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"Iet us, by all means, be luecid,"
said QGorpono %o - Slith, Slith
fluttered his reptile tongue and
turned his morbid eyes +o0 me,
"Yes," he said, "let us, certain-
ly ve lucid, Bradbury. From now
on use a contents page in Futuria
Fantasia," And he spanked his
teil slickly on my typewriter,
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— ik j i I don't mind Slith so much, he's

only - a little anachronistic rep-
: 9 [ gOﬂ g tile, a descendent of happier
# df?a/ days in dinosaurial dawndom, I
‘ ; never feared Slith, But Gorgonol

Gorgono pierced me with his slan-
ting green, clear eyes, heavy-lid
ded, extending one claw and at-
tempting to keep it from shaking
while his pointed ears stood up
straight, A moment before he had
been hunting fleas in the fertile
hair that clothed his nuscular
limbs, but now he was serious, so
' i very serious it frightened me,
And when the thunder-voiced, evil-eyed, shaggy haired and mons-
trous Gorgono reclined on the shelf over my head saliva droo-
ling with silent precision from his pendulous lips and gave orders
I hastened to obey them, Gorgono was the voice of the crities
--the ogre of opinion, the harsh guttural commandment of style and
fashion, And now Gorgono had grumbled, "Humber your pages from-
now on, MISTER Bradbury or else YOUR number!ll be up, Vhy, Gad,
man, the last issue of Futuria Fantasia I didn't know if I was
coming or-going, the way you heiroglyphed +the sheets,. And I
might add, you're going to use cven margins from here on in,"
"Okay, okay, okay," I said, slinking with flushed visage behid

my stencils, "But from now on Futuria Fantesia will be ten cents
" gtraight an issue, Ten cents straight,” "Agreed," snapped GOre
. gono, "if you are necater, But you must be new, neotiric, differ-

ent."- Then I flashed them the newly processed cover done by Bok,
nGods!" bellowed Gorgono., "That is stupendousi™ A fine beginning,
mortal, a very fine beginningl" Slith agrecd by pounding vigo=-
rously on the teble with his scaly rump, "And wait until you
read Monroe's yarn," I jubilantly exclaimed, YIt's not science--
fiction, but it's certainly a fine bit of story.," "Yes," said Gor
gono, "this-issue looks much better, Clad to see you've added two
new authors, Damon Knight and Joe Kelleam from Astounding, Ifll
have to remind the fans to send in their dimes for this issue-and
perhaps support you o little more than they have with letters, But
we'll see about that," He got up, stretched, yawned, and vanished
in & beleching ball of flame, "Ycs,"said Slith, "we'll seel" And
he too vanished with a sharp pop. All was quiet. I went back to
my stencils and my opium, ‘ THE EDITOR.
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1L by 21r8 HOMROL

"How dare you make such a suggestion!"

The state physician doggedly stuck by his position. "I would not
make it, sire, it your lite were not at stake. There is no other sur=-
geon :n the Fatherland who can transplant a pituitary gland but Doctor
Langa”

"You will operatel"
The medico shook his head. "You would die, Leader. My skill

i
not adequate. And unless the operation takes place at once, you wil
cerfainly dies"

B
|

The Leader stormed about the apartment. He seemed about to give
way to one ot the girlish bursts ot anger +that even the inner state
clique teared so much. Surprisingly he capitulated.

"Bring him herel" he ordered.

DOCTOR LANS FACED THE LEADER with inherent dignity, a dignity and
presence that three yecars of "protective custody" had bzen wunable to
shake. The pallor and gauntness ot the concentration camp lay upon
him, but his race was used to oppression. M see, he sald., MYes, |
see..sl can pertorm that operation. What are your tcrms?V

"Terms?" The Lecader was aghast. "Terms, vyou filthy swine? You
are being given a chance to redeem in part the sins ot your racel"

The surgeon raised his brows. "Do you not think | know that you
would not have sent tor mec had there been any other course available
to you? Obviously, my services have become valuable."

"Xou'll do as you are told! VYou and your kind are lucky to be
alived'

"Nevertheless | shall not operate without my teec."
"l said you were lucky to be alive-=" The tonz was an open threat.
Lans sprecad his hands. "Wecll-=1 am an old man..."

The Leader smileds "True. But | am informzd that you have a---,
-3 familyco-o"

The surgeon moistzned his lips. His Emma--they would hurt his
Emma.seand his littlc Rosc. But he must bc brave, as Emma would have
him be. He was playing for high stakes--for all ot them. "They can-
not be worse off dead," hc answered tirmly, "than they arc now."
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It was many hours betore the Lecader was convinced that Lans
could not be budged. He shoufd have known--the surgeon had learned
tortitude at his mother'!s brecast.

"What is your tee?"

"A passport tor myselt and my tamily."
"Good riddancec.”

"My personal tortune restored to me-="

"Very well,"

"Meeto be paid in gold betorz | operatel™

The Leader started to object automatically, then checked himsel#t
quickly. Let the presumptuvous fool think sol 1| could be corrected
atter the opceration,

"And the operation to take place in a hospital on torecign soil."

"pPreposterouss”

"I must insist "

"You do not trust me?"

Lans stared straight back into his ecyes without replying. The
Leader struck him, hard, across the mouth., The surgeon made no eft-
ort to avold the blow, but took it, with no change ot expression.

"YOU AKE WILLING TO GO THKOUGH WITH IT, SAMUELZ"™ The younger
man looked at Doctor Lans without fcar as he answered,

"Certainly, Doctor."

"I can not guarantee that you will recover. The Leader's pitui=-
tary gland is discased; when | exchange it for your hecalthy one your
.younger one may not be able to stand up under it==that is the chance
y ou fﬁke. Besides = a complete transplanting has never been done be-
tore,

"| know it==but I'm out of the concentration campl™

"Yes. Yes, that is truc. And it you do recover, you are free.
And | will attend you myselt, until you are well enough to travel."

Samuel smiled. "It will be & positive joy to be sick in a coun
try where there are no concentration camps!"

"Wery well, then. Let us commence."

They returned to the silent, nervous group at the other end of
the roome Grimly the money was counted out, every penny that the fam-



ous surgeon had laid claim to before the Leader had decided that men
ot his religion had no need tor money. Lans placed halft of the gold
in a money belt and strapped it around his waist. His wite concealec
the other halt somewhere about her ample person.

IT WAS AN hour and twenty minutes later that Lans put down the
last instrument, nodded to the surgeons assisting him, and commenced
to strip ott operating gloves. He took one last look at his two pat-
ignts betore he lett the room. They were anonymous under the sterile
gowns and dressings. Had he not known, he could not have guessed
dictator trom oppresseds Come to think of it, with the exchangz of
those two tiny glands there was something ot the dictator in his vic-
tim and something oft.the victim In the dictator.

DOCTOR LANS FETURNED TO THE hospital later in the day, atter sce-

ing his wite and deughter safely settled 1in a tirst class hotel. It
was an extravagence, in view ot his uncecrtain prospects as a retugec,
but they had ecnjoyed no luxurics tor years back there---he didn't con-

sidzr it his home country--and it was justifiad TRhis onces

He inquircd at the oftice ot thz hospital for his second patient,
The clerk looked puzzled. "But he is not hcressl"

"Not here?2"

"Why, noe. He was moved at the same time as His Excellency-=-=back
to your country,"

Lans did not arguee. The trick was obvious; it was too late to do
anything for poor Samuel. He thanked his God that he had had thz tore
sight to place himself and his family beyond the reach ot such brutal
injustice betore operatings He thanked the clerk and lett.

THE LEADER RECOVERED CONSCIOUSNESS AT LAST. His brain was con-
tused--then he recalled the events betorc he had gone to sleep. The
opcrationl-~it was over! And he was alive! He had never admitted to

anyone how terribly frightened he had bzen at the prospecct. But he
had lived=-he had lived! H ¢ groped around tor the bellcord, and
failing to tind it, gradually torced his eyes to focus on the ‘room.

What outrageous nonscnse was this? This was no sort of a room tor the
Leader to convalesce in. He took in the dirty white-washed ceiling,
and the bare wooden floor with distaste. And the bed! |t was no more
than a cot!

He shouteds. Someone came in, a man wecaring a unitorm ot a troo-
per in his favorite corps. He started to give him the tongue-lashing
ot his lite, before having him arrzsted. But he was cut short.

"Cut out the racket, you unholy pigt"

At first he was too astounded to answer, then he shricked, "Stand
at attention when you address the Leader! Salutel"

The trooper Iboked dumbtounded at the sick man -- so totally dif-
tfterent in appcarance from the Leader, then gutftfawed. He stepped to
the cot, struck a pose with his right arm raised in salute. He carried



a rubber trunchcon in it. "Mail to our lLecader!" he shouted, and
brought his arm down smartly. The truncheon crashed into the sick
man's check bonec.

Another trooper camz in to sce what the noise was while the
tirst was still laughing at his witicism., "What's up, Jon? Say,
you'!d better not handlec that monkey too rough--he's still carried on
the hospital list." He glanced casvally at the bloody face.

"im? Didn't you know?" Jon pulled him to onc side and whis=
pcred.

The seccond man's cyes widened; he grinnede "Sof They dont't
want him to get well, eh? Well, | could use a little exercise this
morning=="

"Letts get Fats," the other suggested. "Hets always so  very
amusing with his idcas.

"Good ldca." He steppcd to the door and bellowed , "Hey, Fatst"
They didn't really start in on him until Fats was therc to help.

THE END

the phantoms 4y

All day they p|aycd among the purple flowcrs JZEfy
That lay like trozen tlames upon the lawn;
Or drcamed within the shadows ot the fowzrs

Whose turret tops were painted as the dawn.

Bright was thc garden; peacec went ceverywhere

There was no brecath of movemznt nor any sound u{,/6162£bﬁb/pyb
Savz buttertlies that clove the “heavy air,

Or when the bright ftruit dropped slowly to the ground.

Then the tlowers drooped, from siliver thorns that torey

Too soon the sun had died in amber smoke,

And frightened now but silent as betorc

The phantoms watched the garden change its cloak.

Great sable moths flew out, and one by one
The towers melted with the tallen sun.
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THOUGHTS ON
745
WORLDSTATE

The hideous Mrs Kuttner returns
with an ecqually hideous tale. We
absolutely guarantee this story
will induce nausea and slight
regurgitation. Lecad on,McKuttner!

[’7 /Lerz Ty [az‘me'z

| have, as usuval, been brooding over the intricacies ot mod-
ern civilizations |t seems to me that life is a peculiarly tu-
tile businesss This mood of mine may, perhaps, be attributed to
my recent tragic encounter with a horse at the corner ot 42nd and
Broadway.

| shall not dwell upon that incident, save to mention briet-
ly that horses should, at least, be careful of what they eat, One
never knows the result ot the most innocent action, and that, by
imperceptible degrees, brings me to the subject ot this article,
PLAYING FAIR WITH FANS, or, FANTASTIC DECENCY.:

|+ has been said land very loudly, too) that ftans tight
fot. Well, | do not care to retute that; | happen to know that a
Calitornian tan, a Mr. Ackerman, is in the habit ot knocking down
visitors and kicking them in strategic places. The question nat=-
urally arises, does fantasy lead to sadism®

| am reminded ot the remarkable case ot Scarlett O'God, an,.
ardent tan whose tininess led to her being occasionally called by
the diminutive, or tanny. This may secem somewhat contusing at
tirst glances Let us, theretore, go hastily on to the next para-
graphe

| should, perhaps, mention a mysterious white=bearded gen=-
tleman called Tarboth the damned, or Toby, since he played a sig-
nificant role in the incident., It was he who listened, toying at

his beard 1dly, while Scarlett feverishly upheld her position a-
gainst the onslaughts of her toes. Just what caused the argument
| cannot recall at the moment. Nor does it matter especlally. |
believe it had something to do with Scarlett'!s being locked -out
of the Sanctuary, or Washroom, by previous arrivals.

Mocked, scorned, and jeered at, Scarlett at tirst said no=-
thinge Ultimately, however, she lost her temper and cursed her
enemies roundly. "I would,"™ she observed with fteeling, "sell my
soul to the devil in order to obtain vengeancel"
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At this moment the white-bearded gentflieman smiled unplea--
sently and vanished. Simultaneously lightning struck the Sanc-
tuary and demolished it, to the natural discomfiture of the occu-
pantse Laughing in a triumphant manner, Scarlett departed.

But the seceds of doom were already sown within her soul. Nof
until she was soaked to the skin did shez realize the ghastly and
hideous truth. Then, looking up, she saw that above her hovered
a-small black cloud, trom which rain wes steadily descending. As
shz recalized the terror ot her position, black horror tlooded the
girl. SHE HAD BECOME ALLEFGIC TO WEATHER!

Well, atter that, ot course, matters got steadily worsz, She
was driven trom home, after blasting the bathtub and spoiling 8
valuable Angora kitten. (it was later made into a mutt, but moths
got into it. That, however, is another story, and not an espec-
ially good ones) v :

Poor Scarlett was excluded ftrom all fan gatherings. Sun
stroke and eclipse were her constant companions. She came with
the deluge and was gone with the winde

The girl was utterly friendlesss She roamzd wildly here and

there, haggard, careworn and miserable, in a tattered gown made
trom the covers of AMAZING STOKIES. At night people could hear
her moaning under their windows, and they huddled closer to the

tire, whispering, "Fetch att the rum, Darbyl Evil walks abroad
toniaht and | feel my soul shvudder in me. No soda, thanksi"

Hopeless and torlorn, Scarlett stowed away on a schooner out
for.Hong Kongse But she was discovered, cursed tor a Jonah, and
set ashore on & cannibal isle in the South Secas.

I't was a blessing in disguise. The natives mistook her for
a goddesss They were used to bad weather, and did not attribute
the altered climate to Scarlett,

So they garlanded her with leis and made her their queen.

And she rained happily ever atter.

Would you stroll with me, my loved onec
'Neath the pale Venusian Moon,
Where its misty orb goes dritting,

Waning, darling, all too soon?
Would you gaze into the rainbow _fmp'
Where the lunar moonbeams play, d;ud

Could it be you'd softly answer ?
"Yes, tor all those things | pray? -

It it's so, my darling, kick me, -
For I'd surely be a ninny, :

Making love by Venus moonlight-
When=-you sec=- there isn't anyl

by J<HAFVEY H AGGARD




THE PIPER 70N 'zeyno/a/d

"LORD! HE'S TH EFE AGAIN! HE'S THEFE! LOOK("
the old man croaked, jabbing a calloused tin-
gzr at the burial hill. "OId Piper again! As

’_/>’ —*i::i::::;>crazy as a loonl Every year that wayl"
{s’

r; The Martian boy at the feet of thee old
/// =3 man stirred his thin reddish fcet in the soil
/) \é;;f/ and attixed his large green eyes upon burial
Q{‘// hill where the Piper stood. "Why does he do
: \(/‘" ( that?" asked the boy.
Q\"Ah?" The old man's lcathery tacec rumpled into a maze ot wrin-

klesY&’”Hﬂ's crazy, that's what. Stands up there piping on his mu-
sic n(sunscf)unfnl dawn."

hg fhln iping sounds squealed in the dusk, echoed back from
N s, WQrL lost in melancholy silence; fadlng. Then lou=~
der, h igher, ingsdnely, crying with shrill voice.

.ﬂ“"l

The Piper was a tall, gaunt man, tacec as pale and wan as Ma r-
tian moons, cyes electrical purple, standing against the sott of the
dusking heaven, holding his pipe to his lips, playing. The Piper ==
a silhouettec == & symbol -- a melody.

"Where did the Piper come trom2" asked the Martian boy.

"From Venus." The old man took out his pipe and filled it. Oh,
somc twenty years ago or more, on the projectile with the Terrestri-
anss | arrived on the same ship, coming from Earth, we shared a dou
ble scat together."

"What is his name2"™ Again the boyish, cager voice.

"I can't remember. | don't think | ever knew, really."

A vague rustling sound came into zxistences The Piper contin=-
ved playing, paying no hecd to it. From the darkness, across the
star=jewelled horizon, ceme mysterious shapes, creeping, crecping.

"Mars 1s a-dying world," the old man said. "No%hung ever hap-
pens of much gravity. The Piper, | belicve, is an exile."

The stars trembled like retlections in water, dancing with the
musice

"An 2xiles"™ The old man continued. "Something like a leper.

They called him THE BRILLIANT. He was the ecpitome of all Venerian
culture until the Earthmen came with their greedy incorporations and
licentious harlnts. The Earthlings outlawed him, sent him here to

Mars to live out his days."
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"Mars is a dying world," repeated the boy. "A dying world. How
many Martians are there, sire"

The old man chuckled. "l guess maybe you are fh¢ last pure Mar-
tian alive, boy. But there are millions ot others."

"Where do they live? | have never seen them."
"You are young. You have much to see, much to learn."
"Where do they live2"

"Qut there, beyond the mountains, beyond thez dead seca bottoms,
over the horizon and to the north, in the caves, tar back in the
subterrane.”

"Why atll

"Why? Now that's hard to say. They were a brilliant race once
upon a time. But something happened to them, hybrided them. They
are unintelligent creatures now, cruec! beasts."

"Does Earth own Mars2?" the little boy's eyes were riveted upon
thz glowing planet overhead, the green planct.

"Yes, all of Mars. Earth has three cities here, ecach containing
one thousand people’s The closest city is a mile trom here, down the
road, a group of small metal bubble=like buildings. The men from
Earth move about among the buildings like ants enclosed in their
space suitss They are miners. With their huge machines they rip o-
pen the bowels of our olanef and dig out our precious lite-blood
from the minzral arterics.”

“le ¥hatr alig?

"That is all." The old man shook his head sadly. ™No culture,
no art, no purpose. Greedy, hopelecss Earthlings."

"And the other two cities---where are they?!

: "One is up the same cobbled road tive miles, the third is tur-
ther still by some five hundred milzs."

"{ am glad | live here with you, alone." The boy's hzad nodded
sleepily."l do not likz the men from Terra. They are despoilers,”

"They have always bzen. But someday," said the old man, "they

will meet their doom. They have blasphzemied enough, have they. They
cannot own plancts as they have and cxpect nothing but greedy luxury
tor fh?lr sluggishly squat bodizs. Someday=--=-=!" His voice rose

high, in tempo and pitch with the Piperts wild music.

Wild music, insand music, stirring music. Music to stir the
savage into lites Music to zfttect man's destinyl!



"Wild-eyed Piper on the hill,
Crying out your rigadoons,

Bring the savages to kill

'Neath the waning Martian moonst"

"What is that?2" asked the boy.
"A poem," said the old man. "A poem | have written in the last
tew days. | feel somcthing is going to happen very soon. The Pip-
er's song Is growing more insistent every night. At tirst, twenty
years ego, he played on only a few nights ot every year, but now,
for the last threz years he has played until dawn cvery night of
every autumn when the planct is dying."

"Bring the savages?" the boy sat up. "What savages?"
"There!™

Along the star-glimmered mountain tops a vast clustering herd
ot black, murmuring, advancing. Thz music screamed higher and hig-
her.

"Piper, pipe that song again!
So he piped, | wept to hear."

"More ot the poem?" asked the boy.

"Not my poem--but a poecm from Earth some seventy yecars ago. |
lecarned it in school.,"

"Music is strangc.” The little boy's eyes were scintillant with
thought. "It warms me inside. This music makes me angry. Why?2"

"Because 1t is music with a purpose."
"What purpose?"
"™We shall know by dawn.

"Music is the language of all things -- intelligent or not, sav=
age or educatzed civilian., This Piper knows his music as a god knows
his heaven. For twenty yecars hz has composed his hymn of action
and hate and ftinally, tonight perhaps, the tinale will be reacheds-
At tirst, many years ago, when he played, he rececived no answar
trom the subterrane, but the murmur of gibbering volices. Five years
ago he lured the voices and the creatures from their caves to the
mountain tops. Tonight, for thz tirst time, the herd of black will
spill over the trails toward our hovel, toward the road, toward the
cities of manl"

Music screaming, higher, taster, insanecly, sending shock after
macabre shock thru night air, loosening the stars from their rive-
ted stationss The Piper stretched high, six teet or more, upon his
hillock, swaying back and torth, his thin shape attired in brown-
clothe The bldck mass on the mountain came down |ike amoebic tent=-
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acles, met and coalcsced, muttering and mumbling. "Go inside and
hide," said the old man. "You are young, vou must live to propa-
gate the new Mars. Tonight is the end of of the old, tomorrow be
gins the new! It ts death for the men of Zarthl"™ Higher still
and higher. "Decathl They comz to overrun the Earthlings,destroy
their cities, take their projectides. Then - in the ships of man
-- to Earthl Turnaboutl Revolution and Revenge! A ncow clivili=
zationl When monstcrs usurp men and men's greediness crumbles at
his demisel" Shriller, taster, higher, insancly tempoad. "The.
Piper == The Brilliant Onc ~=He who has waited tor years for this
nighte Back to Vznus to reinstall the glery of his civilization!
The return of Art to humanityl

n

"But they are savages, these unpurec Martians,” th:z boy cried.

"Men are savages. | am ashamed of being a man," the old man
said, tremblingly. "Yes, these creatures are savages, but they
will learn -« these brutes=-=with musice Music in many forms ==-==
music for pecace, music for love = music for hate and music for
dzathe The Pipar and his brood will set up a8 new cosmos. Hz is
immortall™ Now, hurrying, muttcering up the road, the first clus=
ter ot black, things reminiscent of men. A strange sharp odor in
the e#irs The Piper, from his hillock, walking down the road,over
the cobbles, to the city. "Piper, pipe that song againl™ cricd
the old man. "Go and kill and live againl Bring us love and art
againl Piper, pipe the songl | weep!™ Then: "Hide, child, hide
quickly} Betore they comel! Hurryl"™ And the child, crying, hurr-
icd to the small housc and hid himselt thru thz night.

Swirling, jumping, running, lcaping, gamboling, crying--the
ncw humanity surged to mants cities, his rockets, his mines. The
Piper's songl Stars shuddeteds Winds stilleds Nightbirds sang no
songse Echoes murmurecd only the voices of the ones who advanced,
bringing new undcrstanding. The old man, caught in the whirlpool
ot cbon, was swept down, screaming. Then up the road, by the aw=-
tul thousands, vomiting out of hills, sprawling from cavzs, cur=-
ling, huge fingcrs of bzasts, around and about and down to the
Man Cities. Sighing, lcaping up, voices and destruction!

kockets across the skyl

Gunse Decath,

And tinally, in the palc advancement of dawn, the memory, the
cchoing of the old man's voice. And the little boy arose to start
atresh a new world with a ncw mate.

Echoing, the old man's voice:

"Piper,pipc that song again! So he piped, | wept to heari"

A new day dawned.

The End



THE ITCHING HOUR (y Damon Knight

Mind you, I don't believe the story, myself, It was obvious,
from the start, that the old men was mad, Besides, I wes stinko at
the time, and I may not have got some of the details right, But in
its escentials, the story still sticks in my mind...J can see the
old man now, with a peir of my best socks around his neck, moaning
and wheezing and spitting on the floor, and in between times tell-
ing his strange, strange story., OFf course, the whole thing was fan
tastic; the old loon had probably escaped from some nut factory....
and yet.., .o, no, the old man was booby. And yet... And yet...

The night it happened I was sitting in my study in my white
silk Russian lounging robe, smoking a narghile or Indian water-pipe
and throwing darts at a signed photograph of Sally Rand., I'd just
pinked her neatly in the gluteus maximus, when I was startled by a
crash of glass, and turned around to see an aged man tottering care
fully thru the remains of my French windows,

At once the chill of horror griped me, Oops, I mean grippeditl
Unable to move, I stered speechlessly ag the old man went directly
to my chest of drawers and fumbled within, the overhead light thro-
wing his face into sombre shadow,

Blowing his nose on one of my dress shirts he grumbled to him-
self about the starch and selected a pair of lamb's wool socks and
tied them around his neck, This done, he hobbled over to a chair
facing mine, sat down, pulled his tattered undershirt, which for
some reason he was wearing es a shawl, more closely around his thin
shoulders, stared reproachfully at me, shivering at the icy  Dblast
that came in thru the shattered windows, "There's a draft in here,
and you know what you cen do about it," he complained,

"Yes, there is," I menaged to get out,

Hec nodded, satisfied., "I thought there was," he said. Then,
dragging his chair closer, he leaned over and, grasping me firmly
by thgnlapels, said pleasently, "Ipswitch on the amscray, don't you
think? :

Helf stifled with terror, I gaspcd, "Uh, yes.," At once his
mammer was transformed, Drawing himself up indignantly he sneered
"Thet's a lie! That's what they all say, the sniveling hypoctites}
They know it's a liel"

Then he drew nearcr once agoin, "But," he said, "I'm going +to
tell you my story anyway, You have a kind face, And I - I, just
don't have any at all," He raised the rim of his hat and I saw 1t
was truel! He had no faccl Gibbering, I tried to get away, to flee
or scram, but it was too late, Taking a firmer grip on my lapels,
and standing heavily on my feet, the old man began his story.
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"You may not believe it (he began) but I, too, was once a carcw
freeqyoung fan like yourself, From morning til night I thot of noth
ing but eating, slecping, sex, and uy fan-mag, PUKE, In the evening
I would stay up til morning, splashing happily in my hecto inks, and
tvrning out pages and pages of material like mad, And at last I84
%o to bed, tired by happy, knowing I had done my duty as an honest

an.,

"And then, one day, it happened, By some unfortunate chance, I
got a little double-strength purple hectograph ink on my face, Noti-
cing it in the mirror the ncxt morning, as I was trving to decide
whether to shave this week or not, I took o washcloth and tried to
ruo off the stain, Alas, poor foo that I was, I reckcd not of the
consequences?

"With hard rubbing, I managed to get some of the ink off, but
when I went on rubbing, to remove the rest, the ink I had rubbed off
wos transferred back to my face, And so it went, the adament ink

going from washrag to face and from face back to washrag,

"The ink, as I have sald, was double-strength purple undiluted,
and suffered nothing in the proccss, But something had to give way,
The washrag, by on unhappy coincidence, wos a brend-new one, and ny
face was some ycars old, Only one thing could have happened, It did,

Thus, shedding a tcar on the carpct, the old stranger ended his
weird tale, Getting slowly to his fect, he drew his hat down over
his eyes once more, tied his socks around his ncck more tightly, and
shuffled off toward the shottercd windows., At-the sill, hc turned,
faccd the room, and made onc-last parting shot, cre he vanished in
the gloom, "Dogs have flcasl" hc scrcamcd,

But sometimecs I wonder,

I'"VE NEVEFR SEEN--= by Hannes Bok

Itve never seen a Flirtentlog.

t've hezard that it's a Martian dog.

But sciencz=fiction has romanced

That the Martian race is much advanced;
So thus my reasoning should be,

Has a Flirtentlog cver scen ME222227

HAVE YOU TRICD 288 DING
treehater's :PQDH_A:P\H§?
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Hannes Bok.,
born in Seattle.
Ages 23. Arrived
in New York in
August, 1939, 1s
doing finteriors
and covers tor
Weird Tales and sev=
eral other wellknown
tantasy magazines.
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" They say the bittzrn and the ‘cormorant

Have nested In the upper |lntels there. :
The wind builds flowers ot dust upon the air, -
Litting and ftalling, slow and:hesitant. = e
Within the crumbling temples.beasts have laired; +
Eveless the windows, broken :the terraces; '
No laughter breaks the silence.. The palaces
Arc weathered and thz cedar work is bared.

It this be glory's wage, then let me trust S
The tragilie things that are 'not built of might, . % |
" The lovely things that lzave.no trace when gonzs

‘The rosc that swiftly turns into the dust,

Beauty that blazed a moment-=--Or a night

Ot golden stars forgotten with the dawn.

———

\_‘ ; \ / / ““*N\-\




Do U Want
Fans
to

Point At U
& Say

"HE'S BEHIND THE TIMES—=HE
WRITES WITH AN OLD BLACK &
RED RIBBON"2 Or—=MWell, he
uses one ot those swell tan-—
tastic green-&-brown ribbons
like Erle Korshak & Tom Vright
& Russ Hodgkins & Ackerman &
*Alchemist’ & Yerke & Frec-
hater &"--look at thz rzcord:
3 dozen sold to date! &I ppd
Trom M O R O ] 0O, Bx 6475
Sta, Los Angeles Cal.

.
f@éﬁ% Get the Lead out

(Both

POBox 260,

Walt Daugherty: 1039
Los Angeles Cal

for 15ci!)

SHANGR | -

10c¢ f —

ltlinois

Davgherty's 2 Sensationsst

w 39

% L,
LA? \

LE ZOMBIE-=the Nickel Nifty, the flower of Fandom.

From Bob Tucker, Bloomington

ot your Shoec, son, & send tor that
: copy of Snide, the "Thud & Blunder" mag, 10c trom
e Damon Knight, 803 Columbia, Hood Kiver Ore.

THE MERCURY is rising! Send for

this temperaturc—raising ncws-mag ot
Paciticoast Palaver, only 5¢c a copy from Tom Wright, [140

The Comet,

costs

but 10c from same publisher, & will be sure fo please U!

Oé&rgif Bush St, Martinez, Calit. Companion,
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LOCAL LEAGUE LIFE
-~ GUY AMORY

THE ROADS MUST ROLL! And the
rorl rolls right into Campbell's
office and rolling right back
comes a check to Mr, Robert A,
Heinlein, member of the L,A.
SeFoeliey, Whose noval is current
in ASTOUNDING now, Heinlein's
yarn about roads deals with a
culture where roads are the most
important things to mankind and
he just sold it to John W,, for
which, BRAVO, BOB}

Story will appear with above title
or as ROADTOWN, all dpendin' on
which side of %he bed Campbell
gets up from,

How's about a letter of eritiecism,

Mr, Swisher. We would like to

know what you think of F.F, Thanx,
THE EDITORS

S CIERTILPAR 15¢

Jan -~ Feb

Terrificover! The only magazinec

of its size for fans -~ slick

covers}. Material by Tucker, Hart,

Sullivan & others! "Horrors Cellar",

feature=length fiction by Harry

Warner Jr, Long fan-interest article

by Lowndes, 10 interesfting depts,

Publication profusely illustrated,

SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT: Mercury=-=- CONe
troversial mat=

ters,

A SMASHING PUBLICATION, 1836 - 39th Ave,
Oakland, Calif,
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