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CLARK ASHTON SIITH: a Deduction
By William N, Austin

About the works of Clark Ashton Smith, much has been
written in recent years. Nearly everyone familiar with mod-
ern fantasy has read some of his stories, know thet they ex-
ceed a hundred in number as well as attaining a high degree
of excellence., Likewise, they recognize the acclaim that
has been bestowed upon his many poems. That much of his
work nas been collected and anthologizedis old news to them,

Many know alse that he has established reputations in
both the fields of painting and sculpture, besides having
worked in a number of occupations at various itimes,

Beyond these facts and a few vitel statistics (born Jan,
13, 1893, self-educated, single, etc.) very little else is
known sbout the man. Rumors of his insuring his privecy
with vicious hounds mzy be slightly exaggerated.

What sort of person is ke then, this word-sorcerer? °

iThile most of the answer can be found in his works, an
extract of one of his letters appearing in the Feb., 1933
WONDER STORIES is especially revealing,

... Perhaps I am merely one of those unfortunate and
perverse individuals wiho are constitutionally 'egin the gov-
ernment.! When fantasy is acclaimed by Irving Babbitt, and
is published regularly in HARPERS and THE AIERTICAN IERCURY,
I may teke refuge in the writing of case histories...."

One might conelude from this, and from other items men-
tioned, that Mr, Smith is something of an individualist.
Apparently Mre. Smith decided long ago to provide himself
with a maximunm of enjoyment tempered with a minimum of dis-
comfort. Or perhaps he merely minimized the discomfort oc-
currence potentiality,

But no! MHr. Smith wrote stories for pleasure --- his
pleasure primarily. He continued to write them for only as
long as the actual writing provided him with a measure of
enjoyment., When, in the mid-thirties, & wave of cold-blood-
ed realism forced straight fantasy into state of disrepute
from which it never recovered, cutting down non-technical
basic vocabularies to & thousand words, Ir. Smith would seem
to have lost most of his enthusiasm and & good share of his
potential markets simultaneously. Fantasy's loss!

(Ttem: Check contents of HARPERS and the MERCURY, )
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"Peter," lirs. Blakley said firmly, "It've just decided
——~ I'm going on a diet!"

Despite hipself Dr. Blakley glanced down at the expand-
ing universe of his wife's figure. He rose from the sofa and
moved to where his wife was standing in front of the mirror
at the other end of the room.

As though she were his patient, he gingerly touched the
hidden girdle whose battle had so far been lost. Wv dear,"
he said, looking up at her from a semi-bent position, "I be-
lieve I have the solution for your excessive flesh; in fact,
I'm sure I have."

He scratched his head thoughtfully, started towards the
laboratory, which served asa passage between the living room
and his office at the other end of the building.

TJust a minute, Peter," Mrs. Blakley called, "If this
is one of your own concoctions, you might as well save your
energy. "

"But, my dear, the test has been completely successful
for Wirna, that white rat who had so msny youngsters last Fri-
day, lost more than ten decagrams in a day!"

"Peter," she answered in that tone she'd used so often
to convey an entire galaxy of displeasure, "I know you have
little respect for my intelligence, but please be careful of
Your comparisons.”

"I was only trying to illustrate to you, my dear," he
replied, straightening his glasses, "that the formule I've
labored on so long is workable."

"I don't care!"™ She glanced dowmn at the sgource of her
ombarrassment,

"I can assure you,!" he continued, "you'dhave nothing to
Worry about. Medical science has developed a whole new basis

of research in the past ten years. I have the required know-
ledge and equipment. "
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"Just because it works on a rat," she argued, "doesn't
mean it will work on me."

"Actually, the test wasn't even required," the doctor
protested. "I had it 211 workedout satisfactorilyin theory
2lone. Then he added smugly, "The test was merely routine,"



"Why don't you try it first?® his wife asked. YAfter
all, we're neck and neck,"

Dr. Blakley winced slightly, "Oh of course," he said,
shrugging and starting to sit down, "I wouldn't try to force
it upon you,"

His wife remcined standing while watching the automatic
vacuum cleaner slowlyand silently move back and forth aecross
the floor., She moved as it started sniffing at her feet,

"By the way," Dy Blakley said, "Uncle Charley is coming
for a visit.!

Mlhy, Peter!" she exclaimed, "You should have told me
sooner! Did --- did he mention anything about --- well, you
know what,"

"No, What?!

"What did he say about --- about introducing me to that
producer friend of his?"

"He said he'd consider it," the doctor replied. They
havea large surplus of singers, however, Young, smart gels
who've got that ttelevision look,'"

"Television look? Peter, you don't think I've aged so
badly, do you?"

The doctor's eyes were at her hips,

"I mean, for being forty, I'm not really unattractive?
--- except for being --- well, somewhat overweight?"

"I'd say your voice would compensate for a great deal,"
the doctor szid,.

"Why, Peter!" his wife exclaimed., "You haven't compli-
mentedme 1ike that since you mistook me at the masked ball,"

WI'm a scientist," the doctor exclaimed, "I stcte the
facts as I see them,"

"WJhen --- when is Uncle Charley coming?*

»‘omorrow," Dr. Blakley replied.

““smorrow?" She appecred crestfallen, "I thought I'd

-ast have time to lose & few kilograms before I met him
=== and his friend."

Dr. Blakley scratched his chin, "Maybe if you tell Mr,
Riley you're planningto reduce, he might not hold it against
you. "

WNonsense, Peter!" she answered, hopping awkwardly over
the charging vacuum cleaner. "You know I couldn't do that."

WGuess you'll just have to take your chances, then,"
They both stood silent for several minutes, the vacuum

7
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'ieaner, like a dog, pacing the floor near them., The lights
gradually brightened as the dusk outside became complete,

"Peter,"

"Yes, my dear?"

"Did you take her temperature?!

"hose?!

"The rat!s?”

“0h, Mirna. Why, I gave her a complete physical exam,"

UAnd --- and she's feeling fine?¥

"Certainly,"

"May I look at her?t

"gh --- not right now,® Dr. Blakley answered, somewhat
embarressed,

"/hy not?¥

"Jell, you know how popular she is,"

"You're sure she's perfectly normal?"

"Positive, I gave her a complete physical,”

"How do you administer this --- this drug you've made?"

"Simples I just powder a pill and put it in her drink-
ing water,"

"I could take it like an aspirin?" Louella asked,

"It!d take more than one for youl" the doector exclaimed,
"That is," he added hastily, "the effective dosage increases
proportionally with an increase in weight,"

"How many would I have to take?"

"Oh, you wouldn't want to take any,"

"Why not?"

"It wouldn't be good for you =-=-- psychologically,"

"But I want tol" his wife protested, "Please?"

He eyed her gravely., "There could be serious psycholo-
gical disorders," he cautioned,

"Peter!" she stamped her foot., "I'1l be more frustrated
if I can't impress Mr, Riley favorably,"

"Your initial fear indicates possibility of serious=-="

"Uncle Charley®s coming tomorrow!"

"Your whole life could be affected,®

"Peteri"

MWell === "

"No 'wells'!, Peter," his wife cried angrily,

"If you insist."

i I dO! (1



"Just so you're certain it won't cause a serious nervous
reaction.”

"Wonsense, I know you wouldn't tske any chances with my
life,”

YAll right, my dear," he said, risingand trying to hide
the glimmering in his eyes, "I'1l be back in a minute.” He
walked off, glimpsing over his shoulderthe enormity of his
wifee

In the laboratory he stopped near a row of shelves. He
rubbed his hands together briskly, Then he reached up to a
shelf and removed a bottle of blue pills, He counted out a
handful and returned to the living room,

WTake four each hour," he prescribed in a professional
manner, handing his wife the pills, "You'll have to stay up
till midnight, but you can be resting all the time,"

"I don't ktow if I can rest," she answered worriedly,

He left the room again, Inside the darkened laboratory,
he tumed on a light and made some notations in his records:
"Experiment 378, Subject_Human Being, genus homo sapiens.
Sex_female, Veight 80 kilograms . Dosage _15 decagrems.
(Date, time, etc,) Results___(blank) "

-t - —t=

Doctor Blakleywas dreaming about spoce monsters chasing
Louella fromone planet to another breathing heat-reys through
dragon nostrils, Finally, his wife floated toward the safety
of the Earth, When she landed, the whole world sagged. Dr,
Blakley awoke, His wife had just crawled into bed,

"Did T wa ke you up?" she asked,

“No," the doctor replicde "Did you hurt yourseif --- I
mean --~," He paused a moment, rubbing his eyes, "I mean,
did you finish taking the pills?"

"Yesy" she sighed, "And I'm soooo sleepy! And I feel
as though I had =---," She stopped to let a yawn pass Y---
like I'd swallowed marbles,"

"Did you notice what time it is?" her husband asked in
some anticipation,

"About twelve thirty," she answered, "Good night." She
tumed over into a snore,

Dr, Blakley found it difficult to sleep. In the faint
floerescency from the street outside, he watched abstractedly
the nervous surge of his wife's large naked shoulders, Fin-




[Lglly, his eyes dropped shut as under the pressure of several
gravitios, and he was again enjoying adventures that carried
his wife and himself light years through spacEs...ese

The four a,n. express thunderedcdverhead, cnd Dr, Blak=~
lev stirred, He turned over, Then he awocke, Subconsciously
he had become aware of an unusual condition, He wasn't dan-
gerously near the edge of the bed!

Tal-ing advantage of the unique situation, he moved over
slightly, delicately using arms like an octopus to gauge the
available space,

He grunted in surprise, His arm thrashed around in bed,
but failed to touch anything, He quickly put on the light,
Sure enough, Loueclla was gonel

He sct on the cdge of the bed, frowning and rubbing his
eyes, Had she finslly made good her occasional threats that
she'd leave him? Yes! Hoping to regain her 'youth! cgain,
she had broken from the influence she always szid had ruined
her career,

This was a deplorable situation, he thought. Aifter hav-
ing begun his experiment, she had gone without giving him a
chance to check the resulis.

#Just like a woman," he said sloud. "Absolutely no con-
sideration whatever for the advance of science.”  luttering
angrily to himself, hec rolled back onto the bed and squirmed
under the covers,

He was almost msleep. Suddenly, somcthing brushed his
leg. He tried to reach down, Hec moved over slightly, and he
almost dozed off again, Then he heard it,

It was a small squeeckimg vheeze, and it was comingfrom
the middle of the bed,

Good Heavens! he thought., She'd left the house through
the laboratory and knocked over one of the ceges. He rememt. -
bered the time when a rat had crawled in bed with him, Still
groggy, he reached his hand under the covers, finally grasped
the creature,

He wearily climbed from bedand stumbled in the darkness
out of the room. As he entered the laboratory, the creaturc
squirmed in his hand, almost leaped frce. He tightened his
grip., The thing screeched painfully.

Without bothering to investigatewhich cage had toppled,
in his dreamy state Dr. Blakley opened the door of the first



W
empty one and dumped the animal rudely inside,

"T'd have sworn that rat said something,” he said aloud.

He shook his head., ¥I must be dreaming,”

Well, he'd soon be back in bed,

He star*t~d away again, At the door he stoppeds The rat
was 5t111 serecching. "Wcll T eortcinly don'*t racognieo its
volcel" he murrmred, "Mirno's is more feminine, and the rest
hardly ever scucck,"

He strode over to the cage, "Hello, in theres Is that
you, lirna?"

"Tou dammed fooll" it answercd back in a clear, albeit
shrill voice. "o, it's not lidrna, It's your wifell

The doctor becanc somevhat more awae ke,

"T beg your pardon?"

For a moment the screeching was incoherent,

"Good Heavens! Vhat happened?” he maonaged,

"You ought to know, you === you —- you witch docter}"

The doctor's mind unclouded. "1y dear! Do you rcalize
vhat this means? Uhy, we've made mediccl historyl"

"You =-=-- yvou've made a monkey out of mel" she accused,
"You worml?

Think what this mccnsd"

T havel" she mocned. "“iiy carcer --- gonel'

Mihy, dear, cven from that stoandpoint, this devclopment
is astronomical} Think of it! Why, all thc video shows in
the Solar System will be shoving contracts under your snout
--= I meany nosc. 1'11 be able to erect the largest labora=
tory in North Americall

HBut === my voice. It's ruincd!"

With undaunted enthusiasm, he replied, "What's a little

‘thing like that?" i ,’“\
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The restsurant was only mildly busy and & waitress came ~
over to me as scon as I sat down at the counter., I ordered
the first thing that entered my mind, a cubed steal, without
loocking at the menu. To pass the time while my steak was be-
ing prepared, I opened the manila envelope I carried with me
and pulled out the manuscript of my story. Although I knew
the story by memory, it still absorbed my attention. I failed
to notice the man who sat down beside me until he spoke.

"You write that story yourself?"

I jerked myselfback to realityand looked up, flustered.
He was a shabby individual with an enormous waistline, some-
what ragged clothing, and afive o'clock shadow left over from
at least a week before,

., "Mind if T see it for a minute?" he asked, "I'm inter—
ested in writing myself,!

"Oh, i¥s nothing," I protested, struggling to hide .thse
manuscript and succeeding onlyin upsetting my glassof water,
MJust a little something I dashed off for the writer's club
meeting tonight. Really not worth reading at all.* Actually
I had spent all week on it and planned to see it printed in
dstounding Science Fiction beforethe year was out, but I al=-
ways feel uneasy when strangers read my stories; they never
seem capable of understanding my style.

Seeing that further sttempts to put away the manuscript
would probably result in its complete destruction, I relented
and passed the pages to him. He took the manuscript, now a
little soggy from the water I had spilled on it, and ran his
eyes over the damp typewriting, Uhile I fidgeted and tried
to think up excuses for the various wezknesses of my story,
the waitress wiped the water off the counter. The man had
become so engrossed with the story that the waitress did not
interrupt him, leaving without his order, and my uneasiness
began to leave me at this show of interest., A minute later
it returned, though, when he handed the manuscript back to
me without, I noted darkly, finishing the story. However,
his next words proved my worries to be groundless.

"Pretty good, as far as I got in it. You must have put
quite a lot of work in it,"

"Just dashed it off in a hurry," I lied, relieved that
he wasn*t going to criticize it after all, "But it did come
out fairly good, I thought,”




/4 "I mentioned to you when I first came in that I was in-
terested in writing myself." He had an air of leading up to
some startling announcement., "I once belonged to a writer's
club, too. I wasn't bad either; might have gone someplace,
if I hadn't made my big blunder,"

"hat blunder was that?® I wanted to know, He was be=
ginning to interest me,

W developed the perfect story," he said simply.

This was a new one on me! I had hecrd of quite a few
explanations as to why different people had failed in their
attempts to become writers, but never had 1 heard of anything
like this before,

"You developed the perfect story? How could you call
that a blunder?¥ I was beginning to suspect he was feeding
me a line,

#7111 answer your question by telling you the events as
they took place," he said. ¥First of all, I would like to
point out that I said I developed the perfect story. I made
no claim to have yritten it. You'll understznd what I meant
more fully when I tell you just how everything came about,
but first, I want to £ind out if you know just what the main
difficulty is in writing a perfect story?H

"Well," I answvered somewhat uncertainly, "I suppose the
main difficulty wouid be finding a story that would suit all
the readers despite their varied likes and dislikes,

"Exactly," he approved. *The perfect story would have
to be perfect to everybedy, no matter what their tastes might
be, HNaturally, when I realized that, I gove up any nplans I
might heve had about writing such a story, But I was a very
persistent youthin my ear}ty days and the idea of the perfect
story never left me." The men paused to draw a plate of food
over to himself, and he began to eat. The food in his mouth
did not prevent him from proceeding with his tale, though it
did muffle his words a bit,

"My interest in writing dominated ny first few years,
but I still had time for other things, and one of my other
hobbies involved hypnotisme It wasn't long before I began
to wonder about hypnotizing a person into believing that he
wassreading the perfect story. That was the first step.

"I tested my theory that a person could be mede to be-
lieve he was reading the perfect story by trying it aut con
my younger sister. 1 had always imagined her to be a dull,



unimaginative child, but when I put her under hypnosis and
told her to read the perfect story from what was actually a
blank sheet of paper, she began telling some of the most fan-
tastic, impossible things T had ever heard,

"Fora long while I considered the experiment a complete
failure, but then it came to me thit perhaps the ridiculous
nonsense she had uttered under hypnosis was actually, to her,
the perfect story., To test my new theory, I remembered what
I could of the nonsense she had said and retold it to her,
And she thought it was wonderful! To her peculiar tastes,

1it was the begt story she hod ever listened tol

"Now my way was clear to me, In order to have the per—
fect storys, I had to hypnotize cverybody who was to read it,
If people were to read it in a magazine, I would have to find
some method of putting the reader umder hypnosis by remote
controly, since I couldn't possibly be everywhere a magazine
was being readg

"Accomplishing that was the most difficult part of the
entire procedure, It took me fifteen years of research and
cxperiments before I finally found such @ method, At 1last,
however, I found a chemicel solution that could be absorbed
on a sheet of ordinary paper and would cause the surface of
the paper to glitter in such 2 manner that anyone locking at
it steadily would be put in a state of hypnosis. By printing
the words, 'This isa perfect story,” at the top of the page,
the ‘'reader' automatically geared his subconscious mind to
the thought thet he really was:rreading such o story,

"A11 in all, it appeared to be foolproof. My fortune
seemed assured, But T had not counted on the one flar that
was to ruin my entire career,

"I took my shact of treated paper to the writer's club
I had been attending. We had an informal gathering each Sat-
urday night where we sat around and read stories the other
members had brought and letting them read ours. That night
I had planned to be the feature attraction; and I was---only
not in the manner I had anticipated,

"I had it planned very dramatically., I would give my
story to the members to read, leave immediately to give them
time to look it over, and return to receive their praise and
worship. Well, I gave them time to look it over all right,
but it wasn't praise and worship that I received when I got
back, The whole group swarmed on me, crying outrageous in-

-



sults and beating at me with their fists, It took severzl
policemen to rescueme from the mob and I spent & weeck in the
hospital being treated for a head injury where onc enraged
club member had struck me with an ink bottle, By the time I
was released from the hospital, the club had blacklisted me
with every publishing company that printed English,"

At this point the manhad finished his meal &nd was con-
tentedly wiping his mouth on & napkin,

YBut why were they cll so mad at you?' I asked finally,
since it appenred that he wasn't going to say any more,

The fzt man looked thoughtfully into space. "“They were
the biggest egotists in the writing field," he said at last,
When they wrote & story, they considered it perfect. Nat-
urally, when they were under the bypnosis, they thought they
were reading a story I had stolen from them. To & writer,
therc is no sin greater than plagiarism,*

With 2 great show of dignity, he rose from the counter
and left the restaurant, leacving me to ponder the story he
had just told me. It was then thatI _looked downat his emptly
plate and become aware of 2 disconcerting fact,

Migawd," I groaned, "That dlrty chisler ate my steak}"
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DRaAaIING OF DRaGONS

Mrthological monster with scales,
Heave epen vour hideous Jjaws,

Belch flame at be-helmeted males ¢
Regardless of natural laws,
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g TECHNICALITY ==
Wally Weber

Iung Gung, the naive Martian, was warned by his friends
about Terrestrian insurance companies. "Youwtll get swindled

every time,'" they would krim to him, wockling their frigzzles
for emphasis. "Better stick to Martian companies; you pay a
little more but you are sure cf being able to collect.”" But
Lung Cung ignored their advice and went right ahead, drawing
up an insurance policy with the Podunk Center Insurance Com-
pany from Barth.

Barely ten liartisn days after he had taken out his pol--
icy, Lung Gung barely escaped death when he was attacked and
severely hurt by a huge sand-snaddle. It took a long series
of costly operations before he was well again, but he wasn't
the least worried about the expense because of the insurance
he had taken out., He was greatly shocked, then, when he was
faced with a btill for several theousand iks for his treatment
in the hospital. The insurance agency had refused to pay it

for the simple reason that niz insurance did not cover that
sort of accident!

Lung Gung was so furious shat sparks shot from his lum-
inous crundibles, Declaring that this could not be done to
him, he went straight to the nearest Martian lawyer to clear
things up. You can easily guess how he felt when the lawyer
kraibed through the insurance papers just once and informed
Lung that there wasn't a chance to collect from the company.

"But that can't bel" protested the unfortunate Martian.
"It says right here that I am "insured against injury of any
kind by the Pedunk Cepter Insurance Company.'®"

"Quite so," agreed the lawyer. "Unfortunately you were
only injured by a sand-snaddle, and not by the Podunk Center
Insurance Company."
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THE STRAJGER SRR
By Aubrey D. Gibsen

Home is a far journey
To a fair land
I've never seen,...

Eome is a sad yearning
For a sweet voice
I've never heard,..

Heme is unearthly desire
For a Beloved Youth
That never was....



VEIRD WORLDS .
By Richard Frahm (o

People vho feel that modern art is ugly and unintelli-
gible might well regard it merely for the fantasy it contains.
-~- gtronge viewpoints, welrd forms, exotic themes., These
elements cre foscinating to discover and enjoy for their own
scke, apart from aesthetic considerations. Godern artists
really seem to be staking off weird wvorlds --- stronge lands
of‘ the imogination --- for theuselves, and pcinting 211 the
outre flora and fauna they conceive there. To look at some
of their pcintingsis like teking a trip to o strange plaonet,
or into the cgeof prehistoric ionsters, or even reading Rip-
ley. You just don't lmow whet queer thing is going to turn
up next.

Jeon Lurcat, French decorntor cnd designer, whose early

eys viere spent in the serious study of philosophy and medi~

cine, paints © voriety of weird worlds, His landscapes are
vweird bcrrens, gount wostes, in which, perhaps, threc sides
of & house are mede to stand reggedly like cordboord ruinsg
or vhere imuense fortressesare constructed on whose roamports
stronge figures wander in the light of a very wan moon. The
total effectis ot times suggestiveaof whot might be seen from
the seventh ring of Soturn,; or the mountoins of the moon.
Lurccot has a penchont for drawing sbtrenge tell people, enor-
mously thin weisted and broadshouldered, vho wander like some
prehumen roce over the stronge outlonds of tids world,

Jocn idro is obout the only surreclist who hasn't been
publicized or costigated in those encyclopedieas of public
knowledge --- the Sundoy supplements. Miro, indeed, points
such simple works thet they are difficult to understand. On
huge chart-like backgrounds of yellow, green, and pole blue
mey be sen crisp little curlicues that resemble enlorgements
of microscopic life. Blobs of protoploasm, the acmoebo and
such microbe onimclculec; bubbles, lines and dots, pulsate
madlyon e lMiro convosand invariobly remind one of that first
drop of milkor wi.ter peered at under & lens. I reccll seeing
in onc newsrcel, o microscopic study of a disecsec in the
bloodstream, It was o queer 1ittle sechorse object that ox-
ponded and contracted in o sea of bubbles. The rcsemblence
to o Miro ehstreoet was so striking thot I thoughtfor a roment

thot & mixup had oceurred in the film ond thet I was seeing
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o previcy of the kotest lidro painting. To complete the sur-
reolistic illusion, therc wos. o tiny elock ticking off the
secconds up in the corner., The goodé surreclist could acve
conied thot study of the bloodstrecnm cnd represcnted it es
his newest work.

The Russicn pointer Povel Tchelitchev, & member of the
nco-roncntic school noints bull fight end tcinis sccones the
would bc cndinently reolistic stve for the traly torrible
forecghortening thoy employ. & temnis pleyer will wveve o lifce

sizc recizet in the forcground while his body lengthens for
miles dovn on intcrminoblce court. A& Tchelitcheov vorld is o
vorld gone Ginensionells med. Tchelitchev of late hes becone
interesitcd in humen nlaants end meny of his new peintings desl
witix people and things which show an alarming ability to
vegetete in ¢ most peculier renner,

Giorgio di Chirico likes tc create terrible neonle. He
is very fond of one type of seated figure thet would scare
the face off a Franikenstein., For excimple one iigure hesg vhet
reseibles @ fodtbell for ¢ head and is dressed in floving
Grecian robes. Chirico, like & surgeon, has cut open the
stomech, but ianstead of the customary entrcils ve sece a pile
of fresh fruits end vegetables, topved off with = med con-
glomeration of wmochinery. ile also likes construetions ---
one gentleman of his hes a marble temple for o chest, brick
legss cnd @ merdle top-piece. The Porireit of an Astronouer
appecrs to show an individuel looling at a stor wep --- only
tiie 0ld genllemen seenst resemble o somewhat vorn out robot
destined for tihe scrap heap or wiaerever it is thot worn out
robots go.

Fernaend Leger, French cubist, modernizes everything and
everybody cfter the menner of modern furniture or erchitec+
ture. e cuts people up into cylinders, cubes, circles cnd
scuares, paints them like robots sitting around steel tables
eating glass food out of tin cups, If robots cre crected in
Legerts lifetime --- he would be the naturcl person to draw

he first advertisenents for them, The world, to Leger, is -
just ecnother hunk oif chromiwm and tin.

Frencisco Bores, Spanish peinter who Iinitetes liatisse,
pcintsin ¢ lost world of sicdow forins, Shadow people coming
outaf dcrlness merge and then return® ¢ world of two dinen-
sional silhouettes.

And so one goes dova the gellery of modern ert, nvading



7
strange londs on alien worlds, linim Soutine must heve anti{-
cipated the atomic bomb, for the landscapes he paints are so
devestoted that the very paint seems ready to fly off the
convas. Eugene Bermon paints worlds like thosed which Clark
Ashton Smith or Lerd Dunsany vrite. Colossal groups of time
eroded statuary stand gucrdover his citiesin landsof fright-
ening silence, fobulous architecture wvhere arcedesd strangely
foshioned columns march into vistas of silent infinity. Marce
Chagellan the other hand has turned out creations that fore-
skedov the inventionof an antigravity device, for his people
float monchelantlyin and autof buildings and about the skies.

It is a bevy of mad worlds eand yet meny of them are so
ingeniously conceived and fashioned as to be of enormous in-
tercst, Itis true that some of these artists of today do not
echo the classieal themes of the mesters, but on the other
hend are in their ovm vays engaged in the explorative mining
of the incgination. They resemblein their owm wayour fantasy
writers of this ege --- De La liere, Machen, Lovecrait, the
subjectmstters of alells or ieinbaum rather then thet of
the Shokespecre or Tolstoi of the past. There is no purpose
in eriticizing Ven Vogh becouse he is not Shekespeare, nor
modern art beccuse it does not follow Tition or Rembrondt.
It is possible to forget the heavy cesthetic quarreling of
today and enjoy the wit and eccentricity of modern ort for
vhet it is. Vhy not pick out your favorite weird world and
norvel or chuckle over it? Personally I lilte Chirico bogey
neople,

NIGHT FOG
Cold, concealing mist
That comes on phantom wings

And fills the valley with unseen,

Nameless, silent things.

---- Gordon Springer



A ASTEROID
" /\/\FETINC

Burnett R. Toskey Xl \q K
K‘\ \I\Iv‘ lIp !
Rocke Winter guided his small space vessel over the now
visible terrain of the tiny asteroid. The light coming from
the front of the ship passed slowly across the wild and des-
olate landscape, revealing several jagged mouptain ranges in
all directions seeming to belie the size of the little rock,
The light from the sun was but a little fainter here than on
Earth, yet, since there was mo atmosphere, it was a place of
perpetusl dark. He guided his small ship over the miniature
mountain ranges toward a small valley beyond --- the meeting
place --~ and set it down as gently as possible on the hard,
uneven rock. He saw that he was the first to reach the spot
chosen by the alien from the stars for the rendezvous, Soon
two visitors would arrive; one would be the alien being, the
other a Martian, Here, on Asteroid 160, a great crisis that
perhaps meant life or death for Earthmen was about to occur,
To Rocke Vinter, at least, that was what this meeting meant;
to the other it probably meant life or death for Martians.
The first wait was not very long. The Martian was next
to arrive in his little spacecraft that was quite similar to
the ship in which the Earthman had come., 1In fact, Earth had
given the secret of interplanetary travel to the men of Mars
at the time when peace had existed between the two races,
The Martian circled a few times, then spotting Winter's
parked spaceship, brought his own to a gliding stop near it,
Rocke turned on his radio, tensing himself for anything that




might be transmitted by the lartian, but the loudspeaker was -
silent. With their two planets so bitterly at war with each
other, Rocke knew that he could expect nothing friendly from
the enemy in any circumstances, He wondered vaguely why the
alien being from the unknown, distant star had mot shown up.

Certainly, he thought, a race of beings, possessing the
much sought kmowledge of interstellar flight, must be far in
advance of Earth's civilization. Why had they requested the
meeting of minds on this lonely asteroid in this manner? It
could be to negotiate. But there were other possibilities.

Just then the thin, high voice of the Martian broke off
his thoughts. The voice was cruel, cold, passionless, as it
enunciated slowly,.

"You are, I presume, the representative selected by the
Farth council to represent Earth here at this meeting? I am
Sar Len Gop, the agent of lars, I see that the man from the
stars has mot yet arrived,?

Rocke was quite surprised at the civility of his choice
of words. Sar Len Gop was one of the high officials of liars
and thought to be one of its most fanatic patriots. ZXach of
them had been vested with complete power to act in behalf of
his own world in the crucial meeting with this greater power
which might be a threat to 1life in the Sclar System. No one
knew what the attitude of the aliens toward their two worlds
might be. All anybody knew was that this being had demanded
over a radio that a representative for each inhabited planet
in the system meet on the asteroid called Una and catalogued
as 160, Between Mars and Earth, the two worlés inhabited by
creatures capable of interplanetary flight, a truce had been
declared until the outcome of this meeting could be learned.
Thus two enemies were brought face to face,

"Greetings, Sar Len Gop. I am Rocke Winter, We're both
on time for the meeting requested by the stranger, but I see
that he isn't on time himself. Strange, isn't it?"

"Yes," replied Sar Len Gop, "it's strange that he's not
here to meet us, since he called the meeting. Yet one can't
fathom the mind of a being whom one has never seen,"

"1'd also like to know what He looks like, but I'm more
concerned about what he has to say.% Winter sensed that his
words were coming fluently, as though he were talking with a
friend instead of an enemy. Sar Len Gop noticed it too, for
when the Martian spoke again, his voice had lost most of its



#' cold pasdionless quality,

"I'm also more concerned with what he will tell us when
he comes," After a few seconds pause Sar Len Gop continued,
"Doesn't it seem strange that we should be talking so freely
with each ovher? 1Is it possible that the importance of this
meeting has so overwhelmed our thoughts that the war between
us is but a minor issue in our minds? I must confess that I
don't feel the enmity towards you that I had fir8t-imagined.
Can you account for this, Rocke Winter?!

Rocky could hardly credit his hearing. Was the Martian
lying? A sudden warmth of emotion filled him as he recalled
that whatever a Martian might be, friend or enemy, he always *
was truthful. He realized that these words were actually an
overture of friendship.

"For some unexplainable reason, I feel the same way you
do. It might be merely that you're a familiar being to talk
to in this lonely place., Yet I feel that if our worlds were
not at war we might even begin to trust and like each other,
I'm beginning to wish now that we were not enemies,!

Sar Len Gop spoke again frankly and seemingly from some
hidden depth of feeling, %I have no reason to distrust vou,
I krmow that your race is as intelligent as ours, even though
ours is older. Actually, though I've never permitited myself
to harbor the idea, within myself I have never believed that
this war we are engaged in is a just war. After all, it was
you who gave us space travel, sharing your knowledge with us
to our gain. 4nd now we're using it against you. I've felt
that it's the fault of our power mad leaders that we were at
war in the beginning, This truce is the best thing that has
happened since the war started. If only this alien from the
void isn't planning to conquer the universe! If it could be
that he is only come in peace! It's almost too much to hope
that he might come to enforce peace between our worlds! Our
planets could exist peacefully together very well, don't you
think? There is room for all of us in the Solar System now,
just as there has been in the past."

Rocke listened to the Martian's words without surprise -
as if they were inevitable; began to feel a similar attitude
toward the situation. Nodding an unseen agreement, he said,
"I believe that that thing from space isn't going to show up
at all, since he!'s so late already., But I suppose we really
shouldn't leave yet, at least not until we receive word from



him, Did you realize," his voice failed as a sudden thoughtz'g
struck him, "that if he doesn't come, we will have the power
to stop this useless war? All we need to sayyis that if the
war doesn't end immediately, both planets will be destroyed!
What do you think of that?!

"I agree,' the Martian wasted no time replying, "Let's
do so by 211 means. In case the alien fails to appear, that
plan can't faill The mere fact that he was able to blot out
21l our radio systems at once has been enough to terrify the
peoples of our plenets into truce, and surely that same line
of argument would be enough to meke the peace permanent.!

The hours passed as they waited within their spaceships
for the one who had declarcd the rendezvous. The hours were
long for them at first, but as the certainty grew that their
visitor wasn't going to come, the two erstwhile enemies greu
increasingly enthusiastic in plans for peace betveen the two
worlds, UWhile they were engrossed in perfecting details for
smoothing out the small difficulties of interplenctory trade
and ironing away differences of outlook that greed and folse
pride magnified to mountains of hetred and misunderstanding,
the hours flew sc quickly that it was vith a sense of aston-
ishment that Rocke noticed the warning flasg flzsh out on the
oxygen gauges,

I can't wait any longer, Sar Len Gop. I've got barely
enough air to take me home. I'11 heve to go now,"

As he turned swiftly to the controls of his little ship
he heard the Martian say solemnly "Rocke Vinter, our chance,
impossible though it secms, has come,®

"es," Winter replied, "we must return et once and stop
this terrible conflict., And a new friendship will spring up
between Earth and Mars."

As the receiver went silent within the alien spaceship,
the being smiled. He watched from his place in the distance
as the two little spaceships were launched on their homeward
journey, one on its way to lMars, the other toward Earth. He
knew that both had meont what they had said on the asteroid.
They couldn't help it. The compelling force of his emotion-
izor trained upon their unsuspecting minds had brought forth
the truth which lay hidden within them, It was assured that
they would carry out the plans without fail, He knew, as he
set his controls for his home, that he would be complimented
on & job well done,



ON Y PIPE - s

J By Roterti Edison
L

La&st night was aJ{plea_,'sant evening, Very pleasant, In
every sense oft the word, itoco. The doy had been rather suc-
cessful, ~For me, at\;l.réa\s’c;".l I had come off victorious in the
latest éngagement with my . mortel foes, the flies. In fact,
I had gioci%‘ivel‘q_r routed them,

Well/satisfied with my efforts, I retired to the living
Troom, 51nﬁ soon ‘hada great fire blazing in the fireplace. Re-
laxing.in a comfortable ecgy chair, I let my mind wander, and
recched for my pipe. Usually, I keep it beside ¢ mahogany
humidor ona small teble by my chair. But this time 1t wesn't
there, WUasn't anywhere, in foct. Absolutely nowhere. Much
disturbed by +this rather ignominious cnd to a pdrfect day
(imegine being without a pipe in the evening!), I reluctantly
arose and proceeded systematically to go over every inch of
the living room, from chandelier to hardwood floor,

Rather exasperated at my incbility to locate my missing
briar (a:very exquisitely carved one, as I shall mention la-
ter), I had finclly reducedmy search to the area of the floor
and was continuing my gquest on my hands and knees,

Two things occurred then that caused me no little ampunt
of anxiety (in anticipotien: of future inconveniences, of
course). One was soon encountered as I was anxiously peering
behind the davenport. I had just rounded an arm, when sudd-
enly a wveritoble cloud of dust dosconded, >or BhahldIlI say,
rose into my face from some undreamed of origin, and I momen-
tarily had visions of future difficulties in combating this
new menace., However, not to be deterred, I went on, and pres-



ently,, at the fifty-eighth nail from the left, on the north
side, caught my pipe in the act of disappearing into a hole
in the wall, Just in time too, I might add. For,to my am-
azement, the pipe moved! Yes, it moved! Oh yes indeed! You
mnay imaginemy extreme 2stonishmentand dismay upon witnessing
this act of witcheraft on the part of what I took to be an
animated pipe.

My word," I muttered, "Are ny eyes deceiving me? Is
this some pronk?" My questing eyes soon found the answer how-
ever. Indeed they did! I should heve suspected it from the
first, To my wondering eyes a small clawlike paw reached out
quickly, and tugged hurriedly at the stem of the faithful
brier, Upon closer examination, I discerned the paw to be
that of a mouse, half hidden in o smnil hole in the baseboard.

"Ha," I muttered in delighted satisfaction, "I hove got
you now. Yes indeed, I have you!® I pounced upon the pipe
just in time to prevent it from disappecring completely in
the hole. I succeeded in retriéving it, but was late in my
attempt to capture the wily culprit.

"Indeed," I stormed as I got o my feet, and brushing
myself off, regained my chair before the fire., "I ncver
dreamed that they would stoop so low as to purloin my pipe.
Indeed mot! Oh, good gracious me; mo! The very audccityd
The VERY audacity! I don't mind if they put string in my
spaghetti, or salt in my coffee, but to steal my pipel! Ohi¥

Thus muttering to myself, I recched in the humidor for
some tobacco --- only to find it empty! "By George," I thun-
dered, "they try to stesl my pipe, and; to add injury to in-
sult, my tobaccol My tobaccol!!" Fuming, I zngrily rose, and
obtained a fresh packet from the cupboard in the hall, and
upon returning, lit up, firmly resolving to wage total and
unceasing war upon the secondof my sworn mortal enemies, the
mice. However, not wishing to totally disrupt the happiness
I was now enjoying, I decided to begin the battle on the mor-
row, cnd, 2t lastat peace with the world, nestled in my chair
in eager anticipation of an evening of comfort and pleasure.
The glowfrom the fireplzce diffused ruddily throughthe room,
and I sighed in deep luxury for pure joy of living.

I glanced dreeamily upword throughthe haze of smoke that
hung tenaciously in the air above me, and was brought crect
most hastily when I fully comprehended the "things" I shall
call them, that I saw in the smoke haze. I really don't know



%vhat "they", the "things", were, of course, but could only
sink back and gasp, "My word," at thc amazing events that
followed,

My pipe emitted smoke in great quantities; and, when I
think on it, the tobzeco must have been tempered with by the
devilish mice, 1I'1l fix them --- I'11 ---; but to get on, I
actually had seen figures in the smoke,

"FPigures, as I live and smoke, er --= I mean breathe,"
I muttered amazedly. "Good grocious me.% The figures resem=
bled most markedly human forms, and they capered about as if
dancing for Pan himself, Breathlessly, I wetched, as the
figures, condensing seemingly from the smoke, cavorted madly
about the room, Indecd, they seemed to have taken over my
very house, making themselves ot home, and teking quite com~
fortebly to verious articles around the room,

During this cmezing exhibition, I had loosely held my
pipe in my right hand, and wos now further astonished to feel
it jump and move, as if wenting freedom from e coznfiting
grasp. Indeed, this was true, as I fourd by gloncing toward
my hand. I was shocked to sec the elaborecsly carved ~herubs
on the bowl of the pipe come to life ond pronce oway with
several of the --= the --- the pixies, I sghelllczil taem,

Mearwhile, the hovwoc caused by the mischicvinus .mpe was
indescribable. A pair of them had succeedsd in lirtiag the
metel cap of on antique stein I had on the mantel. and were
industriously engogedin pushinga third member of their party
into the receptacle., As I turned my hend, my cyes resved upon
a whole crewor the little devilslaboriag heavily upon o vese
perched precariously on a smcll end teble. At last, they suc-
ceeded in tipping it to one sidc, so that it fell to the floor,
utterly smashing to bits. Oh, quite definitely so! Smashing
to bits, I meair., Awcy the pixies raced as angrily I storted

from my chair ard pursucd *hem,

Laughing at my futile cttempts to preveat them from des-
troying my prized possessions, the whole ragged mob of the
vaporous beings wexme nov intent upon the destruction of a
grandfother clock neur the door, One pixie kicked in the
gless; cnothicr bent the honds; a third swung on the pendulum,
while still enother ripped jugged gosbed in the wood with o
razor he had sounchuw procured from my medicise chest, and the
rest were equally divided in taking apart the works and at-
tempting to topple it to the floor. Unable to further wit-



‘ness such vandalism, I determined to end it, and sprang after
the creatures. Unfortunately, or, perhaps fortunately, I
tripped on the rug, which they had rumpled and eut to = good
degrec, and fell forward, one hand clutching o window shutter
and releasing the catch, thus throwing open the shuttor. Im-
mediately a cool breeze entered and rapidly cleered the room
of smoke,

At the first breath of fresh air, the creaturcs began to
waver and fade, ccasing their activitics. Nevertheless, ris-
ing, I threw open the other shutters, thus hastening their
departure. The little vandals fairly wailed in anguish at
having their gome thus put to so abrupt an end; but faded,
nonethelesse Wezrily, I returned to my chair, and sank into
its comforting depths, dreading what I would find, or should
I say, not find, when I ossessed the damoges. T leaned over
and retrieved my pipe from whercI hed dropped it when I stor—
ted from my cheir. Curiously, thc worved figures were still
there, Unwilling to belicve my cyes, I gazed fecrfully about
the room, ond to my extreme plecsure and 2stonishment, found
every object initsoriginal place; the clock in perfect con-
dition; the vase remarkably restored, and no pixies in my
stein! No pixies in my stein, Oh, good gracious MG, NO,
nonc at 211}

Astounded, I pondered over what had happened, wondering
what could have coused my --- my --- ry hallucinations., ot
finding an answer (as was usual), I picked up my pipe vwith =
feeling akinto admiration and placed it carefully in e glass
case, which I uscd from time to time to mount spccimens from
my butterfly hunts in.

I returned to the study, and idly picked up my pouch of
tobacco, noticing as I did so it's strange label. I held it
close to the fire, ond pecred more closely at it. I made out
one word on its foees One word. Catnip! Catnip? Catnip!d
Beyond the shadow of a doubt, catnip! “"Upon my word," T
gesped, "I must have confused packages!! I never realized I
had catnip! My word! And to think I smoked it! Actually
smoked it} Oh, dear me! And those things that happened, and
those things I saw! I think I saw them. Did I? I did., I
think, Perhaps I didn't! I wonder if Pussy sces the same
things when I give her o bit? Or do they look like cats? I
must ask her sometime. My word! Pixies! Catnip, Oh, dear
mes catnipl

- .l‘..
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(Some s¥orics arc forgotten olmost as soon a8 they are
printeds. Others stond the test of time. Ve wish we could
forget this one.

Because "Rejects of Space® has flunked this test flat,
1% has been nominated for SINISTERRA's H,ll ef Shams and is
printcd here,

Homintte your own fawvorite stinkers]! Scnd a letter to
us. 4ll suggestions arc morc than ignored. )

Hewt Curtain bent grimly over thc electromicroscope a
the end of his eluttercd laborctory, unheeding the long sh'wd-
ows that crept across the harsh, airless plain outside, Meny
hours had he stood thus, ummoving, grim, intcnt on the com-
plex instrument before him. Hewt Curtein, better known for
his dezzling exploits in space as Lieutenant Futile, was not
one to give up easily., Under the eclectromicroscope o picce
of newsprint lay which he scanned with set jaw ond scowling
visagg. He was rather ncarsighted,

Newt was thc son of the famous Doctor Curt Curtain, a
retired chiropodists Puttering aboutone day in his workshop
in kast Tersal, Visconsin, Dr. Curtein discovered by shecer
accident the principle which today drives our ships to the
stars {and out physicists to drink, beccouse theoreticclly it”
doesn't work,): The Tibia Effect, so celled beceause it reacts
on space rother like 2 kick in the shins. It hag much the
same effect on the ship's occupants, as you old spacehounds
well know, ;

Necdless to say, young Newt absorbed the Romance of Space



wvith his very Pablum, At the oge of twelve he had become @
strapping youth. Mostly he stropped smaller children., Con-
sequently he left school quite corly, at 8:45 A/MJ in fact,
end enlisted in the Solar Lunor Qutworlds Patrol, familinrly
known as 5/L.0.P,

During his reccruit treining he earned words of praisec
from Admiral Jettism, the space academy cormandant, = but he
never got them, Instend ---

"Curtein, why in the neme o! blame con't you learn to
steproff on your left foot when you morch? If anvbody is
cepable of stepping off on his left foot, it should be you -
you've got tuo of thenm,!

Gradunting with the highest honors the space accdemy
could bestowupon & moen who was uncble to read or write, Newt
wasscommissioned a fourth licutencnt in the patrol. He became
famous forthe weird crew who rode the space detours with him
in the dashing ship "Uomet" (The "W* is pronounced in the Ger-
manic fashion).

Kyuk, the robot, novigotor ¥par ordincire -- he who in
time of crisis would aluays help Newt find the airlock. Yoyo
the pathetic synthotic whose undercoocked plastic night melt
a bit in the heat and run at thc cdges, but vho was alvays
good to the last drip.

Ind finelly, weirdest of 211, Hircm Lefft, who had once
becn e humon being (of sorts). Lefft, an aging fomous (every
one is fomous in this, and you might ns well get used to it)
psychoncurotic, had been given cterncl life in a strange man-
ner, Before his death, his spinal cord and endocrinec system
werc placed in a cocktail sheker filled with sca woter ond
Wheaties, which was then hermeticelly sealed. There werc
thosc who felt that this procedure may heve hostencd Lefft!'s
cnd, but bc that as it may, in that shaker survived the per-
sonality of Hiroam Lefft! Hiram's contribution to Newt'!'s crew
was more subtle than that of Kyuk or Yoyo -- in foct nobody
knows vhot it was, not ceven Hewt himself. But that will give
you & rough idca why young Newt Curtain, at the tender age of
fifty three; was alrcody known throughout the system as ---
Licutenant Futile!

Vherc the Patrol rode, cven in those farst wild ycors of
the frontier in space, evildoers cowercd and honest citizens
knew safety. Where Licutenont Futile rode, however, the re-
verse was generclly true,



One of his carliest legends concerns his rescue of Hcken
Seok, the pirate, from an cnraged mob, Sack, & villain through
and through (and 2lso 2round and cbout), had finally been
copturedin o foolhardy attemptto rob the payroll of hsteroid
Mctals, Inc. on Ceres, Hed he but known, to coin a phrase,
that the company wes flat broke, he could have saved himself
the trouble,

The outraged Cerean colonists, snarling drunk on the
native bevercge Ypflerd" (dissel fuel laced with old emalgam
from the refinery sump), dctermined to end Scek's sed life
by lynching him. But nol -- not with Lieutenant Futile near,

Crash landing his ship (os ususl) in the middle of the
village, Futilc wrested the Sad Soek from the clutching hands
and began marching him toward the "Womect', Hesiteting for a
moment over whcther to step off with the port or starboard
one of his twe left foet, he inndvertently stepped off with
both and dropped his blaster. In the ensuing confusion Scak
grobbed the blaster and escaped with the "Womet'. This was
ecasier than it sounds (yet), as Kyuk, the robot, hod unshipped
his legs in order to shine his footplates morc casily, cnd
Yoyo, thc pathetic synthetic, hod gone to sleep beside the
engines cgein end meited himself into an utter puddle, a con-
dition from which it alweys took him somc time to rccover,
Hiram Lefft rattled the stirring rod of his shaker like mad,
but noone peid much attention, The resultant publicity carnecd
Newt Curtain an assignment on special detached service, "in
chorge of all space more than six light years from any inha-
bited planet," on condition that he ncver comc inside the
orbit of Urconus except under officiel escort,

So now, at the height of his, you should pardon the ex-
pression, cereer, we find Newt Curtain standing over the el-
ectromicroscope with the scrap of newsprint clamped on it,
staring grimly, silently, patiently, intently, dauntlessly,
gallantly, doggedly, relentlessly --- oh what!s thc use?

He's reading the funnies, and he'll be at it for hours.

Let's go shoot pool,

#Furthcr adventures of Licutenant Futile will appear in
this magazine over our dead body.
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Kindergarten Questions
on Inseystellar Navigation

How far away are the planets?
How many light years apart?
Safely to land in one's old age,
What youthful age must one start?

Galaxios, - are they oxpanding?
Can we pass outside our own?

How mony stars in a cluster?
How may an orbit be showm?

Distance - (too great now to measure
less than in lifetimes of years) -
Will it be conquered for pleasure
Or to prove Man morc than foars?

When 211 these gquestions are answered
Would it not be rather odd

If they proved our great Solar System
Is only a Molecule of God!

To L.L. Martin Wall

Erato, forced into a rigid corselet of styia

and dressed by scholars in affected words of poesy
(Struggling to breathe benmeath this cheap finery
Thot smothers a1l her besuty but her smile - )
With timeless patience lets pcdants caress

The superficial beauty of her formal dress.

But when o worshipper with more secing eyes
Looks from his heart beyond her flowery gorb
Seeking & beouty not of noun nor verb

With that mute passion words can but disguise,
Erato shows herself ag neked as the truth

And fills his soul with her eternal youth.
Grammarians quibble over an empty govn -~
While Poets make the living Muse their ownl



SPACEBLUES #1 - Autumn C( ¥z
hAugust Adelund

You'll never know, you'll ncver guess
The beauty and the loneliness

Of fallen leaves and brsnches bare-

Of roinswept skics and dempfilled air -
Of sodden earth vhose promigse sleeps
Until the planet southward sweeps...

Unless, spacebound, you've watched Earth fall }
Into o distant, blue-green ball, i oo
And tasted but the tropic air f (7 A
The spececans hold, knowing that there -~ f: J
Will be ~ for you - no more at all \\\ /

0f the sowmber charm of Terrals 'Fallt,

BLACK MAGIC -~ G. k. Corr

Fother Time is o wicked mngician
Thot will not leave benuty alone.
He withers the loveliest flower
And crumtles the hardest of stone.

His horrid and loathsome tlack magic
Robs us 211 of the things we hold fast...
Tnkeos our beauty and youth, strength and

wisdom,
4and oven our life ot the lest,

Spaceblues 42 - Young FPhilosopher
auzugt adelund
Honor is better than kisses, but who
Is old enough to know that, are you?
Virtus is better than passion, they say,
Who fold their hands and kneel and pray.
Honor and Virtue are decent and right,
But kisses are sweet end passion, delight,
In the cold night my honor may gusrd me from harm,
But Virtue's too chilly to help keep me varm!)
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