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THE WAR-FLUNG WAYS;
Or Random Notes Taken Down by a Svace Wanuerer

Tohrlah, 0gsis City--

The clattering wechanized 'nillar storms up the last red
dune and swings dizzily to a hait at tho station on the outskirts of
Tohrlgh,

Tohrlah is £ city of domee, hermispharical houses, in a rad
Jurble, some squat and low, and others towse ing high, pierced by round
doors and windows, ‘with br-ad stretches between some through which roar
the Martian gales, ond hardiy walkirg room between others---all, in
cormon fighting the onrush o? viling red sand errstals.

It is a frontier town, visited by hardy "goral™ who come
To enjoy themselves here, and adventuresome tourists on thousand mile
Journeys to see "Rac Nehrin," the eternal Sand Srout.

To the right is =& junction of two cahals, along whieh

flower a few desert plants, crimeon, and elinging to the shifting
sands for a meagre hardinood.. . . . . ..

"Rac Hehrin" is a whirling, twisting swout of red dust,
swirling eternally uznward in a straight sviral to rushroorm out and
gredually be blown out and over the Lartian surface for miles., It is
8 true and awe-inspiring riracle of naturs rroduced by the hot derert
Winds meeting the dey water of the cannl Junctien.

ADVEERKETISENELNT--.%hen you buy seientific and fantasy fic-
tion, don't forget where to go for the largest and most corplete

ALOok in the United Stsies. Prices reasonable. Wiat d2 you want?

slusr B, Weinman, 57 Lyndhurst S%., Rochezter, I.Y. Science-Fictionist



THE MYET.KY OF TiHE ;htlDﬂALn ASYLUH
oy
Jack Erman

Whet has gonz hofors: Dr Eril Juliws raintains Broadvwalk Agylunm osten-
sibly for the insan: but in ~ctuslity as o sini-
a2y .xnerimcntal. institut: fcr his own investigations. Ir Chas Jerd,
2G zesistaont, comcs to suspcet that things arce not what thep scon =t
asylur. One day Ward ie shovwn an axtracrdinory casc of wmeturorphos
-is, o rap revertod to roxtilo-wman besuus: ho (the "agtisngT ) balieves
hirzecl? tc te in o uwrehistoric cnvironment. Jord mentions Dunnc, of
"Exririrent with Timo", ot whieh Juliue buoccres axeitcd., avers "he was
tho first te revsrss r.ineornation thkru hywnctism...but not ths lasti”
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L now niarsc ie wagaged by the designing Dr Julius, young Doro-
thy Leonc, He is clated te lzarn of har unusual intuitive zowaers for
ho's bzon searching o:as.lcssly for just sueh « subjuct sincs his last
disd or th-. very vorg: of suez2z8s. A ran oY Wornn scnsitive to things-
to_cor2 thot-currants:- With.such o .one teo nveil future cvenrnts for him
ho'll becere a Zlans%h-dcfring powamw n—
But first h: rust send the mind
back. Ho *61ls ont his Fsrchie Ragister, a machine of rirrers & lites
& puffing out «r ovcrpewering inceons~. Dorothy, unawarc of his pori-
lous purposc, soon is lost--has bion resterd rmontally & orderd into...
aneientry. Tire turns back 3¢C yaars, & hor norsonility’ rceedes to tho
17tk conbury ...a8l . - !
Uhen ‘iard discovsrs Dorothy o pationt! he's' incraedu-
lous, For he's mst her forroerly, snows what o healthy, strong mind shc
hid. He ean't ercdit that it could have snart involuntorily., Uhen ar
Juliug has a brief heart attnck, co-ineident with which Dorothy moren-
tarily recognizes Ward, only to revert to 160( dircetly the Dr recovers
voung Werd ro.lizes Juliue ecxerts-hyinoticontrol over her--& mrobably
his other "raticnts" as welll

Ward nolzes rm o ally of Julius' mute ser-
vant--whosz sicoeh the gray genius robbsd by hyynotisk--by Zrowmising
tho »athatic figure he shall srneak agiin.  Thru = cciling spy-hcle,
shown him by the wordlcss one, Wnrd on: nit: watchce from a rcom zbove,
looks down irn%c thr Dr's lob, witnesscs cne of his oxperiments. He
s30s the Psychic Registor in-o_.oreation, o ran's rmind invoked shcad to
the dote of his duatk in u rrevicus inearnation., Julius cx:icets the
rind t¢ slir fror this incarnztion's ~rd into tho begiluning of the n:xxt
but sormothiing soes wrong & the vietim dies.

The ncxt day Julius states
e nust visit town, infernrs Ward cxrlicitly that he doecsnt wish him in
the houss during his ibecnec, that ke shall confine himself to the ad-
Jeining asylur whers 6¥dinary eacs2e ars kant. Af4crithé Drohas left,
rowever, Ward ronages te diszose of the housekesiar for the afteurnoon
80 he rmay invostigatce tunaisturbd. H2 locatss Dorothy Lanc & attonpts
tg pgll her rind forward tc tho wrascnt. Just as he has hor re-living
within 2 fo7 rinutese of .th4 4irme shoe was hyrnotized by tho Psychic Regi
~ster, Julius ro-apninrs! o el T
Ward frantiely urg:s Dorothy's memery for-
ward as tho infuriat~ed Dr dssc:nds uron thom, But Julius borss a tole-
pathicormmand into her krain that Ward dess not have the power to count-
aract,
43.
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The 1lay quiskly cores to i%s -oxuoztud but nons-the-lose ox-
citing ecnslusicn. Tard aeecusof Julius of rurd.r & t+he maniacal mal
-sractice cf seicne:. Julius is standing by tho panel which locks
in tk: lizard-man, o formar assceidtz who olvoscd him., The vengeance
-sseking s.rvant zush:s the button; the board slides ssids; Julius
is s2iz=d from behind by the saurian-scientist--& killed. '

At the
doath of the Dr, eyaryone ics roleast fror his influcenea: the mute ra-
gains hie voien, Derothy her identity of tcday,. the other patioents re
-turn to the pressont, & the ourtain closes on the curious case of the
Broadwalk Asylir. .

CRISCN CRYSTALS
{4 Prose Pastel)

The wind eddied the red sand errstals into crim-
son .whorls snd curves of unknown deterrinations. Red it
was, and erimson tco - the very wind fannsled redly into
the far skics above while stalngrnites Hurled themsslves
fror the occhre dust to meet the lowering skics.

Bloocd-rzd crystals ryramzidcd and cascaded into
outré alien things - melted, diegsgolved ‘to becconme. again
one with trhe wastes. 7TPhen madly coff t¢ a far-distant
rendezvous they went on scarlet ypinions, hurtling, tumb-
ling until their song shatterod the windy tucmlt.

My weary eyes lifted and watched the barren sands
rush off to a stovy at the horizon-distant canali.

~.Earl Ehlert

THE LAST NIGHT
' Y b:’
~ wxClark Askhton Suith
I drearmnd g drzan: I stood ugon a height, -
A mountain's utrost cminence of snow,
Whenoee 1 beheld the »lain outflung bslow
To.a far sea-horizon, dir and white.
Beneath the sun's expiring light,
The d2ad world lay, phantasmally aglow;
Its. last fear-weight:d veice, a wind, came low,
The distant s2a luy hushed, as with affright.

I watcelred, and lo! $hes pale and: flickering sun,
In agony and fisrcs despair, flamed high,
And shadow-slain, went out  uron: the gloom.
Then Night, that grim, gigantie struggle won,
Irrended for a breath on wings af doon,
And through the air £5ll like a falling sky.

(Frorm "The Star-Treadsr snd Other Poems” by CASmith)
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‘WAS IT COWSOIENCE?
by :
Angoale J. Ciulls

Your cottage, dector Jeremian T. Willis, this nodngt struc-

turz furnishing tho solituds you:so desired, scems the very vortex

f ths raging infarno without. Sou, the sky cracks oren and forked
1ightning Jabe yarthward. And thosoe sturdy rines and mwighty oaks SO
rlsntiful about your home, they crosk and grosn, bent precariously
by sn enraged wind battaring all obetaolas within its path., Quite o
storr you have, doecter. Unlike snything ycu'vn ScCen before. But
then, storms never disturbed you bofcre. TIhis ig difforent, It'S
your storm.. Fou must admit you're a bit frightened, -

And dector, nmeditate awhile. In wour nind's oye, con't you
sec the orerating rccem, the nurses flitting about, Doctor Jormyn 80
absurdly solemn, and Johnson on the cwnerating table. It susmed so
unbelievable that this helrless nan on.the .tsble could bring suoh
havoe in your rpromising carc.r. And because ha held your note for
$20,000 you killed Johnson.

It wos o difficult operation. But you. dgeter, you whosgé
stoadiness of hand sarned rasnact anc rocognition in your nrofession,
ecut too dzer. Whzt 2 turbulencc that ecnused! But Johnson died. You
killed him. You recall tho 1n0k of horror in thes 6GUeS o? tha nurses,
and that of nuzzlement in DT. Jorryn's? Or was 1t sognizanca? - Have
you no compunctiong, doctor? You killed a man tonight.

And new you sit at hore, while the waathar protaets without.
You're frightened a bit. You cower at aach flush of lightning, and
at the crash +hat fellows you give an involuntary start. And those
brarchae about tha windovs, cranking and sWishing about, they make
the weoirdest notterns and the cericst sounds. Hah, you shiver. That
dank coldnecss envaloning you can be n draft. But the doors and Wwin-
dows arc well sealed, and it's warm inside.

.4

Your cycs are wild. Do you 8ncC something that isn't there?
Johnson is dead. You killed him.. You're getting panicky, dector.
You'rs losing comnlete control of yourself?. Look st your hends, no
longur capable end staady. And your fecn, s rallid as Johneon's.
ngten to tho rain slanping ugeinst the windows. Joknson., Jchnson.
Johnson. Don't cover your rars, doctor, you'll henr 1t aniywal. S0,
you cowsr, und your mouth's frothy. You'rs going mad, mad with fear.
You killed Johnson. You kxilled him, though’ th~ Lord hath said, "Thou
shalt not kill." Yet you did. ’

' quulze, doctor, suffer; suffecy tho torturos of the darned. You
thlnk'tno sound of humen voieces would leond courago and sanity to you.
Apd W}th trerbling fingars bsyond ruscular control, you fumbie with
tue d1g¥s of your radic ant. Buh the angercd clemonts have wrocked
;;1 redio recevtion and you must suifer alene. You murdered Johrson.
1no ﬁa1llng of tha unfsttercd wirnd, the cracking and erashing of ma-
jestic trees, and the rythom of rain battering your solitary hore;
that is all for you. ) '

45‘
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Your haart grows cold at the zig zag coursing of lightning

for you, and yeu Jumyp ab ths asr-splitting crash that followe.
and now thoso figurce danoing rhoultshly about ths room,. dpctox, 8re
thsy reflections fron the Piraplacs? Ur aro thoy dgqueons dancing, and

reaching

clawing for you? You are rad, +doctor. -

r

‘!

You killed a ran. ‘Yourki11@§4ﬁ:ﬂan, You killed & men. The
wind howls if at ygou. Every bourd in wouw cottuge srenizs it. You're &

rurdorer.

You're mad. “Cnast your wild, staring.eres ol the

fire, LooOKk

the flares.lear higher,‘hipher, higher. They :twist and turn: and dance
ard whirl. Thare, do, 04 spge him. It's Johnson. His face
in the flesmes. Strangh, that he sheuld seer sC eheirful, e is laugh-
ing., doctor, iasghing ut pou {n ranghrs glao. Tou think {t
+0f your tortured brain. But, lock again. It ie "Johnson, 2
He's in the firerlacs, l1aazhing. Loos hu-axisct you to joir him soomn?

, mirrored

'e a figuent
dead man.

And mot your: lauphing, Doater Willie, but your lsusntar ie
not & plessant sound. ull vourgsif sogathoar. Trova's no

hyastorien. ook, no

naad for

gona now. Coma, eontrol yourself. and remd tho

8
nowgsaper that Just arrived. koo did it ocma from? Who kpows? Who
.

would dalivsr onn in

words do

hig wasthor® She nendlines, dootor,,
squirr and 1e8 sbout !  And, gmén of living flamas

Roud, - doctor, read, "Dostor Jorcmiah Willie Found Dead.”
doctor, you're'dbgdﬂ ‘hhe headlinz says: 80. There must be
_take., Johnsor 1s dea@ﬂ..Xcu 11124 Rim. But the paker 8&7
end serean your head off. The nowsdapor says you're dead.

Run, run

?hrow that lying xaper in the Pi48% 0O

-

look, tho
they ceen!
It's you,
some mis-
8 you are.

Doctor Jeromigh T. Willis, ou should EA¥o been more careful,
In your ranicky flight you didn't soe the stool bofore the

did you?

And it 18 mo ona's faul%s but your own'tEat you o

fireplace,
1il, your

.hoad striking the pointed andiron. Johnson is desd., You killed him.
You are dcdd, too, ‘doctor. The newspabeXr NOW burning mwerril
fireplace £a)s SO.

. CUNTRAST

. From "An Qde to Scisnca," by Edgar Allaﬁ-Poe:u

"

Haest thou mMot dragged Liana from her car?
And driven the Hamadrad fron the woed
To gsak a shslter in sowe hapriaer star?

Hast thou not torn , .’ . . . froc me
The summer drear beneath ths tamarind trea?

From "Watehars of-the Sky," by, Alfred Joyes:
#hols have saiﬁ'that-knowluigé-drivué out wonder
/ from the world;
Thay'll say it still, though all the dust's ablaze
With miracles at their feet.

ee-"Pid-Bits Thru the Yrs"
46.
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THE ENCHANTED ISLE
by
Larry B. Farsaci

Far out in the deeps of distance, berond the sea's
horizon, lies g haven unknown %o rortal man. Crystal-tivned waves
encircle 1t always, waves that have never Xnown ripple from tempest-
tossed waters, It 1s an isle of eternsal peace and of ultimgtes in
beauty, a fairy-gem that has by error Pallen through vast spaces to
earth, from a suvra-world of unblemished design., Though earth-bound
i{* is inseparable from alien dimensions. No mortal eye has ever glimp
-s8d its beauties, excent in dream: though vessels have sailed past
and through 1t. 4 timeless land, too beautiful for description, 1t
has lain serene through the ages, a utoria too fair for any earth-lan-
guage to do justice to, excert simile with some celestial gem.

No storm-wind has ever rushed discord into its synvhonic en-
chantments. 0Out of the vold it must have come in ages unknown, per-
haps at dawn of birth. For like its crystal-tipped waves to tempest-
tossed seas, it is oblivious to any of the energies we call destruc-
tion. Like a god it has lgin with 1ts transcending beauties, born of
light from another sphere, ealm snd serene, even through the cataclysnm
that was Atlantis, which rose and fell beside it, feeling as little of
the Involved energies as observers feol the rush of conflict in & far-
off nova., But it is not strange that this ord has been glimpsed by no
zan, except perhaps in flight of dreaw, for its placid wgters reflect
no known star of our heaven.

There the nights are c¢f, nore rssplendent glory, the stars less
far-away and of purer color, born of unfamilinr cayers of atom........
& strange light invisible excexnt to the fairy-like beings who inhabit
the sphere. The light of day there gives birth to things half-comvosed
of matter, of indeseribable beauty, inherently of an essence which we
of earth would call "nothing" -- the fulfiliment of angelic spirit.



