ever seen in
hig wildagt dreams.

Again the wvast doorway yawned before me; and I was sucked

within that black, writ nlng cloud. I seemed to be staring at gpace
anlicitad. I gaw a void peyond my vocabulary ic decgcribe; a dark,
Yovoriilegs gulf teeming with nameless chapes and entities---things
of m=uineggs and delirium, as tenuoung as g migt from Shamballsh,

iy coul shrank. I-wase terribly afraid. I =screamed and

gereamed, and i21%v that I would soon go mad. Then in my dream I
ran and ran in a fever of vtfer terror, but I 4id not kXnow whsat I
we2 ruaning from. . . . I 1ef% that hideous temple and that hel-
ligh void, yev I knew I must, rterring some miracle, retorn. . . .

At last my eyss flew open. I wase ot beneath the tree. I was
gprawled on a rocky slope, my cilothing torr and dicordered. My
hands were bleeding. I stood ap, pain stabbing through me. I rec-
ognized %the gpol---the ridge where I had first seen the blasted
greal I muet have walked mileg---unconsciorg! The tree was not in
gight, and I was glad. . . . oven the knees of my trousserec were
torn, as if I had crawled part of tne way. . . .

I glanced at ths sun. Late afternoon! VWhere had I been? I
gnatchzd out my watch. It had stopped at 10:34. . . .

IT

.0 jou have the snapshotet" Theunis drawled. I met his gray
eyes8 AacIog the brealfast table. Three days had s=lipped by since
ny return from Hell's Acres, I had %told him about the dream be-
neath the tree, and he had laughed,

"Wag," I replied. "They came lagt night. Haven't had a chance
to open them yet. Give 'sm a good, careful study---if they aren't
all failareg. Terhans you'll change your mind."

Tnsonig egmiled; sinpsd hig coffee. I gave him the uncpened
envslope and he quickly broke the sgal and withdrew the pictures.
He glanced at the first one, sand the smile faded <£rom his leonine
facae. ie crushaed out his cigaretts.
iy God, man! Look at thig!™
il seliizcd  WhiTell glieScly i e i . It was the first picture of
the tree taken &% a cdistance of fifty feet or eo. The causse 0l
Tosunis® oxcibement sgcaped me. There it wae, <tanding heldly on
tie nill, while below it grew the jungle of grass where I had lain.
in the uletance ware my snovi-casaed mountains!

"'here you are," I cried. “he aroof of my story----"

"T,ook at% itI™ Theunig enapped. "Phe shadows---there are three
for every rock, bush and tresd"

He was right. . . . Below the tree, spread in fanlike incon-
gruity, 1lay three overlapping shadowe. Suddenly I realized that
the picture held an abnormal and inconsistent element. The leaves
on the thing were too logsh for the work ol sane nature, while the
trunk was bulged and knotted in the mos t abhorrent chaies. Theunis
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dropped the picture on the table.

"There is something wrong," I mutterecd. "The tree I saw didn't
look ag repuleive as that----"

"ire you sure?" Theunis grated. "The fact ieg, wyou may have
seen meny things not recorded on this film.™

"It shows more than I saw!"

"Yhat's the point. There ie gomething damnadbly out of place
in this landscape; something I can't understand. The tree seemsg to
suggest a thought---beyond my grasp. . . . It iz too misty; too
uncertain; too unreal Lo be naturall!" He rapped nervous fingere on
the table, He snatched the remaining films and shuffled through
them, rapidly.

I reached for the snapshot he had dropped, angd sensed a touch
of bizarre uncertainty ana strangeness as my eyes absorbed its ev-
ery detail., The flowers and wseas pointed at varying angles, while
gome of the grass grew in thno most bewildering fashion. The tree
geemed too veiled and clouded to be readily diztinguished, but I
noted the huge liabs and the half-bent flower stems that were ready
to fall over, yet did not fall. 4nd the many, overlapping shadows.
. They were, altogether, very disquieting shadows---too long
or short when compared to the stems they fell below to give ocne a
feeling of comfortable normality. The landegcape hadn'ts shocked me
the dey of my visit. . . . There was a dark familisrity and mock-
ing suggestion in it; something tangible, yet distant as the stars
beyond the galaxy.

Theunis came back to earth. "Jid you nention three sune in
your dreaming orgy?'
I nodded, frankly puzzled. Then it davmed on me. My fingers

trembled glightly as I starcd at the picture again. My dream! Of
courge----

"The others are just like it," Theunig gaid. "That same un-
certainness; that guggestion. I shonld he able to catch the mood
of the thing; see it in ite real light, but it ig too. . . - Por-
hape later I ghall find out, if I look at it long enough."

Wo gat in gilence for some time. A thought came to me, sud-
denly, promoted by a etrange, inexplicable longing to vigit the
tree again, "Let's make an excursion., I think I can take you there
in half a day."

"You'd better stay away," replied Theunis, thoughtfully. "I
dout if you could find the place again if you wanted to.”
"Hongense, "™ I replied. "Jurely, with theze photoz to guids

uge-=="
"3id you egee any familiar landmarks in them¢”
Hig observation was uoncanny. After looking through the re-
maining snapsg carefnully, I had to adimit that There were none.
Theunis muttered under his breath and drew viciougly on his

cigarette. "4 perfectly normal=--or nearly so=--=pictuore of a spot
apparently dropped from novhere. 3eeing mountaine at this low al-
titude is preposterocus . . . but waiti?®

He eprang from the ciiair as a hunted animal and raced from the
room, L could hear him moving about in our makeshift library, cur-
ging volubly. Eefore long he reapopeared with an old, leather-bound
volume. Pheunis opened it reverently, and pored over the odd char-
acters.

Mthat do yor call that?"™ I inquired.

"This is an early English translation of the Chronicle of
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Hath, written by Rudolf Yergler, a German mystic and alchemist who
borrowed some of hie lore <from Hermes Trismegistus, the ancient
SEgyphian sorcerer., There ig2 a passage here that might interest you
~---nmight make you undersvand why this businese iz even further from
the natural than you sungpect. Listen."

"30 in the year of the Black Goat there came unto
Nath a ghadow that ghould not be on Barth, and that had
no form known to the eyes of Earth, And it fed on the
gouls of men; they that it gnswed being lured and blinded
with dreams till fthe horror and the endless night lay up-
onl them, Nor did they see +that which gnawed them; for
the shadow took false shapes that men know or dream of,
and only freedom geemed waiting in the Land of the Three
Jung. But it was told by priests of the 01d Book that he
who could see the shadow's true shape, and live after the
seeing, might shun ites doom and send it vack to the star-
less gulf of ite gpawning. This none could do save
through the Gem; wherefore did Xa-Hefsr the High-Pries$
rvoep that gem sacred in the temple. And when it was logt
with Phrenes, he who braved the heorror and was never ceen
mora, there was weeping in Nath. Yot did the Shadow de-
part sated at last, mnor ghall it hunger again 1ill the
cycles roll back toc the year of the Black Goat."

"Theunig pansed while I stared, bewildered. Pinally hs spoke.
"Wow, Single, I suppose you can guess how all this links up. There
is no need of going deep into the primal lore behind thie business,
but I may as well tell you that accorling to the old legends this
ig the so-called 'Year of the Black Gnat'~--when certain horrors
from the fathomless Outeide s8re supposed to visit the earth and do
infinite nari, e don't know lhow they'll be manifest, tat there's
reason to think that strange mirages and hallucinations will be
mixed up in the matter. I don't like the thing you've run up a-
gainet---the story or the pictures. It may be pretty bad, and I
warn you to look out. put firet I muet try to do what old Yergler
gays--to gsee if I can glimpse the matter as it ig. TFortunately the
0ld Gen he mentions hage hoen rediscovered---1 know vhere 1 can get
at it., We must use it on the photographe and sse what we 2oe.

"It's more or lese like a lens or prism, though one can't take
photographe with it, Joneons of peculiar sensitiveness might look
through and sketch what hs scas, There 's a bit of danger, and the
looker may have his consciousness chaken a trifle; for the real
ghape of the shadow isn't pleasant and doesn't belong on this
eartn. Eut it would bte a lot more dangerous not to do anything a-
bout it, Heanwhile, 1f you value your life and sanity, keep away
from that hill---and from the thing you think is a tree on itl"

I wag more hewildered than ever. "Eow can there be organized
beings from the Outside in our midst®" I cried. "How do we know
that such things exist®"

"You reason in termg of thig tiny earth, " Theunis said. "Sure-
1y you don't think that the world is a rule for measuring the uni-
verse. There are entities we never dream of floating under our
very noses. Llodern science ig thrusting back the borderland of the
mnknown and proving that the mystice were rot so far off the
track----"
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Suddenly I knew that I did not want to look at the picture a-
gain; | wanted to destroy it. I wanted to run from it. Theunis
wag suggeeting <omething " beyond. . . . A trembling, cosmic fear
gripped me and drew me away from the hideous picture, for I was a-
fraid 1 would recognize some object in it. . . .

I glanced at my friend. de was poring over the ancient hook,
a strange expression on his face. lle gat up etraight. "Let's call
the tning off for teday. I'm tired of this endlese guesging and
wondering. I must gev the loan of the gem from the museum where it
ia, anda do what is toc be done.”

"Ag you gay,” I replied. "™Wl1ll you have to go to Croydon%'

He nodded.

"Then we'll both go home," I said decisiwvely.

IiI

I need not chronicle the evente of the fortnight that fol-
lowed. With me they formed a constant and enemating struggls be-
tween a mad longing to refturn to the cryptic tree of dreams and
freedon, snd a frenzied dread of that selfsame thing and all con-
nected with i%. That I did not return is perhaps less a matter of
ny ovn will <than & matter of pure chance. ilranwhile I knew that
Theunis was desperately active in some investigation of the stran-
geet natureg---gomething which includ-d a mysterious motor trip and
a retwn under circumstances of the greatest gecrecy. By hinte
over the telephone I was made to understand that he had somewhere
borrowed the cbecure and primal object mentioned in the ancient
volume ae "The Gem,™ and that he was busy devising a means of ap-
plying it to the photographs I had left with him. He sgpoke frag-
mentarily of "refraction,’™ 'polarization,"” and "anknown angles of
gpace and time," and indicated that he was building 4a kind of box
or cemera cbecura for the gtudy of the curicug snapsheots with the
gem's aid.

It wag on the sixteenth day that I received the etartling mesg-
gage from the hospital in Croydon. Theunis was there, and wanted
to gee me gt once. He had suifernd some odd soxt of geizure; being
found prone and unconecious by friends who found their way intc nisz
hokege afber hearing certain cries of mortal agony and fear. Though
2$11l]l wealk and helplesgs, he had now regained hie senseg and geemed
frantic to tell me something and have me perform ceritain important
duties. This muneh the hoepital informed mes over the wire; and
within half an howur I was at my friend's bedside, marvelling at the
inroads which worry and tension had made on his feafturea in go
brief a time. dig firet act was to move away the nurszet in order
t0 gpeak in utter confidencs,

"Single---I gaw iGi7 iiis voice wag strained and hugky. TYou
mugt destroy them all---thogse pictures. I sent it back by seeing
it, but the picturse had better go. That tree will never be seen
on the hill again---at least, I hope not--~till thousands of song
bring Lack the Year of The Black Goat. You are gafe now---mankind
is safe.” He pansed, breathing heavily, end continued.

"Pake the Gem out of the apparatus and put it in the safe---

yor know the combinabtion. It muet go back where it came from, for
thers 's a time when it may be needad to cave the world. They won'ti
let me leave here ys=st, but I can rest if I know it'e =afe. Lon't

look through tho box as it is---it would fix you as it's fixed me.
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And burn thoese damned photographs . . . the one in the box and the
ECRIN P But Theunis was exhansted now, and the nuarses ad-
vansed and motionsd me away as he leaned back and closed hig eyes.

in_another half-hour I was at his house and looking curiously
at the long black box on the library table beside the overturned
chair, Scattered papers blew abeut in a breseze from the open win-
dow and cloge to the box 1 recognized with a (ueer senzation the
envelope of pictures I had taken. It requirsd only a moment for me
to examine the box and detach at one end my earliest picture of the
tree, and at the other end a gtrange bit of amber-celored crystal,
cut in deviowe angles impossible to classify. The touch of the
glagse fragment seemed curiously warm and electric, and I could
gcarcely bear 1o put it out of gight in Theunig' wall safe. The
enapehot I handled with a disconcerting mixture of cmotions. Even
after I had replaced it in the envelope with the rest I had a mor-
bid leonging %o gave it and giloat over it and rush out and up the
hill toward ite original, Peculiar line-arrasungcmente gpring out of
ite details to aggault and puzzle my memory . . . pictures behind
pictures . . . gecrete lurking in half-familiar shapes: . . . But
a caner contrary ingbincet, operating at the same tine, gave me the
vigor and avidity of unplaceable fear a8 I hastily kindled a firs
in the grate and watched +the problematic envelope burn to ashes.
Somenow I felt that the earth had been purged of a horror on whose
brinit I had trembled, and which was none the less monstrous because
I did not know what it was.

Of the socurca of Theunis' texrific shock I could form no co-
herent guese, mnor did I dare to think too closely about it. It is
notable that T did not ¢t any time have the lcast impulse %o look
through the box befors removing the gem and photograph. What was
ghown in the picture by the antique crystal's 1lens or prism-like
power was no%t, I felt curiously certain, anything that a normal
brain cught to be called upon to face. Whatever it was, I had my-
golf been cloce to it---had been completely under the epell of its
allurement---as it brooded on that remote hill in the form of a
trea and an unfamiliar landecaje. And I 4id not wish to knew what
I had so narrowly egcaped.

would that my ignorance micht have remained complete! I could
glesgp better at night. Ag it was, my oye wag arrested Dbefore 1
left the room by the pile of scattersd papers rustling on the table
baside the black box. all but one were blank, bat that one bore a
crude drawing in pencil. Suddenly recalling what Theunis had once
gaid avout sketching the horror revealed by the gem, I strove to
tarn away; but sheer curlogity dofeated my sane design. Looking a-
gain almost furtively, 1 observed the nervous haste of the strokes,
and the wnfiniched cdge le®t by the skoetcher’s fHerrificd scizure.
Then, in a buret of perverse boldness, I looked squarcely at the
dark and forbidden dosign---~and fell in a faint.

I shall nover describe fully what I =aw. Affer a time I re-
gained my scnses, thrust the gheet into the dying fire, and stag-
gercd out through the quiet stroets t¢ my home. I thanked God that
I had not looked through the crystal at the photograph, and prayed
fervently that I might forg.t the drawing's terrible hint of what
Thaunie had bohold. 3ince then I have nevor been quite the same.
Zven the fairest scenese have scomed to hold some vaguce, ambiguous
hint of the namelees Llasphemics which may underlic them and form
tiacir masquerading egscnce. And yet the sketch was so glight---=20
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little indicative of all that Yheunig, to judge from hig grarded
accountvs later oun, musht have discernedl!

Cnly a few bacic elements of the landscape were in the thing.
Jor ths most part a cloudy, exotic-looking vapor dominated the
viaw. Every object that might have been familisr was seen to be
part of comething vague and unknovn and altogether un-terrestrial
---gomething infinitely vaster than any human sy=s ¢ould grasp, and
infinitely alien, monzbtrous, and hideous ag guegsed from the frag-
ment within range.

Where I had, in ths landecaoe itself, seen the twisted, half-
sentient tree, there was hers visible only a gnarled, terrible hand
or talon with fingers or feelers shockingly dietended and evidently
groping toward something on the ground or in Lthe snectator's direc-
tion. And squarely below the writhing, Vbloated digits I thought I
gaw an outline in fthe grass Wwhere a man had lain. But the sketch
wag hagty, and I could not be sure.

THE END

eDITORIAL TLLUMINATION

{continued from Fage 3)
take advantage of tne six montns Dbefore it appsears to procurs the
very best material available, and to present it in the most attrac-
tive mamnner poseihle.

A¢ we statved in our last issue, we are now pregenving as anh
experiment g long fantasy, occupying nearly eight pages. Whether
we will repeat this in the future or confine ocurcelves to a larger
number of shorter sltories rests with you, the reasdsrs. ITlease vote
onn this matter when you write. 4and also, please rate each story by
number, just as you do for Joaceways. If wa get sufficient cooper-
ation from you we will present average ratings both for this issue
and for #3 in our next number.

another result of the early issuvance of this magazine is a
vast uncertainty about our address. Probably sbout August 15, when
gome of you will Le getling this, we will be at Eox 234, Payette,
Idaho, as given at the head of the contents page. On the other
hand, we may not. At any rate, any comments sent there will be
forwarded. Then about 3Jepftember 15 we will be returning to Pasade-
na, California -- but whether we'll-be at 404 3, Lake ive. again or
net, we know not, But, once more, if you write ng': thoro'’ufter
September 15, the mail will be Forwarded to usg. Thic is undoubiedly
very confusing to you--but you can't be half as confused about the
whole thing as wec ars. If wa are Tortunate enough +to get to tne
Chicon fand we sincerely hope that ws will be), we'll explain the
matter to each and every one of you persconally. So see--now you'll
have to come to the Chicon! But whethesr we see you there or not,
write to onc address or the other--the letter will reach us.

30 we'll close this issue (and with it the first year of Pola-
rig} with a word of thankeg to all of you for your kindness to our
little venture; to our contrivubtors, without whose help this . maga-
zine weuld have bean impossible; and above all, to the Los Angeles
boys and rals for their onthusiastic cooperation in helping to put
out the mugazine.
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Roland Prenties had alwaye longed to vigit Norway. He weuld
apend odd moments in the Reference Library, reading books on Norse
legend, and looking through the photographs in travel pamphlets
with wistful eyes. He found it hard to explain to himself why Scan-
dingavia ghould have cuch an appeal, but within him he alwoys felt
tnat urge to sxplore the grim, mountainoug country of the North -
an arge that led him nowhere, since he had not +the money to make
the trip. Ho saved about two 2hillings a week, which wag not much
of a help; sometimes he would find hig shoes neesded mending, and
then he would draw from that two ghillings....

Prentise woe twenty-g2even whan the War broke out.

from a rather uneventful life, gharcod betwasen the dull, monot-
onpug reality of the dingy Iinsurance office and the fantastic
droame of the wnibrary, he wag plunged into this strange new werld
that wasg apparently going topsy-turvy. He voluntecred rather than
wait to be conscripted, although thera was a singulsar lack of any
enxicty to fight for hie country. All about him people mouthed pa-
triotic slogans, but he was not one of that clase - in the back of
hig mind he felt that he wanted to vigit Norway. Maybe he would
manage, if he camo through thig altive.

He found himself in Norway sooner than he expected, but the
conditionsg were not thoge in which he had contemplated visiting the
country. Befors he had much chance to look around hig right leg
wag ghattsred pretty thoroughly, anrnd he was moved into an impro-
viced hoegpital in an old barn. They gave him attention, and shook
their neads.

"I suppose I'm finished®" =aid Prentiss, watching them calmly,
and then looking over their heads to the white patch of light that
wag the door, with mountaing framed in ite opening. Those mountains
geemed to dominate hia, and, uwnconsciou® of the fact that he wasg
muttering feverishly, he strained to reach them,

He could not guite work out how he came %o be on the large
plain. He looked =2bout him. Hig memory of what had happened tince
he left the hospital - for he obviously muet have left it, or he
would net be here - was hazy. He had an idea that this was a plat-~
eaw, not a plain. It was rather surprising. He looked all arowid
at the barren waste; not a plant on it -

"That'e funny", he =aid.

He turned round as a rustling sound came to his ears, and
found a large tree cleoge to him. That tree certainly had not bsen
there a few minutes ago.

"Are you coming to the top?" eaid a voice from the uppermos?d
branches.

Prentiss gtood back a little, but he could see no-one. Why
ghonld he ¢liab the tree - how could he, with his injured leg? Or,
rathsr, without his leg. The tree looked curioug - he could not
cee whether the top branches were far from the ground or not. They
ctretched up forever, holdirg up the vault of the sky, and yet they
viere cloce to him; he could touch them if he wicghed. They sviept
about the trunk, where it plunged into the ground, but they gtood
up proudly, reaching out for milee, shading the whole earth, taking




POLARIS3 13

their nourighment from the ground, and looked over all mankind....

Ygdrasil, the Tree of Life!

Roland Premtisg heard the phrasge in his mind. He remembered
the stories of Uotan, greatest of gods, the mighty All-Father, who
conld gee all over the sarth from ths top of Ygdrasil.

*But that's ridiculous”, gaid Praontices. "The earth is round,
€o even if he had good eyecight he couldn't see round corners and
right round the earth”.

He looked downt inbo the green lsaves of the tree, and it then
occurred to him to wonder how he had beon transported to the top of
the tree, when only a2 moment sgo he had been on the grouni. He had
no recolliection of c¢limbing up. There was no sense of disconfort -
the brancheg of the tree were buocyant, soft, like an armchair.

Mielcome", said a very deep voice.

Frentiss fturned round eacgily enough, and faced a figure, one
gtrange yet familiar. Somewhere before Prentiss had seen that cu-
rioug hat, pulled well down over one eye, &een the flash and un-
earthly wiegdom in the other, seen the two hawks, one perched grave-
iy on esach gshoulder.

The man 1ifted his head suddenly, and the light chone upon
where the other eye should have been - but there was none there.

Taen Prentise knew, and, knowing, disbelieved, Trnis wag im-
poseible. Wotan was but a myth.....

"Now that you have been lifted to the top of ¥Ygdrasil”, c=said
the man in a voice that boomed and fsang with incredible richness,
getting sach delicate leaf on the Tree of Lifc a-quiver, eo that
all hummeda a gentle, yet barbaric setrain, “what would you sect™

Ut el waz', 261ll going onry. gcked Zecutiss o now | Sdundine
nearly as dumbfounded as hs faelt.

"Yes”, gaid the All-Father; "there is rejoicing in Valhalla as
the herogs coms pouring in, ovar the rainbow bridge and through the
gates”.

He lookad down, and, following his gaze, koland Frentiss saw
the whits Tleccy clouds below gwirling asidoe. Thore cama to his
eyes a pleture that sgemd almost real - it was real! He wasg look-
ing down on 2 sceno of battlo, eand mingled with tho explosions of
hoavy sholls came subdued cheering, eand the sound of etrong voices
lifted in song - but the noisc¢ came not from the batilefield.:

"Tha dead are boing welcomed into the hells of Valhalla", said
Wotan. '"watch thisgl®

Hdo pointed. The clouds moved slightly, and on tho scarrcd
ground appearcd a vuilding, with a tiny, miniature vehicle drawn up
by it. Thare was 2 haze aboul the roof, but ovon so it looked very
familiar to Prentiss, and in a moment he rocogniscd it as the barn
in which the hospital had been set up. In the swirling haze wora
things moving...things indistinguishable, that writhed and contor-~
ted In the vell of mist, Suddonly a black shadow flittoed across
the barn, somathing blaclk dropped, and there was an cxplosgion,.

“Thaey can't do that!™ said Prentiee ongrily. "They've bombed
2 hoegnital™.

Wotan shruggoed hie ghoulders, causing the hawks to stir uncas-
iiy. e of them made a ragping noige that sounded like a laugh.
Koland ¥rentiss was about to moke a comment when he noticed what
wag happening in the pall of smoke 4that arogc from the stricken
hogpital below. Corious things wore plunging into thot smoks;
thinge that looked 1like birds, yet that were not birds, but, in-

£
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cradibly, strange woman-shapes with wings.

"Jhat the devil....?"

"Tae Valkyrie"™, said Wotan, watching the darting shapes with a
fond glieam in his eye. "They choose the dead from tha battlefisld,
and cecide wno ¢kall have a place of honour in Valhalla. wabch!"

fagclinated, Prentiss watched ag the angels of death swooped
down into the smoke, their bodies straight and slim, their pinione
b2ating fiercely agsinst the air., Thosge shapes went diving, twist-
ing down into the haze, and then came up again, each bearing =
ghattered Dody.

"Can we sece them cloeer%" he asked suddenly, not knowing why
he should be anxioue to e¢e the gruescme remaing gt close quarters,
but impelled to enquirs by some force within himself that was not
of himself,

In a moment the gcene changed, becoming amazingly large, as
though a huge teleczcope had been extended.

Prentise ghrank back ingtinetively, =o huge and realistic did
it rceem. He was looking into the anbelievably beautiful face of a
Valkyrie, etern butb glorious, with treeses of wind-vhipped hair
gtreaming firom her head or falling in confusion a8bout her breast,
to which she clasped a man, torn ancd bloody. 4e she rose he looked
dovn at the man's face, and screamed.

"Phat's impossiblel™ he cried. "That's me
I'm alive; it can't be mel"®

"Ho, of courgse not", sgaid Wotan, bLut his voice was different,
more human, and when Prentise opened his eyes he zaw the doctor
legning over him.

"I'm alive, aren't I?" he gasped, clufching the edge of the
gheet, which was alm® t torn to ribbone. "T can't be dead™.

"Of course you can't", said the doctor. "™ou ghouldn't worry
about dreems. You're alive, and you'll be alive for a long btime
yet",

In thig he lied; scarcely a second after he had finighed
speaking a bomb hit the hospital, which went aloft in a fountain of
emoke and eplinters,

and I'm here -

Two soldiers nearby hauled themselves out cof the ditch into
which they had been hurled by the force of the explosion, and
looked at the heavy pall of smcke grimly.

“Of all the lousgy things to do"™, =eid one; 'comin' over here
to bomb ocur hospitals, just for spite”.

But the other ignored him. “He gazed in rapt wonder at the
smoke, blinking rather foolishly, and emitting a elight whistle
from hig mouth. Later, when he told what he had eeen, his comrades
were not ribald - toc many curious things were geen in the days of
war toc be incredulous and scornful - but they did not really be-
ligve what fthoy hesrd.

It did seem a little far-fetched +to imagine a winged womsn
riging from the wreckage with a man iz her arms.

THS BEND

head Snide
The Thud and Blunder lagazine
Damon Knight 803 Columbia Street Hood River, Oregon
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by Damens Enight
i/ y

In the davm-time, when those whe dwelt upon the Zarth wore
gomathing 1less and gomething more +than men, I lived in a city
caliad Argo, in the kingdom of Lysheth. In that city I was a2 men

are, &£s&va that my soul stoyaed rnot in ons body, but wandered from
ore to the other, rich and poor alike.

50 1% waa in the cawn-time: 1to the city of Arge came one day
three Orientals, with blandly-smiling facee2 anéd gloves upon their
hende, In the gtrset called L'unan they bought £talls in the mar-
keuplace end =et thomeelves up 8% merchants, And slthough they
grew very progperous, it was obsexrved that never did they wear
rebeg of the gt en cloth c¢leiya, which was the usual garb o< rich
merchents, buv dressed always in gsrments of gold and Silver. 4And
it was farthsr noticed thot while they dealt not cnly in precious
stoneg and rare carvings from the Orient, bPut in other goods aleo,
evan in food and wine, no green fruits or vegelables c¢ould be
benght of them; only the purple grape, and scarlet ksraberry, and
the black sesl of the louka vine, which dbleoms at midnight. And =o
it came Lo be whispered +that she Crientals were too noble to deal
in geodz having otiansr than royal colors, and their trade prospered
acecordingly.

Eut one day it chanced that the Bmperor, having occesion io
pase through the city, observed with dizpleasure that no green flag
of loyalty <flew from the abods of the three; and he ordered ihat
they should be guwized and carried to his throns on the bankg of the
gig, fer judgement.

Ic! =0 it wag in the dawn-tinme; the officer in charge of
?heir geigure wag a man but recently come to Argo; and that man was
1

And when I looked upon the facee of the three, memory stirred
within me, and I cried out, Yare you not they who were driven out
wrom the c¢ity of Anustaj, -with green upon your hands%" and the
thres only smiled and bowed, and angwered nothing.

Then I cried, in a louder voice, "Was not your dwelling in
Anuesgaj yellow-painted whon you came, and wag it not c¢olored a dank
end horrible pgreen when you left it?* And £till they made no
answer .

Then I cried "Doeg not every green thing that you touch leave
upon ycu a dank stain that will not go awayt And is not your doom
to becoma like untoc walking inages of Lyesnu, eo that all men ghun
youy end are you not accureed of the Gregn cody™

Lnd e¥ill ihe three answered notb.

Then I sgajid "If these thinge bg go, it ig your aim to defeatb
the crvee of Iyeshu by death at the hands of the Emperor. There-
fore, I sghall not take you to him.” aind I folded ny arme.

Then stepped forward the three ag one, and the first spoke and
gaid "You hawe guessed well.”  And the second suddenly removed his
glove anl clasped my hand in hisg, o0 that the rmmuseous green of it
ran onto mins, ecaying "The blescinge of the Green God upon you:"
Tkhen, @S my kody €ank senselegs to the floor, did the third turn to
thoge who had been in nmy command, and say "Take as away."

{continued on Page 19)



IE HRTIZANS REWAAL
by A H Karlow

"3ince each of us has gold, and twenty yeare to chape it", re-
marked the sculptor to his rival, ‘“ow:r king's reign will be remein-
e, omd onct ol Lefe

ffe 'rished them to make a god oubt of the coin purveyed from a
city lately congquered, for in that city were unendurably find gode
who pernapg only in eleeping had pormitted its fall.

Of these craftemen ons poliched his chisel eight years and
went to aAssyria to look at & certain frieze, and enguired into sll
subjocte pertaining to the gods and their symbols.

He Iearnea a little pondering the nine thoasand velumes which
in hig land dealt with them, Somg, it appeared, wore nosgsessed of
twel7a lege, and othors of none at all. 3omo were female and some
male, but most were more complicated. In a heathen 1arnd where the
woman braided flowers in theilr hair and no one vorked, there was a
god who had come riding a moteor ag one rides a white-maned horse
rapidly through the dusk. In a cold land there was a god with but
ono attrihbute. In a land of interlinking lakes whosge paople had
naver builit a house but lived in skiffe and wore lilypads when it
rained, the god wag named Drougnt. In a dark land prisoned between
two mountainsg bearing the game name, thero was a god with a barn-
ing, inextinguishabloe beard. In yet another lond all the gods had
been brokon across by a man with bright eyes, and for this hig fol-
lows worshipoced him.

Thsge things he found written, and afterward spent itwelve
years in hammering models out of lead.

But hia rival day on a hilleside whose grass the sheep envied
over low fenceg, and made wp fables which he knew %o be untrue
gbout a star habitually blooming near one tree, or frightened pi-
geong at sanset where the river had sought to come ashore and even
kept a garrison of reede. Moreover, when the torches of the sunsel
and the starg and the young year were alike burnt out, he found
them kindled anew in 1little juse of wine as delipghtful on the 1ip
ag ovenh a woman's lip.

The firsgt sculptor wore a black gown and regularly went 1o
bad, <for he was very earnegt in hig wish to make an admirable gia-
tus .

The second wore a robe of any colour he fancied, even though
fall ¢f holes.

And o time carried off twenty hamnere of yeare each brimming
with corroded or bright coins which people had put into them, and
witich were the more plentiful I need not eay.

Then before him the king, no longer given to riding abroad as
vigtor, called the &wo sculptore.

"I gave you gold to play with two decades long" he gaid, "and
what will you give me backe"

A man in a black robo signalled his apprentices to wheel in a
veiled god, and when the veil wag removed, all looked. Keither
head nor armg 4id the god have, and much of the rest vwas lead not
vet covered with gold. Ard ne asked another twenty years of the
kingz.

" Tren the king asked him of the piebald robe, Who wag teasing
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the palace cat with a petunia-stalk,

He gaid "I have wasted your gold and my days and have only
thie which I did last night when a dream woke .3 up."

¥rom the second statue a second cloth was taken, and the god
wag 28 a god shnould Dbe.

The company wept &snd the king 1lay foer an hour on his face
thinking of something he had done when only a boy and not really to
be biomed,

The sculptor of the bhlack robe went up to the "sod. with a
tape-maasure,.

Then ag a reward the king gave his cat to the man, for the man
had assked it of him, and appointed a priest to the statue.

And the bad svatne was melted into a bage for the other,
though friends of the man who made it TDrought humbly a petition to
the king.

For seven hundred years the figure endured at that court until
ite feet were worn away with kisces, and even now in eastern coun-
triese men exchange the coing into which on the capture of the citfy,
it was cast.

THE END

[t SHIGLE STRAN
F;g 57,—;.54 C)Aa/;'maﬁ Miste

George lilton hud lonz teen a poet, but great mumie was compa-
Tathme p w to'him., de liked themes, ‘recurying melodice, und gszid
nhe couldn't really ligsten to clashlcal mugic, because it wandered.
When he was abhout ninsveen, though, he hegan to discover occasional
classical pieces which opened whole new vietas of dream to him,
Mach ae with hie appreciation of poetry, he refused to be guided by
criticg, or awed by great names. He lavghed at some compositions I
had always taken for granted were great, while he ligtened enrap-
tured to "minor" pieces.

He nmever attended concerts, but very often he and I would lis-
ten alona to records until the dark, gilent hours of the night. t
wags one of these timesg that it happened,

We had heard a number of hig favorites, and I thought to play
gsomething new to him. Consequently I put on Tgchaikowsky's Fifth:
Ag perhapg you are awarb, while the Fifth is a well-known gymphony,
thea go-called avthoritie are accugtomed to say it ig sentimental
and grosgly overrated -- as indeed, they say of all Techaikowsky's
work. I like it, however, ané. felt Hilton would amlso.

He listened clogely "t0 the firet movement, and upon ite con-
clasion turned to me a bit wistfully and gooke.

"Ihere ig an ndercurrent, a hinting, at something greater

ronning through it," he said. "But the compoger failed to catch
the real meledy, if I can call it that. He is like me, I fear,"
He smiled thinly. "He ‘gragps always for something that hig mind

knowg, Teels, perfectly, bubt whose capture is imposeible, whoge en-
tirety eludes him always. You gee, dJack, in one's mind it exisis
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as a shadow. To capture it on paper would give it substance, would
breathe into it a glowing, vibrant life the mind alone cannot con-
ceive. But even while we sfesk that ultimate beauty, we know our
tagk is an impossible one. You see the paradox -~ life is meaning-
legs, for we know we cammot reach our goal -- yet we insiet on giv-
ing existence a meaning for as long as the search is possible to
s .

"We weavs for ever our little drcams, and “tuild-onr unsubotan-
tial worlds, but the material we usge is dust. and we know it. The
gpectre of reality always loome over and grester in our minde.
Reality ie cruel; on human gstandardz, at least. And you unc I,
Jack -- wo are human. A Taith in ourgselves and our futile, mean-
inglese gecribblings -- that is all there is, all there can bea.

"There ig more to it%" he asked.

"Yae, of course.”

I arcse and put on the second movement. It started, and al-
wost immediately liilton amazed me by leaping upright in hig chair.

"Jack! You heard trat?"

I nodded, bewildered. "Of course. I've heard it many tinmes."
And thon I added inznely. "Pretty, ien't ite"

"erettyy Pretty! He...he almosgt caught it!" &and tvhen Milton
gaid simply, "How close he must have been. How very cloze."

"Play it again,"” he commanded. "Put it back to the beginning,
I mean."

And I did, and he listened.

"“hat wonderful beauty." Hde was speechless for a moment as it

ended. "You heard it -- that recurring, qunegbting straing He
couldun't finigh even it, that =ingle strain, =o eluzive 1is the
beauty. Ag it is mnow, it's like a thought unfinished, 1like an un-

rhymed couplet. I%--ift shouvld end like this.” And then he IZunmed
the chord egain, adding +*o it a few more notes, instead of continu-
ing into the main theme. I% wag strangely beauntiful.

Then, all at once, Iliilton was on his feet, pacing the floor
madly, words tumbling from his mouth in a rushing torrenst.

"PThat is beauty. It isn't of this world. Erlssoiggeray Linle
of tha Universze, the gtars and the deeps of epace, It's living and
dying, and more. 30 much more, transcending for a moment the bounds
of Bartn. It'e the pulse of Chaos that beats in every inch of the
universe; it's the sum of matter and death and gll there ig or ever
will be.

"Bven when I think of it, I feel my mind becoming too large
for ny Lody, teo bigwfor this tiny world. 1t socars to beyond - Lhe
etare and above them, yet I feel restricted, hampered and bhound on
every gide by intangible bounds. I waut to stand abowve %he burning
stars, and in my love of beauty tear ths wheeling worlds {from

e ol L _
He gtopped then and looked at me. "I'm sorry," he gaid.

There was silence for a few mements, for I could think of nothing

to eay. Then he gpoke again. "Dp wou mind if I leave you now?

There is eomething I must write tonight."
And quickly he left.

THl BHD

Read the Znglich fan magszines.
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Crovmed with Siriusg Night sat broodingly in & grove. Her lips
were laden with secrets: with a gong once uttered by Vikings at a
camplive whoge perishing would be the signal to harry Christian
tow:s asleep nearby; with words a prince of India had s2id to his
1ove viasn her mouth would let him speak; with groans unuttered but
thouegh of by gsick men and feverigh; with words caught up from
chilaran's lips a8 they dreamed.

Of these thinge Hight gpoke not, but sat there receiving hom-
age of the trese which in her honour wore garments they ghow not to
men. and for awhile ghe thought little of Lawn who yesterday and
for a thousand yesrs had overthrown her, coming through a land hid-
den by the mountaing; though in six hours he would gtep over them.

Then a poet who had loved the colour of her robes came ques-
tioning. "I would know most truthfully," he s=aid, "from you who
are guardian of ultimate truths, 1if they speak right who call you
Queller of Unreet. A bird of yourg ghrieked it to me once, and I
saw it written by moonlight on sand at a lake's margin, buat gince I
have lived I mistrust. L would know 1f you will quenci in time
thoge fires conswning and reconsuming my heard; if you will feed
them eventually ashes go that snarling of hunger they will die; if
you will zlay utterly eeveral hourg which lie bleeding within me;
if fo your populous city a man may come and he egual in grandeur
with the Pharaohs, in wisdom with the two Florentines, in content
with wnogoever has posgegessed content.”

Without looking at him ghe pointed her prodigionus hand to =
gtar no longer dwelt in, where graves had lain ruined and peaceful
a thousand long ysars,

THE END

- e = o=
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by Damon Knight

(continued from Page 15)

At this the soul of my body departed, and went into the body
of the Emperor's son, on the banksg of the Eis. And presently I saw
aporoaching the throne the barge carrying the threa Orientals and
their guards and ocarcsmen, and I watched it anxiouely, for it seemed
to me that the green water of the lake was eating away the hargas's
gide, meking it sink gwiftly lower in the water; for now there was
in me no memory of the officer whom I had been.

Yet after the crystal green waters had cloged over the heads
cf the three smiling Oriemtals and their guards and oarsmen, 1 re-
membered nothing, for it wag not in the brain of my new abode long
0 remember any matter; for which reason I continued my drinking.

THD EKD
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