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CONCERNING
THAT
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Here's the cover, as promised, Hope it appeals to your
sense 0f the weird and so forth, Only thing of thls sort I've ever
known te be done for a fangzine, Yeu might like to put this detalled
info in your 'zine somewheFe for I doubt that there are many who'll
know whathell it's all about. Dunquet This is the Sabbatic Goat as
envisioned by Eliphas Levi in his "Ritual of I%&L Magic." He
1dentifies it with the Baphomet of Mendes, d NOT regard it as
being connected with Black Maglo, ut as a "pantheistic and magical
figure of the absolute.

Superimposed over the goat is the Double Seal of Solomon,,.one of
the potent figures used in maglical spells, This differs from the Great
Seal of Solomon in several ways, one of which beilng that 1t doesn't
include a second circle within the first, as des the Great Seal,

Notice the points of the stars.,.,reading from the topmost, then
to the left point below it, then to the righi point opposite the left,
and the two lower points (NOT the bottommost) are letters, Following
these in the order given, and joining the segments, the word "Tetra=
grammaton” is found. In the four comers formed by the joining of the
cirecle with the star points, are found the letters A G L A, also s
word found prominently in these studles, and particularly pretaining
to the dlagrams and spells,

I hope you'll find this interesting enough to print, Jack, for
otherwlse, there will be too many people wondering what the hell 1s
going on, I haven't gone into detailed description here, because there
tg too :uoh involved in the rites of the Sabbat, especially involving

€ E08BLeessvsre

Well, must get out of heré for the nonce. Let me know how you like
i1t, I feel that it 1s quite in line with what you want. Thanks a lot,
and I hope you'll have this ish as fine as the last, at least.)

Best Wishes,

A

e
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EDITORIALLY: SPEAKING <

S XS
A MATTER OF TASTE

I an not in the hablt of revicwing fanzines -- expeciglly fanzines who
haeve had issues out since theo one in question, I an, however, golng to
talk on o fanzine published in Decenber, 1960. Becamse it ie a natier of
taste,

In the sarcastically named "Christnas" issue of YINDRO, was a story by
Mike Deckinger. It suggested boldly something rather sickening,

4 young girl is resting by a tree while hor husbend is in town on some
tnspecificd business, A beggar comes along, assaults, and rapes her, She
is too sshaned to tell this to her husband, but when she discovers that
she 1s prement she decides to invent a tale. The girl 1s, of course,
Mary, and the husband Joseph.

Wow, it is our opinion that a person nay choose to believe in a God
(end if 80, the ons of hie cholce) or he nmay choose to disbelleve, Re-
gardless of which the individusl chooses, it is his business and no one
elpe' s, Mr, Coulson (editor of YANDRO), in a letter in our last 1ssue,
stated that many of his readers vere of various religons, He also cene
out as us for insulting a religon (a charge not guite true), YET HE NOW
PUBLISHES IN HIS OWN 'ZINE, OHE WITH A FINE HISTO@EY AND REPUTATION, A
STINGING BLOW AND PERSONAL INSULT TO EVERY ONE OF HIS CHRISTIAN READERS,
end also to anyone With a sense of morals and ethics, We were nerely tak-
en the Wrong way —- he Was printed a doliberate violation of the stand-
ard of morals sznd ethics (perticularly ethici) which places us above a
beast, Perheps he things We aro beasts (Mr, Deckinger sure does;), This
is his opinion, But in this natter of taste, it is not a question of be-
lief at all, or, that is, belief in God, It i1s a question of bellef in
our code of morels and ethies]

Mr, Coulson has done somecthing that I, as a human being, an revolted
by., end one which shows Mr, Coulson's true character. Whether he bel-
ieves in the Christian philosophy or not, by his own adnission you should
not be partial, neithor should you be insulting to anyone's beliefs, As
a Munan being he should have respected those boliefs, inyone with any
true human decency vwould have retumed the menuscript to Mr, Deckinger
with his vomit still on it,

As for Mr, Deckinger: he has often proclainmed his athlestic views, As
a matter of foct, in his own way, he has published, written, end backed
enything snd everything that is in any way connected with athiesnénd digs
at religon., He has often attempted to point out paradoxes and different
forms of evil ecither in the nane of a church or in some Wey connected
with a church —- particularly Christian, These things happen, Sure, But
who's dlscussing religous philosophy? I'm discussing a reviling menuscr-
ipt sent in by the most religous person I have ever come across.,,Mlke
Deckinger, You don't need a God to be religous, Or do you? For Mr, Deck-
inger i1s not content with having his own beliefs, but sets himself up as
his own God == a God who will have no other Gods before hin, He is com=-
pelled to tear them down, he is a fanstio serving hinself, hls God, in
the nane of athiesm., Only a religous man is a fanatioc, and few religous
men are fanatics, There is not, has not, will and cen neyver be & fanatlo-
al athliest, The athiest, as Mr, Chichester points out in the lettercol-
umn, elther keeps his feelinge to himself or sets and attempts to accom-
plish his own goals, He docE not go about attempting to tear down bellefs




EDITORIALLY SPEAKING, ... )

that people have just as nuch a right to as he has to not belleve, Hence,
Wwe have Deckinger s Paradox, a2 thing I an incepable of solving,

Iisten--it's not whether you believe in God or not, but how you act
while you're here, Fendom digs at religon often, and I seldon object.
But when two persons (sic) such as Messrs, Coulson and Deckinger can not
conduct themselves as human beings, they can not certainly be ocalled fit
menbers of the human race.

CONCERNING " LURKER AT T HOLD"

My first inkling of an error in Dr, Keller's portion of NOTES ON LOVE-
CRAFT devoted to this novel came When he attributed it to Lovecraft —-
irideed, Derleth, in SOME NOTES ON H,P., LOVECRLFT (Arkhan, 1959) stated
that less than 1200 words Were wWritten by Loveoraft —-- o portion less
than two peges in length and relating only one background scene, The
novel was, then, almost solely Derleth's, Dr. Keller's only real com-
plaint about the book was that the twWwo professors were able to seal the
opening to Outside without any interference fronm Yog-Sothoth, The Lur-
ker at the Threshold, who was clearly there. Upon ro-reading the book,

I find this objection groundlcss, if approached loglcally and with a
1ittle imagination, 1)-Yog-Sothoth had to retum Dbecausse Deviart/Billing-
ton end Quamus could not afford to keep it in the third dimension, for
maintaining control, for keeping out meddlers, and mainly beceuse the
0ld monster had no love for elther of them and it had to be sent back as
a safety preceution, 2)-It obviously didn't live in %he tower, but in
the fourth dimension (the fourth dimension was deduced by three things--
first, the wondow, which was shaped to see into the next dinmension--whicl
had t0 be the fourth; second, becausc of the accesibility of the opening
it had to be an adjacent dimensionj and thridly, because the 0ld Ones
Were wnaffected by time., Why? Boceuse they lived in it end in it alone,)
and that the tower's roof was en interdimensional passageway. In order
to open the passageWay, a sunmons, consisting of odd vocal sounds, had
to be issued, Since both DeWwart and Quamue Were shot and killed before
they could complete the sumnons, the Way was not yet open for the Old
One to come through, Only a portion of the passagedey had been cleared--
clearly not enough for the thing to get through, or, as Dr., Keller polints
out, Sothoth would have certainly taken care of the two neddlers., Only
enough to that visual contact between the dinensions had been establishet
along with, perhaps, a slight opeing which, since the 0ld One would try
to force himeelf through, would account for the emell, But 1t was not
open enough, So a2ll the 0ld One could do was to struggle vainly while
1ts nemisis in the form of the two professors sealed the Opening and Rav¢
it quite a shock with that Elder Sign! Therefore, when seen in this light
Dr, Keller has no case,

Another note: In the 4 separate editions containing THE OUTSIDER that
I own, none go beyond, as Dr, Keller says, the poini where the narrator
touches the smooth surface of finely polished glass, Another objection
gone, The last chapter of INNSMOUTH could have been keft out, but was
added, end quite effectively, for shock value, We do, incedently, disa~-
gree entirely with the article, but print it for others to consider,

QUR TITLE
MIRAGE is our permenent title, No more title changes. This 1s the final
and completely pormanent nane of the nmagazine! With thanx to Gene Ti?ton
for thinking it up and sending it in, along with a passel of atori.e.gic



What 18 a poem? A tale that
rhymes? A series o0f lnconse-
quental lyrics? Nancy thought

THE POEMS OF PAN

ancy leaned over Jack's shoulder and poured his coffee,
en Joying the warm tingle that went through her as her breasts
brushed st him, With a gesture of annoyance, ho-waved her away,

"God, honey, no more coffee! I'm going to be late to class as
it 1s," he growled. -

She flinched, as if given a physical slap in the face, then
mittered "I'll get your coat.,"

fTt's too hot for a coat," sald Jack, gathering up his books,

She thought desparately to herself "Oh, Jack, don't you lknow?
I just want an excuse to grasp my hands on your fine, young amms, I
just want to touch you, That's all,”

Jack walked briskly toward the door of the spartment, deep in
thought on the hard dey at college shead.

Mieit!" she oried aloud. "Aren't you going to kiss your little
wife goodbye?™

"Gee, honey, 1'll be late == Oh, all right.,"

He barely touched his 1ips to hers, not even bothering to put
down his books, then tumed and left,

Very slowly, Nanpy closed the door, Very slowly she cleared
away the breakfast dishes and piled them in the sink, "Only married
one year and already he doesn't want me," he pouted., "He's s0 cruel,
but I guess he can't help it, He's only a boy, a little oy 6 years
younger than me," Nancy dian't ecry, although she certainly felt like
it, She was still his wife, and there was work to be done, For one
thing, they needed groceries,

Abstractly, she stared out the window at the vast spread of
Berkeley below, end the Golden Gate Bridge showing majestiocally,
its bright orange color reflecting the sun across the bay., "Jack's
right," she mused, "™t 18 too warmm for a coat,™ =



—————— .

THE PORMS OF PAN it

= She picked up her handbag and walked dovmn the stairs into a
blazing late sutum sunshine. Carefully she put her hand against
her thigh to keep her skirt from blowlng up as the wind tugged and
clawed at her halr and plastered her peasant blouse tight against
her bosom, The hills were steep, but somehow she always liked to
walk to market,

As she crossed a quiet, empty streeb she sav , ahead of her,
a man leaning agalnst a Pucalyptus tree and watching her, Nanocy was
aware that she was a beautiful woman, and hence was used to being
stared at, but there was something rather different about this par
ticular man, She stared back,

He was tell, sun-browned, and had a face that seenmed cut to
the effect of exotic mystery by a sculptor not quite humen, Hlack
halr he had, with a touch of grey above the ears, and his eyes seem-

ed as deep and wise, yet as savage as a cat's. When she was nearly
abreast of him, he spoke, in a kind, gentle-voice.

"Hello, May I walk with you?" he asked. She laughed with sup-
rise, btut dld not feel partiocularly enbarrased, After all, what
could happen to her on a public road dn broad daylight?

MSure, Come along."” she repliad,

Heé fell in step benldd her with a liquid gracefullness gha.t
te!; women snd almost no men ever master. "Where are We going?™ he
asked, .

"I gon't know where you're going,” she replied,laughing, "but
I'n going down to the grocery to get a few things for the imer ne, "

"How drab," he sald, wrinkling his nose in mock disgust. "I'm
going to the forest on the top of a hill and think poetry." 3

"You're going to what?" gasped Nanoy.

®Think poetry, My poens are too personal to Dbe written down,
I could only tell them to someone I loved and who loved me,"

“You are a queer bird! What's your nane?®
"pan," sald the man, without hesitation,
“Is that your first or last nane?™

"My only nane, It's taken from the name of an anclent BGreek
God of nature and sexual lust,”

Nancy sté.red at hin, wide-eyed.

"I gon't know whether I should talk to you or not, Mister,"
she sald. "You tell me your right name or you can g your own way
right here and now!'

-d .
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He grinned and looked deep into her eyes. "Pan" he sald.agaln.
"Onh, you're hopeless, Mister —- Pan." she glggled,

For a while they walked in silence. Suddenly, she asked "Why
dld you say ®Hello,' to me back there?"

"I wanted to hear the sound of your voice," he answered, "so
that I could put it into a poen,"

"rm..." sald Nancy, vastly amised, "What sort of a poem?"
"A love poem to you,"

She glggled agaln and glanced at hin out of the comer of her
oye to see whether he was making fun of her. He seemed as serious as
an owl,

"Here's a fine, charming sort of a man," she thought, "Why
coulan't I have married someone like him instead of a little boy
like Jack? This guy looks like he's lived —- like he lmows hls way
around, " For some reason she did not bother to understand, she then
remenmbered the disappointment of the first night with Jack -- his
funbling inexperience, his darmed childlsh vulgarity, his uncon-
cious cruelty. And yet, she loved him,

"I you like that sort of an aninal?" inquired Mister Pan,
ma;c:ermpting her train of thought and pointing down at the side~-
walk,

"What?" sald Nancy, looking down where .he pointed. A little
1izard without a tail was crawling across the concrete, lifting
first one tiny leg and then the other with infinite care.

"Ugh!" she shuddered, clutching Mister Pan's arm,

Sk ™oone," he smiled, stepping into the street, "We'll walk around

"Say," said Nancy, as they retumed to the sidewalk some dls-
tance beyond the offending reptile, "You were a lot nicer about that
than Jack would've been." She paused, thinking of Jack, and laughed
a deop wonmanly laugh, "Why, he'd have picked up that awful thing and
chased nme with it, I'1l bet,” -

"Who 1s Jack?" asked Mister Pan, taking hold of the hand Nency
had not bothered to withdraw from his am,

"Why, my husbend." she replied.

YT should have kmown," he sald, sighing deeply, "that a woman
as beautiful as you would not be allowed to remain single.”

They welked on together, laughing and talking like lifetime
friends, and it was not until they had alnmost reached the top of the
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hills that Nancy remembered her shopping.

"My goodness!" she cried., "I almost forgot! I've got work to dol
Oh, Mister Pan, it's been such fun, tut I really must be going, Won't
you tell me your real name and address so that I can see you again?”

Mister Pan arched his majestic eyebrows in amnoyance of having his
pleasant little chat shattered by such gross, material things, "You can
shop after you have seen my woods and my hill;" he amorted, but added
more gently "It is not much farther, Since jou have already come thls
far, it would indeed be a shame to miss it,"

"On, all right, but I can't stay long!" she sald.

At the end of a winding dead-end street stodd a tall, steep cliff,
topped by dark, cool-looking stands of pine, eucalyptus, oak, and other
familiar trees, Climbing the oliff was difficult and Mlster Pan put his
arm around Nanoy to keep her from slipping, She felt a warm rush of
pleasure at the strength of that am and leaned agailnst him —— more,
perhaps, than was needful, At the top of the ¢liff she tumed and took
& long look out over the maze of white stucco, tile roofs, and vildean-
gled roads that made up the city, There was the bay, twinkling like
ground glass in the sun, A sleeping little fat man of a hill,marked in
glant white letters "ALBANY lay beslide the bay, and a window in Oale
land flashed brilliantly with reflected sunlight,

"Oh Mister Pan! What = view! I can see why this would be such a
good place for poems!" gasped Nancy in awe. .

"This 1s not the best place for poems,” he sald softly. "The best
place is in the Cathedral,"

"The Cathedral?"
"Come, I'1ll show you,"

He led her into the forest, his arm held tightly around her walst.
The Cathedral was beautiful indeed, The treetops that formed its ebil-
ing thrashed high above them with the wond, but on the needle-padded
floor of the forest all was silence and warmth and calm beauty. As they
Walked down the alsle of trees and listened to the distant wind, Nanocy
felt as 1f they were all alone, the only people on the sarth,

"This is the altar of the Cathedral,” sald Mister Pan softly, al-
most in g whisper, as he sat down against a'moss-covered rock at the
end of the aisle, Nancy sat beside him, feeling all the cares and worr-
les of everyday life slowly fading into the deep, silent peace around
her, The pine needles made a soft, cool seat, and she Was more comfor-
table, more at ease, than she had ever been before in her life, Fora
long time she sat there, leaning against the am of Mister Pan and not
thinking of a thing, After a while, she noticed that Mister Pan was wat-
ching her intently.

"What are you looking at me like that for?" asked Nancy, in a barew
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1y audible whispewn
"I am composing my poem to you," he replied, ever so softly.
"Tell 1t to me," she murmered.

"Dian't I tell you," he whispered, "that I could tell my poems only
to someone-who loved me?"

"ou can tell them —— to me," sald Nanoy, with a low, warm burr in
her volice,

He loaned over snd looked into her eyes, grave and searchingly, She
eould feel her heartbeat quicken in the silence,

The wind changed suddenly and a strong gust came rushing up the
aisle, blowing Nency's skirt up to where the hem of her pink undercloth-
es showed for a second,

YOh!" she crled, pulling her skirt down again and blushing deeply.
While her hands Were busy securing her dress below her knees, Mister Pan
lezned over and suddenly kissed her.,

"0Oh no!" she gasped against his 1lips, "Don't!"

His arms slipped around her snd he drev tholr bodles tightly agein-
st each other, kmeading her like bread dough with his long, powerful fine
gers, She raised her hands to fight him off, but as soon as she released
her skirt the wind whipped it even higher than before. Desperately she
tried to hide her legs and fight Mister Pan at the same time, tut oh! he
Wwas strong and oh! the wind was wild and oh! vwhat was the use? She gave
up both efforts and relaxed. .

Mister Pan took his 1lips from hers and held her fimly tut gently,
his hands moving over her with a slovw, tender urgenoy, pressing, caress—
ing, petting -~ until white hot dosire rose in her uncontrollably, With
a little animal ory, half Joy, half anguish, she dug her fingers into
his shoulders and, summoning every ounce of strength in her, pulled him
close, writhing and twisting, against him, For a long time there was no
sound save the rustle of cloth in the pine needles and the strained
breathing of two wild animels in heat,

Suddenly, it was over.,

The wond had dled, but Nancy's skirt still draped loose above her
hips, She lay motionless with her-mouth slightly opem, breoathing deeply.
Her oyes were closed. Slowly she opaned them and smoothed dovn her skirt,
As her heart slowed and her breath ceme more easily she lald her head on
Mister Pon's chest and rested, listening to a bird singing somewhere near,
zlg.ster Pen.Muried his face in her heir, softly brushing her ear with a

as,

"Now tell me the poen," she whispered after a little while,
"A11l poems are not in words," he whispered, "My poems, the purest
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of all poetry, are composed of nothing but wordless emotions, "

She started. "THAT? That was the poem?" she asked in sudden reall-
zation, - -

"Yes," sznswered Pan, smiling faintly,

She looked up at him thoughtfully for a long time, themn, In a low,
trembling, womenly volce, she said "I think 1t was a lovely poem, Then
she kissed hin tenderly for several minutes,

Yt has been a thousand years since,...but sleep now, my darling,”
He seld.

She lapsed into an exhausted, yet drean-laden sleep.

When she awoke, he Was gone, and she was not at all sure it hadn't
been o dream, She got up, brushed herself off, and hurried away, never
noticing the small, strange footprints leading away into the forest,
Very strange footprints Indeed,

Like a twa-~logged goat,

"It is sald that on a cer—
tain day of the year the
Gods don human form and
go about the world of men
in search of somcthing)
however the object of the
gsearch no human has ever
leamed, "

~BLACK FITUALS by Putor Frost

JOURN EYRISQUES

Men thinks to propagate hinself

On some distent moon,

And is sending up his little toys
Hoping to find soon

A road to these high places that
Shall lead hin away,

From the river of his present splashing
To some elysian day.

He has muddied up the strean of 1ife
With his filth and mire,

Now he seeks to spoll the planets,
ind to quench thelr brilliant fire.

He may succeed, no one knows,

No one can really tell,

But in reaching for the moon and stars

HolRaygeoito hell, ——George Jay Crawford
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——————— -~ - " . " o

Lovecfaft wrote horror tales.

The plots came from his subconcious -- he had to write them, Once
he thought of a tale he could not rest until it was placed on paper.
Soon after he wrote Finis one more fantastic horror story would rise
within him and his literary Daemon would force him to keep on writing,

The lands he wrote of in the Arctic, Australla, and the Pacific
Were filled with monlithic bulldings erected millions of years ago by
glant monstrosities who had come to the earth from other planets, On
the walls of these bulldings were obscene pictures which told the his-
tory of past ages. These visitors from the void brought with them images
carved from stone which no geologist has ever found on earth, It was
thought that they were carved in the likeness of the glants who had er
ected the massive bulldings, These images were worshipped by degenerate
ggop%eGggg often met in secret places to pray for the retum of the

ea .

In his story, The Cell of Ctimlhu, he gives several descriptions of
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these 13015, One waa found in the swamps of Louislana.
"The figure.....vwas between seven
and elght inches in height and of
exquisitely artistic workmenship,
It represented a monster of vag-
uely anthropoid outline but with
an octopus-like head whose face
was a mass of Teelers, a scaly,
rubbery-looking body, prodlgious
claws on hind and fore feet, and
long, narrow wings behind, The
thing, which seemed instinct with
a fearsome and wnnatural corpul-
ance, yi. Squatten on a rectangular
block or pedlstal with undescipher-
able characters, The tip of the
wings touched the back edge of the
block,....The cephapopod head Was
bent forward...the aspect of the
whole Was amormally lifelike and
the more subtly fearsome because
1ts source was unknown. Its vast, ‘
awesome, and incalculable age was
unmistakable, It dld not belong to
civilization's youth -- or, indeed,
any other time, Its very material
was a mystery; for the soapy, green=
i1sh-black stone with its golden Or
irridescant flecks resembled noth.t%g
familiar to geology or minerology.

Such were the idols which the degenerates worshipped. Most of them
were 111iterate but occasionally a brilliant man became the leader of
a group who often met to call upon thelr god Cthulhu, Some of them
Wrote religous books, the most famous being the NECRONOMICON by the
mad Arab Abdul Alharezed.

In his fancied New Pgland scenes lLovecralt pictured decaying towns,
dlrty streets, unpainted houses with leaking roofs and broken windows,
Here men and women lived for many decades, each generation becoming
more degenerate because of in-breeding., The fences Were broken, the
meadows silckly green, large oak trees were decaying and the sun never
shone, The only birds that sang were the wippoorwills wich gathered in
great. numbers to carry the sould of the dead 1o Lethe, These commmit-
l1es were rarely visited by normal people. m these places were the cults
Ct,,g ol ;i-t,g?d Wworahippors who longed for the retum of the former rulers

ea

Such was the material Iovecraft used for many of his stories, The
plots were somewhat similar with minor variations, In many places old
Gods lived awaiting an opportunity to kill the human race, Each had a
group of degenerates willing to help them escape from thelr prisons,
Always there were one or more heroos who successfully fought the Old
Gods and, for the time, saved humenity from destruction, Often thelr
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&porimeod woro 80 terriblo that they became insanc,

In tolling these tales Lovecraft used dark words to a perfection,
never attained by any other author, In hls effort to convey the terror
he must have felt he not only used such words singly but combined them:

"Lurking fear; strange horror; imnatural annalei ghoulishly hawnt-
ed." He frequently arranged them in trio: "dead men's skulls; nlght-
mare oreeping death; fearsome secret places; horribly mangled chewed, "
At times he even wrdte a short paragreph composed of them: "There was
the bursting of an exploding bladdert: a shulsy nastiness of a cloven
sunfish; a stench as of a thousand opened graves, and a sound that
could not be put on paper; The ship was befouled by a venemous seeth~
ing astem where the spattered plasticity of that nameless sky spawn
Was netulously combining in its hateful, origonel fomm,"

It would be interesting to read all of lovecraft's tales and make
a list of the dark words he uses and the number of repititions, This
would give the youthful writer of horror tales a Vvery complete vocab-
ulary.

In his Notes on Writing Weird Flotion (contained in the O.p, book

MARGINALIA) Loveocraft writes:
"pPrine emphasis should be glven to sub~

tle suggestion ~- Avold bald catalogues of incredible happenings, "

He Talls to do this by his constant use of dark words, He leaves
nothing to the reader's imagination, I can best explaln my reaction
by desoribing the road in the Southwest between Albequerque end Grants,
New Mexico, A desolate countyy borders this road; in the desert are
rattlesnakes and large camivera, If the authorities acted wisely they
would erect a large sign at each entrance to this country.

TOURIST, STOP AND READ.
You are now entering a dangerous
desert., Drive fast. Stay on the
highway. Do not enter a slde road
for there you will find deadly
enekes and man-eating panthers.

All who read these signs would be filled with fear of the unknown,
Thelr imagination would run riot. No matter how fast they drove they
would imagine a rattlesnake under every bush, a panther or mountain
}‘ﬁn in every ravine, There would be a constent illueion of imminant

ger,

Is 1t that kind of road? No, Every half mile there is a large sign
advertising s snake house or museun of wild life. Vislt one and for
the cost of only 25¢ you can Bee a dozen varieties of snakes, reptiles,
and camivera., Years ago a young glrl was bittem by a rattlesnake and
dled, You can sSee that identicel snake at widely separated museums, At
6 places you can look at the only pack of lobo wolves in America. The
dengers of the desert, the mysterious dwellers of the wild, are capt-
ives and can be inspected safely. There is no need for fear -- the hor-
ror of the unknown desert 1s gone; every danger having been captured
end now being oxhtbited in museuns, There they ceuse no terror, Noth-
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ing has been left to the imagination. That all-important illusion of
the terrible unknown has been elininated.

lovecraft has duplicated this treatment of the road in his stories,
He takes us into an unlmown desert, filled with welrd people, many dan-
gers, and the 0ld Gods walting to destroy mankind. But instead of allow-
ing the reader to exercise his imagination, he collects all his horrors
and places them in muscums where they are carefully listed and describ-
ed, He writes of them in a very definite language, making use of all the
dark words in the dlctionary and occasionally inventing new ones, Sus—
pense 1s lacking as the story develops, In some stories he repeats the
Bame dreadful adjective so often that it looses 1ts power. If, In a sm-
all forest community the cry of "Wolf!" is heard the doors awe tolted
and every rifle loaded. But if “Wolf." is cried a hundred times a day
the forest dwellers cease to fear,

The Old Gods must heve been very powerful and highly intelllgent;
they were able to come from distant planets and erect very large bulld-
ings in Arabla, Australia, and Antarctica. One of the massive castles
was used as a prison far Cthulhu when he was conquored by the younger
gods, Occasionally the gods escaped but were always circunvented by a
hero, It seems evident that while writing his tales Lovecraft saw him-
Belf as the hero; many suthors, such as Howard, vicariously shone in
the linelight., In at least one tale, The Shunned House, lovecraft and
nis uncle take important parts.

In the conflict between the Old Gods and the heroes, use is made
of modem science mixed with kmowledge obtained by reading the "forbld-
den" books. Yet the heroes could never win had it not been for the evi-
dent inability of the 0ld Gods to recognize the dangers facing them and

- the abllity to finally conquor, At times they seemn absolutely stupld.
I realize that they had to be overcome to save the human race, but it
Beems that Lovecraft often does not use his scientific kmowledge to
fight them, I will give a few examples involving both the evident im-
bifcility of the Old Gods and Lovecraft's inept scientific instruments
Of warfare,

In The Dunwick Horror, a son on Yog-Sothoth and an earth women
grows to mammoth size and begins to devistate the country, killing
femilies and cattle., When he moved over the mountains he could not be
Bsen tut crushed trees and vegetation showed his pathway. Three sclien~
tists study the old "forbidden" books and leam words which they hope
will destm¥ hin, They also create a powder which, when sprayed over
}he monster's invisible body, also aid in killing him, Now, ammed with
we rnetal sprayer of the kind used in combatting insects" they walk to

a topmost rldﬁe, level with the altar where the 0ld Gods had been WOIr-
shipped,” tut "at a considerahle distance from it." They hope that the
monster which, from its tracks, is evidently "bigger than a vam" will
move towards this altar stone, He does 80 and they cen see trees break
a8 he moves over then,

Now:they start saying the words and spraying the powder towards
the invisible monstar, Inmediately a bolt of lightening strikes himj
he becomes visihle, eand through a telescope the observers see that he
has a human face. He calls on his father, Yog Sothoth, to help hin and
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at once melts into a sliny mass with an "indesoribable odor.," Now, I
am willing to accept the power of words but I have worked with a pow-
der-sprayer in our rose garden and know that the dust can not possibly
go more than six or eight feet. It could not have gone "a considerable
distance" and have such disasterous results, lovecraft had, again, to
destyoy this monster tut his methods were most unscientific,

In THE LURKER AT THE THRESHOLD (Arkham, 1945, 0.p.) Yog Sothoth
is imprisoned in a2 stone tower which has an opening at the top covered
by one small stone, The stone 1s not heavy tut evidently saifficlent to
keep the old god in ceaptivity, In spite of his great power there is no
evidence that he ever tried to push it aside. One of his worshippers
removes the stone and now the god is no longer a prisoner, He emerges
from the tower, kills the men near it; he threatens the entire commun-
1ty, even the entire world, btut at irregular intervals (and for no ap-
parent reason) he retums to the tower, A scientist, determined to save
the human race, accompanied by a friend, goes to the tower with a bag
of cement, They kill a man who has started worshipping the god, and an
Indien who has lived for several hundred years. They replace the stone
and fasten it with cement.

In the meantime this 0ld God, highly intelligent and very power-
ful, does not react to the noise of the revolvers, and he certalinly
Beems t0 be unaware or at least indifferent to the work of cementing
the stone, He has the streggth to move the stone, which is smell and
held by still wet, soft cement, He could come out at any time and kill
the heroes, Instead he seems content to remain in the tower while the
stone seems to hold him like a cork in a bottle. Once again the human
race 1s saved from destruction, This 0ld God acts like an idlot and
the menner in whioh he allows himself to be conquored seens to be ut-
~ter nonsence,

In The Shunned House a monster lives in the dirt in the cellar.
For one hundred years all who live in this house dle in a mysterious
nanner, Finally, a Dr, Whipple and his nephew detemmine to spend the
night in the cellar of the house, The young nan seos the vague ogtline
of a half-humen monster rise from the dirt of the cellar floor and des~
troy the doctor and bum his body. However, it falls to even notlice
the young man who is determined to avenge his uncle, He retums the
next night with a spade, a shovel, and six carboys of sulphuric acld,
He starts digging into the dirt floor and finally locates the the body
of the nmonster who is elther asleep or indifferent to the digging. For
100 years this monster has killed all living within the house. The
night before he killed an old men, And yet, this night he nakes no ef-
fort to protect himself! Even when all the dirt has been shoveled off
of its body it appears to be unaware of the danger! The young man leaps
from the Wole and empties all the sulphuric acid on the exposed body.
He then £111s the plt with dlrt, There is little doubt that this mon-
ster, like all of Lovecraft's creations, was very powerful and intel~-
ligent, but he certainly acted like an idiot,

In Tha Call of Cthulhu a race of the very old Gods bulld a monol-
lthic city in the Paclfic, Cthulhu is conquored by a new race of Gods
and made & prisoner in his hone, He renains there for twenty trillion
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geq.re during which sn earthquake subnerges, but does not destroy, 1it,
inally a second earthgualke ralscs part of the city again above the
surface of the water. Ceptailn Jolmson, nis mate and 6 seamen in a
smell steamship, £se “hao uncharted islend-mountain and declde to land
end explore it. They walk to the top of the mountain and find what
secms to be a door with a number of kmobs on it, After pressing on a
variation of mobs they finally hit on the right combination -~ end
the door opened. Now the Very 0ld God, after walting 20 trillion years,
Was no longer captive, He comes through the door and kills the 6 Bea-
men, The captain and mate run to the shore, yow to the shlp, and start
to steam away. The God, standing on the shore, sees them and enters,
the water to destyoy them and finally go all around the world and des-
troy menkind, He swam, and the captein sees that he'll soon overtake
the steamer, so he tumed around and rsmmed it, Looking back, they

Bee that they've cut the God in two, but is reforming, Soon he looks
a8 good as he had,been.

There was nothing to keep him fron now killing the two men, yet,
for some reason he was content to his home, back to the mountain, and
in through the door, Through some clever imagination of Lovecraft the
door closes on him, just in time, Once more an earthquake lowers the
18land, Thise is the third tine lLovecraft has used an earthquake to sabe
the mnan race, He ends the story with Cthulhu still a prisoner, ==
at least until another 'guake rises the city agein and the door is
egain opened by ignorant seanen, Once agein I anm forced to say that I
cannot believe this story,.

Lovecraft writes of the importance of maintaining the semblance
of reality, He thinks that the reader must boligve the tale When read-
ing it, HEis edltors, Derleth and Wandrel, must have thought that The
Outsider was his finest story, At least, they used it as the title to
the first Lovecraft story omibus (Arkhen, 1939.0p.). Meny of the read-
ers agree Wwith them but I an unable to, The story contains too many
i.ncongmities which lessen the illusion which Lovecraft consléered 8o

mportant,

The being described lives in a decp, underground cave and has to
depend upon candles for light —- yet we are not told how he obteined
a supply of candles to last so neny years nor how he leamed to 1ight
them, He has a large library, in which he spends nuch tine reading ter-
ri.tlc books, but there is no explanation of how he leamed 0 reads
Thiz ralses a question: could a being, 1solated fron infancy, -leam
to »ead? I doubt it.

Finally, after long years, he starts'to clinb upwards through meny
wooms; at last he reaches the top of the tower and finds that he is on
level ground. He walks through woods, past an old church, and then
comes 10 a river, which he swins across without alfficulty, I can be+
lieve that he was able to clinb to the topmost turrent of his former
hoiie, fn animal can walk and climb without teaching, But I question his
atility to swin a long dlistance.

He enters a castle where nobility is nerry-naking, They see hin
end start t0 scream, He cannot understand them since this is the firet
tiasg ho has heard a2 hunan voice, He doesn't understand why they screan,
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He then sees a rmoneter in the hallway, and goes over to it, Reaching
out, he understandg, for he touches the "cold, unylelding surface of
polished glass.” The story should end there! Instead he goes to t
and flies"with the mocking and friendly ghouls on the night wind,
Just how he is able to fly without wings is never explained. At the
very end o mention is made that he saw himself in the mirror and his
realization that the is different from humans — an outsider,

This story leaves me cold, but it was written exactly as Love-
craft wanted to, The asuthors inability to end the story at the prop-
er place perplexes ne, but Lovecraft often seened unable to do 80,
The sane can be applied to THE SHADOW OVER INNSMOUTH, A long story
in 5 parts, 1t should end with part four with the narrator finally
escaping from Immsnouth, Instead, Lovecraft adds part 5, which con-
gists of lines that seen to ne entirely superfulous.

When a nmen writes much he develops a style which is often very
individualistic, If true to hinself he writes only in one way, and,
vhen grandiose, like Foe, thinks that it is the best way to write.
There 18 no doubt that Lovecraft followed this pattem, He worited hard
over his monuseripts and made many revisions, All that the critid can
say 18 that his stories are plotted and franed exactly as he ment then
to be, These notes arc not intended to cloud his abllity to tell the
horror tale in a way that has entertained many readers. I simply wish-
ed to exanine his styld, and instead of lauding them to show how they
could have been nuch improved. Bnd yet I realize that he could not
have written thenm in any other way and still have remained the individ-

ual that he was,
-— DAVID BENRY KELLER

Bitchinghilt Lanp

Cutting the Heavens with empty streak
Sone fool thing speeds,

Is it sone damed inventlion,

Or does it f1ll our needs?

Or 1s it some fignent of inagination,
Fron a deranged brain?

Or is it pure and sinple inspiration,
Striking this vworld again?

Dark sparks of that unlmown region,
Beyond thie world's atmosphere,

Lost in that well established realn,
as we are here. ;

Dire sins, curses black as witchcraft,
Rlde upon sclentific wing,

ind 2ll tines imprecations congregate,
In the heart of this thing,

---George Jay Crawford
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BY
DONALD F. AN@Q“
/ The Island Legend of Crete \

Lieing off the coast of Greece, just a 1little to the South-East, liés
the small island of Crete. Once a mighty island empire doing trade vith
the povers of its time, Egypt and Assyria, it 12 now all but forgotten,
en obscure hole in the Mediterranean. Its mythic kings and peoples are
hard to remember, for 1little is left of their povwer. In the great pal-
ace at Knossos cen be seen marks of flames znd in the throne room an
overtumed vase With ritual vessells still lying there as if about to
be used, The tales of Crete have come down to us only by Greek legend,
and a few letters found in Fzypt and Babylon. One of the most intercst-
ing of these concems the great goddoss Rhea.

In the beginning of time there was created the Earth, Gaea, and the
vast skles above hor to cover and wed her, Uranus, From this marraige
sprang the twelve Titans and othor such beasts and Uranus, torrified by
them, shut them up in thc bowels of the carth. Gaca vowed revenge when
Uranus rofused to releasc thom, and sent her son, Cronus, to kill him,
Cronus murdored Uranue in the night end the curse of his parent foll up-
on him, He Imew that to rcnzin safe was to remain childless, but he soon
fell In love with Fhoa and had 5 children, Cronus, in his fears, devour—
ed cach child as it was delivered., Finally, in desporation, Rhoa want to
hor parente to soek advice, for she folt a naw child in hor, She was tol:
to fleg to Croteand there in a cave hidden away from the eyes of Cronus,
she gave birth to a son, Zeus, She retumed to her husband, and, to avert
his suspioions, wrapped a stono in swaddling cloths, which he swallowed,
Thus, Zeus gred up peacefully in the grecn aznd sunny mountains of Crete,

Indther of the legends of Crete is that of King Minos, Surcly everyone
has heard of Dacdalus and his sun Icarus who flow on wings of wex, But
what of the rest of the tale?

Kind Minos ordered each year sgvar young maidms and sevan young men
to be sacrificed to the Minotaur, a half-bull,half-man, thing which lived
in the labyrinth beneath the king's palace., But the king's dsughter, Ar—
ladne, fell in love with o @reck horo Thoscus, She enlisted the aid of
Daednlus and, at his suggestion, gave Thescus a thread to unravel behind
him when he went to fight tho Minotaur, Thoseas sloys the boast and ro-
tums safcly by following the unravciled throad. Tho king is furious and
suspects Daedalus of aiding, whorcapon hce and his son decide to fly from
the island to oscapo the king's wrath, Dacdnlus constructs wings of birds
foathora and wax, and beforc they start Icarus is wamed not to fly too
cloze to the sun, as it will mclt the wax and he would fall into the sca,
Bub Icarus disoboys his father, and surc cnough, the sun molte the wax
and ho falls into tho soa, which thon bore his nanc == Icarian., Decdal-
ue Tlces to Sicily and the protcction of Coealus, Tho king, Minos, Mmow
Deodalus Wwas vory vain and basod his plan 10 capturo his chony on this,
Ho veat from land to lend carvying o apirsl soa sholl and a throad ond
Orforing o groat roverd to anyonc who could got the thread into the sholl.
Finolly 11dnos cemo to tho court of Cocalus, King of Sicily, The wily Iing
tock tho sholl snd gave it to Drdnlous, He tiod the thread to an ant and
luring it by o drop of honcy the ant welked thro mnd thrcaded tho shel:

(continued on page 2




Fgar of the dark 1s certainly
one Oof the oldest fears of man
eince 1t 1s the vivid material-
ization of The Unknown. But is
it not odd for a grown man of
our moderm world to fear the
dark? And only a spegeclal kingd
of darimess?

BEWARE OF THE DARKY

by GENE TIPTON

stom was btullding up in the summer night out-

slde, as evidenced by sudden, intermittent gleams of light that were to
be seen through the windows, and by low, heavy rumblings that sounded
like the deep~toned growls of some aroused cosmic monster,

Three men sat within the living room of Rusby's bachelor home,
At a luncheon meeting of the Hearthside Club a few days earlier, Phillip
Rusby, a neWw member of the club, had invited the two other men over that
evening for the purpose of becoming better acquainted with them, The thre
oe Wwere chatting at random,

A growing thunderstorm, perhaps, alWways suggests something of
the ominous, and this may have helped to steer the conversation towards
the subject now under dlscussion -- fear.

Abbot, a lawyer by profession, was speaking,

"Let's admit i3, Man's overactive imagination accounts for
most of his fears, So often We become victim to fears which are needless,
even sllly, Consider Napoleon's morbid fear of cats, for example, or takc
the composer, Anton Dvorak, who had an intense fear of tmunderstorms all
gﬁ'r’?'ughout his 1life, He probably wouldr't feel very comfortable tonight,

"Imaginary though many fears may be, their effects can be very
real and tanglible," contributed Kell, a physician, drawing with satis~-
factlon on a cigar. "Fear can induce symptoms of physical 1llness in a
person, even though no actual organic disease may be present, Fear can,
among other things, ralse the blood pressure, produce palpitation of the
:gar& br!.L’ng on digestive disturbances, and upset hormonial balances in

e ay.

"In the opinion of you gentlemen, what would appear to bs the
most oommon, the most widespread fear?"

The query was voiced by Rusby, the host, He was perhaps the
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oldest of the three men, 1f age can always be gaged by appearance.
There was more grey than black in his thinning hair, and his creas-
ed face and stooped shoulders indlcated a lengthy acquaintance with
the viclssitudes of life,

"I'd say the fear of death would rank at the top." answered Kell
unhesitatingly, "However, I may be blased, I suppose a member of my
profession is exposed to death in a dlsproportionately large way,"

"The fear of retribution would seem to be very great," pondered
Abbot, "But I think I would pick the fear of darkness ag being the
most universal, Possibly, this would even embrace death 1tself, Most
of us tend to assoclate death with darimess, so really we might think
of death g8 a form of darimess, Who among us was not afrald of the
dark as a child? I remember when I was a boy, the house in vwhich vwe
lived stood near a bl empty lot that was covered by a dense thicket.
Although it looked harmless enough by day, I imagined that all sorts
of phantoms and monsters lurked in that thicket at night, and I al-
vways stayed aWway from the place after sundown,"

Rusby had leaned foxrward in his ohalr, as if finding more than
casual interest in Abbot's words,

"I'm inclined to agree with you," he sald, "But let's not limit
the fear of darkness to childhood, I once knew an adult who had an
obsessive fear of the dark, It's been years since 1've seen the man,
but I have no doubts as to the fact that the fear torments him to
this day. What's more, he most feared not darmess in general, Wt a
particular kind of dariness,”

"I'4a like to hear more about this chap,” invited Kell, "Sounds
like it might have the makings of an interesting yam,"

"Yes, go on by all means," concurred Abbot.

S0 Rusby began to elaborate, as the intensity of the rumblings
outside grew, His eyes fixed themselves upon floWwered draperies across
t?:domom which swayed in a breeze coming through a partially opened
w W,

"The man of whom I speak was named Smith, He was a boyhood chum
of mine, end the two of us greWw up together down in the Kentucky Elue
ridge country, On one occasion, when We were still small boys, he and
I and some companions secretly made off for a nearby cave, Our par-
ents had wamed us to stay away from the-place, but being intrepid
adventurers, like all boys, we meant to do some exploring, Ineids,
with a supply of matches, We embarked on our 1little adventure. But,
a8 luck would have it, Smith became separated from the group and got
lost in some side passage. The rest of us made our way out all right,
but Smith remained in the ceve three days and three nights in pitch
dariness before he was found, "

Rusby paused to light up hia briar pipe, then plunged anew into
his story.
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"As you probably have guessed, that incedent made Smith atmormal-
1y sensitive to dariness, I don't believe he ever completely got over
the experience, But his aversion to the dark did not grow into a pho-
bia until some years later. When in our late teens, he and I Were tak~-
ing in a travelling camival which had come into town, We vere pass~-
ing one of those fortune-tellers' tents when Smith, on an impulse,
decided to go inside,

'MCome on, let's go!! I urged him, 'Surely you don't belleve in
those frauds,'

"taw, 1t's only a dollar, Phil,' he persisted, 'and who Imows?
Some gorgeous female with a millionelre father may be destined to
come into my 1life,'

"land with a six-foot~four husband.,' I added.

"Mostly to humor his whim, I followed Smith into the smelly tent.
He paid his dollar, and the old Gypsy woman peered into her orystal
ball for several minutes. Then she ralsed her wizened face and looked
at my friend soberly. I'll never forget her words.

"!Prom beginning to end, dariness 1s woven into the tapestry of
every 1ife, Darimess 1lies within the womb and within the tomb,'

"I gould tell that the strange words had quite an effect on Smith
His face tumed deathly pale, He pressed the old woman to tell him
more; to elaborate upon the cryptic statement. After more moments of
orystal-gazing, she spoke again,

"'T gsee only darkness =- a strange form of darimess =~ in your
world of tomorrow., Take heed! Beware of the dark! Beware especlelly
of darimess created by light)'

"I gather this admonition added fuel to the fire." interposed
Kell, "It must have served to build a moderate childhood fear into
something of much greater proportions."

"But surely an intelligent person wouldn't have put much stock
into the wild prattle of a Gypsy fortune-teller," declared Abbot, "It
was Jjust coincedence that she happened to touch upon a matter to which
he was already sensitive."

"Ah, but you haven't heard all of my story." smlled the narrator,
"At that time, maybe I felt the same way myself, But my efforts to se
Smith's mind at ease met with 1ittle success, Then, several months
later, my friend told me of his wish to visit another fortune-teller.

'"Wh"v on earth do you vwant to throw aWway more money on those de-
celvers?' I asked him, 'Wasn't one time enough?’

"'T'm just curdious, Phil,' he replied, His face bore & serious,
thoughtful expression, 'I wonder what a second one would tell me, I
seem to recall that one of those palmists recently set herself up in



BEWARE OF THE DARK! 23

a trailer over on Lincoln Avenue, Care to go along with ne?'

" A11 right,' I agreed reluctantly, 'It's your money.' Se, in
Smith's car we drove over to the trailer of the second Gypsy, and vWere
adnitted into the woman's small, cramped quarters., She took my friend's
palm end studied it for a time, after which -- with a falr degree of
acouracy, as I remember, -- she began to enumerate various character
snd personality tralts, And then her volce became grave.

"'Heed the tracings of destiny that are outlined in mértal flesh,
In your future looms that which is to be feared. It lurks among the sha-
dows -- and well it might, for darimess itself is the substance of this
terror which 1ies in wait, Guard forever against the scourge of darimess
--baare of the dark! And seek greatest safety from darimess whose sour-
ce is light!

"Smith didn't say a word, tut only stared at the woman as 1f str-
iken. In a kind of daze he accompanied me to his car and drove directly ¥
st1ll =another fortune teller, who delivered a third prophecy regarding
his fate, And, gentlemen, believe it or not, it was identical to the

first tuwol"

"That must have been the proverbial straw that broke the camel's
back, " supposed Kell, after a moment of comparative silence had lapsed,
a hush broken only by the grumble of thunderclaps.

"Yes," sald Rusby, nodding, "For the same waming to be glven thr-
o6 times in a row -- that's cerrying coincedence a bit too far, don't
you think?

"Well, from that time on, Smith was never quite the same person,
His dread of the dark grew into an obsession, He would never set foot
outdoors after nightfall, In his bedroom a light bumed constantly at
night, You couldn't drag him inside a theatre or movie-house, or any
place that wasn't well-lighted. And he Was forever puzzled -- often to
the point of torture.~- by the peculiar form of darimess mentioned in
those wamings,"

Kell repeated the enigmatical words musingly., "'Bevware of dariness
created by light.' It certainly is a queer sort of waming."

"Granting that there was anything to the dire Prediotione, your
friend could have misinterpeted them." mused Abbot. "Maybe it was fig-
urative, not literal, darimess that was to blight his life, The darimess
of sin, for example. Or the darimess of fatlure, Or the ultimate dark-
ness to be found in death. In any event, it just ococurred to me how dark-
nees could be created by light. Why, a flash of lightning could knock
out the pover lines right now, end we would find ourselves sitting in
pitch darimess --"

Both guests looked curiously at Rusby, who reacted in strange fash-
ion to that last statement, He stirted in his chair, and his face paled
visibly, Both Abbot and Kell thcught they could make out a brief flicker
of panic-like fear in the eyes of thelr host.
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"ihat's the matter?" frowned the physiclan. '

Abbot regarded Phillip Rusby with a critical, dearching intentnese
for a moment. Gradual insight and discemment spread over the attomey's
features.

"Rusby, " he sald softly, "something tells me that your friend
Smith is right here in this room, sitting in the same chair as yourself."

The nod 0f affimation Rusby gave was so slight as to be almost
imperceptible, He let out a long, tired, sigh as 1f unspeakably Weary
from combatting the onerous fear that had for so long plagued him,

The long~gathering storm had broken; wind and rain were lashing
the house with vehemence, Arising, Rusby walked across the room to the
now wildly fluttering draperies, and firmly lowered the window sash, He
remained there, looking out into the storm-ridden night, The rain-filled
derimess vas frequently pricked by erratic thrusts of light, The two men
stlll sitting could fanoy that Rusby forced his eyes to meet that all-
pervading mass of darkness only through a great summoning of courage, His
vas an almost rebellious attitude, He seemed to be defying the darimess
as a small and defeneeless boy stands up to the neighborhood bully who
had long dominated him,

At that instant a great explosion of light enveloped the room,
penetrating wlth noon-day brilliance into its every comer, Attendant to
the dazzling 1light was a bombardment of sound: the deep-throated, resound
ing wice of thunder blended with the higher-pitched crystalline sound of
shattering glass, The flgure standing before the window threw his hands

It was later in the evening, A peaceful celm, devold of all ten-
sion, now filled the night, The storm which had earlier been rampsnt hed
moved on, and was now venting its fury elsewhere.

Pausing before one of the hospital wards, Kell, now white-jacketed
and displaying a brisk, professional air bome of many years spent in
such environs, beckoned for Abbot to enter, The physician spoke briefly
#1lth a nurse who emerged from the room, then Jjoined the attomey., Their
attentlon became focused on the occupant of one of the beds ~- a new pat-
lent whose face was swathed in bandages.

The two wordlessly regarded the figure, Iow, fearful murmuring
aries came from the recumbent form, They Were sounds such as a frightened
3héldh215ht utter in the dead of night, seeking refuge from specter-haym-
sed shadows,

. "Poor fellow," commiserated the physician when the two had left the
room, Hls face was cut up pretty badly by that window glass, Strange,
en't it, that lightning should have struck that window pane at that pre-
iise moment? The disfiguring scars that will be left aren't the worst of
jur friend s troubles, Thanks to those flying fragments of glass, Rusby
.8 thtally blind, The darkness he feared so much has at last come upon hin

--Gene Tipton,
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NOTE
After the publication of the last issue we Were besieged by
letters, some good, some bad, all offerlng,‘ eriticism, We are
followers of Phillip Wylie's philosophy: "iithout oriticism,
there would be no progress,” Hence, the more letters and the -
more letters of criticism, the happier we are, We publish at
e great loss of both time and money, so if there are no let-
ters, ve might as well not publish, for we gain nothing., An
80, please do not be discouraged begause this present issue s
lettercolum 1s small due to lack of money to expand the size
of the 'zine, PLEASE send in your letters of comment and orit-
icism, sgoboo or no, If we aren't blasted it makes us unhappy.

T 5 . . - —— .~ -

L.0,G, O THE L,0,C,'s |

Your cover is very effective, A wonderful drav-
RO 3w 7 V3 3 e e B i ing by Proeser, Of course, the story by Love-
oraft is vonderful amd illustrates the cover quote perfectly. His ancient
biblical, style of writing 2lso =dds to the spell woven by the story. I
must say that the story by St. John certeinly created a horrible end
fearful mood, I was ceught in its vieb and scarcely noticed the imperfect-
lons of grammar and sentence structure, However, copy editing IS needed.
As usual, I liked the letters which vere a carry-over from CENTAUR. I
often enjoy lettercolums morc than the pieces in a magazine, Evidently
this "Distimming the Gostak" was of a controversisl nature, Good! As an
athlest, I feel we should emphasize the positive aspects of athiesm,
rather than announce We are athiests end then glare belligerently around
the room walting for someone to chellenge our credo, Witness Poul Shin-
gleton's outburst! Instead, I prefer to tell people that I believe in the
Golden Rule, most of the laws of lMoses, most of the principles expressed
in the Sermon on the Mount, in the existence of Jesus, in the family, de-
cency to others, etc.,, but that I do not believe that the injection of
a supemeatural being, or bpeings, or existence of heaven or hell, will ADD
anything at a1l tovards the goal of peace on earth, good will towards men
In brief, the real athiest feels about ethics and morals in much the sanc
Way as a "religonist," However, the athiest thinks men should be more
occupied with the troubles of man and less involved with his gods, who
are not at all necessary to create a good ethical doctrine by which man
may live in peace, honor, dimity, and righteousness, ¢{This mey be true,
but lmowing human nature, do you honestly think man -- any man -~ could
ever stick to such a code?-ed.}} So far the athiest seems to have the
legsons of history all on his side, Unfortimately, the athiest is known
only as some sort of negative personality, who denies EVEXYTHING, This
12 certainly not true es my thoughts above have pointed out, In fact, oux
freedonm of thought on this subject (inherited from %Lhe early Grecks) SAVI
us from subservience to priestly hierarchy, Mntallible divine revelat-
iong," traditional creeds, and rigid ritualistic forms, 4{You scem to be
typlifying the churches in much the same Way as you accuse them of typ-
1lifying the athiest) I Imow of many churches which are excellent When
%

Major W.8, Chichester
506 Springvale Drive
San Antonio 27, Texas
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speaking in your terms of "man's duty to man." Also, there are several
which have cut religous dogma to the bare minimum, doing only what was
discribed in the Bible, Be careful, Don't make yourself gullty of the
same crime that you accuse them ofi-ed,+} We can seek human betterment,
not institutionalism, Thus, as Socrates sald, "ie are free to follow the
arguement wherever it leads."

Well, I'1l be looking forward to the next issue, which I hope
will be called MIRAGE. Keep up the good work!

¢4Tt would seem to me that athiesm is divided into as meny seots

a8 18 religon, Messbs, Deckinger and Shingleton, teke notels}
I T T T U R R R AL
Harry Wamer, Jr. & HARRY WARNER IN THE MIDDLE

423 Summit Avenue 3
Hagerstown, Marylandiy went to thank you for your kindness in sending me

$33310031003388008y f5aupg of KALEIDOSCOPE. I'm too old and Jaundiced
to subscribe to fanzines, but maybe I can give you some comments, which
will be about halfway between the cruption from Redd Boggs and the com-
fort from Jom Berry in the last lettercolum, Of course, I can't tell
how much of an improvement over the first issue this is, but 1t seema
like a good accomplishment viewed by itself, The mimeography is better
than average; only a feW pages are tothered very much by typographical
errors, and you certeinly seem enthusiastic enough and willing to teke
advice, I don't object to the lack of fannish material, elther, because
this is the sort of contents I cut my fannish teeth on, In fact, the
whole fanzine is a pleasant reminder of what many publlcations used to
be 1ike, back in the early 40s, It was also interesting to re-read Love~
craft's story, This is probably the first time I've re-read anything by
HPL in elght or ten years and 1'd been wondering how he would impress me
at this late date, I find that he can still interest me, although it
seems odd thet this particular writer should have become the center of

a cult of admirers that specieslize in his works, I would think that 1t
would be easior to grow tired of his fictlon if read too often than that
of almost every other fantasy writer,4¢I can't say I agree with you, but
you might take note that almost every otheyr fantasy writer (that 18, of
the modem fantasy school) had a large assocliation with Lovecraft, He 1is
responeible, directly and indirectly, for the bulk of good fantasy. The
oult you mention springs not so much from his works as from the man him-
self, you will find,-ed,$}However, I still can't approve of little items
about his eccentricitles like the one that follows the story, S0 much hat
been made of HPL's quirks, btut they weren't substantially more numerous
or severe than those of a great proportion of the population, I have
never worked in an office where at lecast two or three persons vweren't as
frightened ab a breath of cool air as HPL {ébut dla any collapse from it’
+3+ lots of us admire cats very much, and 86 on, Woular't 1t be better to
emphasize the really strange thing about him: his record of never having
harmed anyone, made an ereny, falled to be & friend to anyone he encoun-
tered? You can find lots of people who hate seafood but few who are genw
inely as good as was HPL.I wish I could say something nice about that
other story, tut it's pretty terrible. I don't think "St., John" has any
idea of the basic principles of fiction, The hero is like a comic opera
character -- cowardly, a sneak, surviving only by remarkable coincedencer
and accidents, The style is a crazy mishnash of the Lovecraft tradition
end clumsy attempts to imitate reslistic detective fiction, Paragraph
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after paragraph violate logic, The first thing that happens in the nain
story i’g 2 telephone call from the hero's best friend; why, then, should
it be necessary for the friend to identify hinself and ask ¥ho 1t 1s on
the other end of the line? If they're such pals, they should know each
other's voices by now, The hero drives around Dorwich and sees that a
blue line encircles the town, fron one vantage point, I refuse to bel=~
ieve that any town would have geography which would meke this pogsible
from the ground level., The efforts at descriptive writing are hopeless,
"The house,,,.was shaped in such = Way o8 to meke it a 'dquare oircle'
shape, Know what I mean?" The hill "with the house on it wes shaped in
such a Way to make it look like it was over the town,"

I liked the cover very much; though I never sew Lovecraft, it looks like
& believable depiction on the basis of photographs, ¢fas to your first
point, Dorwich was pretty bad., But Savage dién't drive around the town,
tut merely guessed that it encircled it, As for the cover -- Prosser
never net HPL either, but drew 1t from a picture in an early Arkham
House book,-ed,$} The letter-colurm would benefit by a different system
of inserting editorial comments, It's hard to be sure in certein places
Just who's telking., ¢ésuggestions on hov glse it could be handled?#3I'm
inclined to zcgree that it wasn't stupid to drop ASTOUNDING from the mag-
azine's name; I grew up in an era when wgq fought for more digaified tit-
les, and now that we finally get one, pedple start to yell foul, You may
be fighting a loosing battle by concentrating on welrd fiction, I sus-
pect that the horrors of WW II and the pogsibilities that the future
holds have madd the gruesone adjectives of welrd fiction seem pellid to-
day., But I stlll have a fondness for the stuff in limited wuantities,
end just think how fine you'd feel if all of a sudden someone starts to
2\11'. out a professional veird fiction magazine again‘

{iho says we're concentrating on weird fiction? We're always glad to
Bee 1t, but we'll be happy to look over any SF or even fine straight
filction if you people out there will send 'em to us! Great Britain as of
this moment, has the highest regard for the welrd tele, Its popularity
is suprisingly high, yet they were in the last war not only up to their
necks but in thelr homes as well! As to the future -- the bizzare possi-
bilities 1t will bring have alweys been in existence, #nd since our own
problems vweren't envisioned by the earlier worricrs, to those oncs thelr
problems were no less large, Who, during the early I&Oa, liked to think
of what would happen if Hitler had won?as for a pro weird fiction mag--
I doubt it, Leo Margulies bought the rights to WEIRD TALES a feWw years
back with sters in his eyes but it seens to have been a Waste of money.
No new WEIRD TALES popped up, and while occult magazines sell tremendous
1y well end fentasy on the television running rampant (The U,S. Steel
Hour will do FLOWERS FOR ALGERVON! You can't escape it.z. nobody has had
the money nor the nerve to try the market again, Whoops! Yes they did.

I recall one magazine named SHOCK which printed good welrds recently,
but was seriously marred by a comic editorial format -~ a spider for the
letters and a ghoul in the editor’s chair, eto.-ed.))

R R R S T R R I A S et R SRS R TP T Ry
Bob Lichtman H BOB LICHTMAN OBJECTS

6137 Croft Ave.: SaWA b

Los Angeles 56,:The only objection I cen find to your zine as far as
Califomia imaterial goes is that I disiike lovecraft even in pro=~
iifiriitiissiissfessional books s0 don't bother often to read him in
fanzines. And even noreso I avold pseudo-Lovecraft material, So there
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reelly vasn't much in this issue to interest me, If you are intending

to continue-printing Lovecraft naterial, you night follow up your com=-
nent after the story that he was active in the fandom of the 208 and
reprint sone of the stuff he had in zines like Homig's FANTASY FAN,

I dn't own a set, but found a bound volume in the Special Collectlons
section of the UCLA library and have read most of it. ¢fmost reprinting
I had planned (Which was slight to begin with) has been shelved for the
time being, Unless a good nunber of readers desire it, 1t'11 stay there
indefinitely, I fear-ed.3} I guess it's obvious that you wrote your ed-
itorisl on steneil this time, else We wouldn't have had to put up with
such things as "But very seldonm does the amateur writer, the person Who
has not sold professionally, but writes good and often excellant ¢sicy
pleces," What about him, huh? I don't mind your putting out a serious
fenzine -- a8 you say, 1'm free to ignore it if it gets too bad -- Dut
your comments here sound as if you're trying to Justify printing any
0ld crud, just because it happens to be fan and not pro fiction, EfNot
at all, however, I have been violently attacked for suggesting a zine
like this present issue, and I'm afraid I got carried avway. Tell ne,
whether you like the pleces in this lseue or not, are they crud?-ed, B
The only decent artwork was by Prosser, Othervwlse, artWwork and headlngs
gtunk. The muddy toilet paper you've used in the beginning of the zine
should be standard throughout, And stick to just one color, so that the
zine will look more uniform, Good grief but you get a wide renge of let-
tere! From Redd Boggs to Bill Plott, Your lettercol isn't too bad,--I
suppose you had to use the letters you got. But elinmlnate #7thisy; for
something better! My own style is (éthis}) tut I prefer to keep 1t most-
1y to myself, ¢¢The range of letters is wide, but it was not that I had
to use any old letters as much as these covered substantielly everything
in eny of the others, 33

R  EE  r  r e R R R R R R R R R R R R R R AR R
Mike Deckinger: (EXCERRTS)

85 looust Ave,: To say I Was impressed with KALEIDOSCORE would be put-
Milltum, N,J.$ ting it mildly, The zineg, no matter which name you usse,
$1s2:82t5288183 has made an astounding (no plug) advance since the fir-
g8t issue., The repro 1s fine, Prosser art exocellent, and everything ex-
tremely Well handled. The cover is unusual, for both Prosser and g zine,
and is an excellent one to lead into the story. Apparently Harrell's ty-
per was used for St, Joln's plece and the edltorisal, I'da rather you use
1t from now on for the entire zine, ¢¢Sorry, but 246 miles is a bit too
far for me to go to use a typer!-ed.#} There is absolutely nothing wr-
ong with a WELL HANDLED sercon zine, The trouble 1s today that too many
go-called Sercon zines are edited by neos who inmedlately model thelir
zines after imitation prozines, This is not what the reader wants, For
good examples of sercon zines, look at AMRA or NEW FRONTIERS, two of the
best zines put out today., I think KALEIDOSCOPE is fine....Where does
Chesapeake Publications cone from? ihy not keep the aforementloned title
¢£0.P. is from a beer commercial, actually, This is the Bay Country, MIR
AGE, we think, is more suitable for a fantas¥zine:'¥}...'.['he multi-let-
tered headings were a trifle sloppy, Fpr Ghu's sake, why not use a ruler®
...The ASTOUNDING name change Was stupid because it represents a move
on the part of a tyrranical editor which many (a majorityl) are opposed
t0...5peaking of Christians and eathiests, I agree completely with Coul-
gon in that they should not be established as opposing forces, Nothing
grouches me more than to hear some fugghead say that because the Russ~-
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ians arc athiosts thoy are doubly bad, ctc, Not all Russisns aro athicste
and oven if thay vwore,being an athiest does not nocesserily makc onc an
enemy of frocdom and liberty. £40nly Party Mambors arc required to ro-
nounce God, and thoy comprisc no norce then 1% of the total Russ popul=-
ation)-od, 33 Kamncdy nade o roal stupid statonont o fow months ago when
he sald that the reel strugplo today wes botWwoen thoso who belicve in
God and thosc who don't, Anyono who 18 ignormnt omough to meokc that type
of romerk doosn't descrve to bo presidmt, #6fhat'cha gonna do?34 Boggs
was wrong, Tho idce Por my story in UENTAUR was o8 o scrious pioco from
tho beginning, If it vas to be funny; I would have Wwritton 1t quitc dif-
fcrcntly..“..l'm supriscd that no onc figurcd out that your "Distimning
thc Gostak™ quotc was 1iftcd (crroncously) from liilce Bruor's The Gos

toks snd the Doshes In an carly AMAZING.

MYTHS AND LEGENDS (continucd fron pago 19)

When Cocalus prosanted the throandod shell to Minos, theo Crctan king do-
nandcd Doodelcus, Nothing cover conc of it, though, sincc Minos drowned
whileo taking a bath in Cocalus' palaco,

Many archcologists and historisns think that naybo the islend capire
was first scttlcd by rofugocs fron lower Egypt. In 3000 B,C, Macs tnit-
ed upper and lowor Egypt by conqucst and the land of tho mouth of the
Nile was coveored in tino, Nothing oxists to toll wo of theso pcople X~
ecpt 2 fow thousand graves in the ground and the implinents thoy wore
buricd with,

Vory littlc is known of lowcr Egypt boforc unification, Meny things
point to this migration,such as thc Crctans woro bronzo workers, Jjust
as the Egyptians, Although thc Fgyptiens had diplonatic rcletioms with
Crcte, it is impoasiblc that thoir slight influmco should bring ebout
the Crotons adopting meny synbols the Egyptions uscds Tho double axo,
thc symbol of Zcus and of which a gold and bronzc cmblen Wwas found in
the palacc at Knossos, and othor things., The lattor is an Egyptian cult
sign == onc of thc first. Also found in both civilizations, although
found to be first uscd in Ezypt, is thec crossod spoars of Sals, tho
figuro clght shicld, the mountain, the dove, and tho harpoon of Egypt
fron which tho tridemt of Nceptunc might havc evolved.

The covilization of Crotc starts sonawhore around 3000 B,C, It ads
with tho fall of Knossos sround 1400 B,C, and fron therc covilization
swings northward, to tho Grecoks,

Ono of tho most intoresting Anciot Myths is that of Gilganesh of
Be.l::»ylon end Sunor, This will bo thc subjcct of the next articlc.

«-Donald F. Anderson

- - — e - - —— -

——— - - —— -~

EDITOR'S NOTE: This colurm is sonicwhat of =n cxpeorimsnt, and its con-
tinuation in futuroc issucs of MIRAGE will dopond antircly on you., If

you would liko to sce more zncient nyths told by Mr. indcrson, pleasco
say 80, and do not fail to mekc your own comnents and suggostlons on

his piocccs,.




ELTONSBRGDY,, . ..

Scekor & Warburg, 1960 (London) §2, i

.T;cro is, I suspgot, somec very good roa-
gon why thc cuthors of nost ghost storics sct tholr characters in not
only & raaotc place but in usually a very old structurc of sonc sort,
Thc atnosphorc 18 diffcrent with agec, and wWwith ago concs horror bocauso,
probably, thc greatcst horror of all is of beooning 0ld =- be 1t bulld-
ing or nen, Theore wes an old motel snd house in Robert Bloch's PSYCHO,
an old castlc in Frankensteln, and old housce in alnost cvory other tele
with g horrific sotting sincc authors bcgen,

Edgar Mittclholzcr, in his fiftconth novel, hes forsaken his experi-
nantel writings of THE WEATHER AT MIDDENSHOT, CHILDREN OF KAYWAN., ctG.,
to rotum to the mecabro world hc crcatcd in MY BONES AND MY FLUTE, Con-
ing fron a2 romoto comer of thc world ~- British Guisna -- his best no-
vels arc clways aot:in thc Weet Indics and in thc Carribean, Like neny
othor cuthors beforc hinm he has croated o world which bears 1littlc reo-
lationship to that which wo Ikmow ~-- 28, indccd, docs nost of the best
scicnco fiotion and fontasy ~- and in which thc charecters talk end be-
have in thelr own strangc fashion,

ELTONSBRODY 18 o lonely old house on thc island of Barbados with all
tho stock symptoms of being hountcd, The wind whistles through the boerd
in the houso, thc shutters rattlc shakingly, the windows vibrate os tho-
ugh o denon wore trying to get inside the barred tonb, the furinture
ereaks ormiously, as though to threatm anyonc Who would dare to use it,
and outside thc dogs howl wamingly to thosc outsldec who should venture
out, or those who should venturec in,

Mistress of ELTONSBRODY is Hrs, Sceifc, a kindly but not-quite-right-
in-the-head cherscter-= "I'm not 2 bad wonen, but I'm strengce.." who
gives onc of heor rooms to a comnerclel artist, a Mr, Woodsley, when he
finds that. all the hotels on thec island arc full,

Mr, Woodslcy finds ELTONSBRODY a very strenge placc indeed, Just as
Nornzn Bates in PSBYCHO had his texidermmy, so Mrs, Scaife writes in her
book of the preises of ——-- disscction, Her talk is scattered with des-
oriptions of human gore and therc arc nany nysterious golngs-on in the
local cenctery with grucsome tid bits such as the boncs of a hunen fin-
gor tuming up on the dining table wrapped up in s dinner napkin,

However, not ell thec residents of ELTONSBRODY are 80 concermned with
the inner structurcs of the body; thorc 18 an exhibitlionist mald of the
house called Malveme who 18 80 proud of her shapely contours that she
strips to the walst whaever there is likely to be en appreciative sud-
ience. It's very friistrating then that sarly in the story she falls down-
staeirs ond brecks her neck to be pleced in a cone end looked after by a
prett.w( Nurse Linton,

"It's insonity," says Mr, Woodsley, "ot the slightest doubt about it,
vhen he finds one of the dissertions of the nistrecss of the house about
the delights of dissection, but eince he is wable to get a roon any=-
where else on the islend and he is a comnercial artist, he continues to
stay there desplie stronge sounds throughout the house and even stranger

(continued on page 34)



Here i8 a pleasant little tale
vwhich, while origonal, shovs a
definite Lovecraftian influen-
ce a la "The Outsider." What
vas the hidedous secret that
came with a emall bottle plck-
ed up in a tiny little store?
George wapner's ability to tell
2 good story is clearly evident
here, So let's @ll fingd out Jjust
vihat RappenN®d. s esveeceonsesssas

‘AS I THE MISTSCLEARED.
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214
GEORGE H, WAGNER

Having been since early childhood a re-
cluse of the most withdrawn sort, I was not wont to take those long and
leisurely midday etrolls which vere considered so conduelve to the 1lit-
erary craft by certain of my contemporaries,

All that I coneider necessary to my stories of the ghostly and terri-
ble can be found in my old Boston house., It's great rooms contain not
only antique fumichinge dating beyond the Great Fire of london,but the
voluminous libraries ascsembled over the centuries by my anceators,These
book-collectione contain such rare works as the religoue histories of
Comelius Dinnezus, the witch-talee of Latanius, the lost philosophies
of Mallems, and the almost legendary books of C, Retanius Mento (called
by one writer a "First century Mather"), Some of my books, including the
VITAE SPIRITUS of Gazio (1515), Joln Saxon's RUSI‘?C ARTS tSILVESTRE\I ARS,
as well as Peter Frost's BLACK RITUALS, and Laney's DEATH HERBS, are not
to be found in the Library of Congress, the British Museum, or the Nat-
ional Library at Paris,

Today I am still a recluse; but where I previously freely chose such a
1life, I am now forced to do so,

I Was not =~ as I have sald -- accustomed to taking long walks, and it
vas not by cholce that I did so on the disasterous day of which I speak,
: shipment of booke necessitating my presence at the local express off-

ce,

Iy Joumey thither would through the poerer section of Boston, dotted
with the groups of small antigue and ocurio shops that invariably clust-
or and groW in such places.

I stopped before one such window, and finding nothing of interest,mov-
ed on to another, I did this several times before I found a window that
held my interest, There were many trinkets end tmasures in that window,
Bome of vwhich I thought must have been at least early puriten in origon.
There vere several books, but these, while old, had counterparts in my
callection, I sav the customary 0ld stamps and coins, as well as various



AS THE MISTS CLEARED 32

dishes, ale mugs, and pleces of silvervare, In one comer of the window
rested a jumbled pile of chipped and wom daguerreotypes, one of these
being of an elderly mouetached men who looked for all the vorld like
Charles Fort.

I vwas not, however, interested in these iteme, In the centre of the
vwindow glistened a beautiful emerald-coloured jade-green sphere, It vas
undoubtedly crystal, but wnlike any crystal I had ever seem, elther in
America or on the Continent., It vag, for that metter, unlike anything
Jackson had discribed in hie CRYSTAL BUYER'S CATALOGUE, and unlike any-
thing Frenz Heiber had discuesed in HEISER'S BUCH BEI SELTEN GLAS, the
latter book causing as much commotion and controversy among entique col-
Jectors in Berlin when it was published there in 1933 as did Hitler's
Storm Troopere among the general populace.

Mists seemed to swirl deep within the sphere, as if a daemon-god of
some far world had imprisoned all the skies of Venue inside,

I opened the cracked gless door, passed through a dusty vestibule, and
entered the shop. An o0ld man stood behind tables littered with old neWs~
papers, dishes, and various magazines,

The old man quoted a ridiculously low price, which I gleefully pald.
He seemed, oddly, rether glad to get rid of the thing, As I left the
shop, he handed me an envelope vwhich, he sald, vwent viith the sphere. I
received the strange impression that the men was not as old as he look-
ed, but could not justify this suspicion,

I wrapped the crystal sphere in a plece of neWspaper from the shop,
and placed 1t in my coat pocket., Picking up my ghipment of books (sev-
eral menuscripte that I had sent to be bound in Providence), I hurried
home to refxamine my curious find,

Safely home, I entered my study and placed the spbore on my writing
table, The mists and vapours continued to swim about within 1%,

Inelde the envelope, I found several pieces of yellowed parchment,Well
preserved and non-brittle., One contained a raving discourse directed
against Cotton Hather, the Rhadamenthine sage of the Puritan era. This
paper would have been of great interest to historiens, but I have bumt
it and shaell not reveal its contents here. liany things have been very
wisely supressed conceming Mather (although he was, to be sure, basic~
ally a good man), and I shall not betray the trust of nearly 3 centurles

Another paper, some feW years older, proved to be a history of the
sphere, It told how the sphere had been created from volcanic glass in
far Atlantis, From the Magick Island the sphere (referred to as the "Mys
tyck Sphere" in a2ll the parchments) was taken to the subterrens pre-Chal
dean temples near modem day Sharsul, Irag., These temples had fallen in-
to ruln by the time that Roman #travellers found the sphere there in 25
A,D., Unnemed misfortunes ware visited on these travellers, both in the
Near Exet and in Home, Because of these the shhere was sealed in a orypt
far beneath the templs of Satum--Cronus, This ciypt Was opened some year
later by & temple priest, who, after certain monetary inducements, had
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forsaken his vow of secrecy conceming the sphere, Il Was idolivered in-
to the hands of a Wealthy but eccentric Foman citizen, who dabbled in
the Black Arts, He kept i1t in his villa until one night he drovned him-
self in the Black Lake of Avermnus =-- sald by the anclients to be the en-
trance to Hades, The shhers Was glven to Nero, who was then empeérour.
VYero placed it in the imperial treasury, where it renained until it fekd
into the hands of a Chaldeo-Roman astrologer Who fashioned a bronze base
for it, which it still bore when it came into my hands,

The esphere moved north, into the land of the Vikings, and then to the
South, and the Frankish Kingdoms, Taken to IEngland vith the invading Nor-
nane in 1066, it gaaaed throuﬁh Hastings, the following year seelng it
in the nefarious "Black Abbey" at Brackenshire,

By 1200 the sphere was in Scotland, causing many divers troubles for
those into whose hands it came, Monks hid it in a mountain cave, and it
pemeined safe there for over four centuries, A robber band operating in
the area found the sphere, and kept it in thelr posession wmtil it was
captured by loyalist forces sent to rout the outlaws, The sphere Was glv-
en to Charles Wright, the Scotch-Mglish commander of the loyalist for-
oes,

The Wright family came to the New World in 1625, The paper Was written
by Jomm Wright, a lawyer, in defense of his father, a defendant In the
witch-craft trials of 1645, The younger Wright attempted to show that
strange deaths in his family were caused by the evil powers of the sph-
ere, and not by any actions of hies father.

The court ascquitted the elder Wright, due to the evidence presented in
John Wright's doouments, which was, Wwe must add, the result of six months
constant research, The court recommended that the sphere be cast into the
ses, however, Dr, Thomas, who was to perform this rite, went mad and ab-
sconded Wwith it instead., Neither Dr, Thomas nor the sphere Were ever seen
20y heard from agein, said the third parchment.

As I ald not believe in magic, although I wrote storlies conceming it,
and thought sorcery as something completely forgotten, except in those
obscure and curious traveller's tales still occasionally oirculated about
such men as Aleister Crowley, I placed very little belief on the infor-
mation given in the parchments. Hovwever, as I averted my eyes from the
mehuseripts and directed them at the orystal sphere, I saw a change begin
40 come Over it. The mists seemed to swirl more wildly than ever; they
Wwere no longer the beautiful mists of the antique shop., Several times
thdy thinned and for brief seconds they threatened to part, revealing
some dark and terrible secret beneath, Then suddenly «=- quite suddenly--
the mista did clear.

What the sphere showed cannot be fully described here, but has to d®
with the reason why I can ngver venture forth on Boston streets, even
deep in the blackest tides of night. A face, nay, en lmperfeot parody
of a face, like the work of some drunken, drug-crazed artist, grinned
and gloated from within, bathing me in a baleful, hellish glare. The
face of someone a fortnight dead could not have stirred in me the horror
that I felt as I stood there, I could not dream what far-flung dimension
had spavned such a thing, and I wondered if the same benevolent God who
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created the Earth and all that dwell thereon had also creeted that.

Thers Was something frighteningly faniliar about that face in the sph-
ere, and I Imew then that the wordlese whispers mouthed by those form-
less daemons that mumble mindlessly in the deepest abysses of my mind
Wwere true, That damable face -- and I shuddered whenever the electric-
edged thought traced razor-lines acrose my conclousness—-- wWas & coOpy of
my ovn face!

In some far universe, I understand now, in some twisted dimension, in
some cosmio vortex of nothingness, a thousand infinitles beyond reality,
beyond the Wwide seas of space, past the citadels of time, there dwell
oreatures —- beasts —-- who are carictures of ourselves, Each of us has
& double who is so blasphemously hideous that 1t is beyond human wordew-e
or even sane thoughte -- to describe his contenance. The sphere, created
by mad high-priests during the final daye of decadent and depraved At-
lantis, 18 a key, erasing the merciful walle betWeen our dimension and
the wild one of which I write,

I picked up the sphere and dashed it against the floor, Taking the hea-
vy 0l1d iron poker, brought from Mgland when the house Was built in 1681
(perhaps only for this purpose?), I shattered the shoulish thing with
one blow, The resulting pieces I crushed and smashed until nothing re-
meined of the sphere but crumbly green chips.

In my victory I revelled in the thought that the face was gone, I dld,
hovwever, wonder just where it had gone, Had it retumed to that dark dl-
mension from which it came, unWittingly summoned by my presence near the
gphere, or had it, perhaps, been in some way caught up in that gigantic
tengle that is time and space? I dld not worry on these thoughts, hovever.
It Wwes gone, and that wae enough.

It was not too much later that I looked in a MirrOXecesscsssses
ELTONSBRODY (continucd fron page 30) smells. But snolls of what? Of
decay? Of death? Of WHAT?

Norman Bates concealod comparatively 1little in his notel compared to
what is hidden baeath the wooden shutters of ELTONSBROIN., In one lock-
ed roon is the husband in evening dress - surely the best looking evening
dress ever seen on o skeleton - In school clothes in another locked roon
is the little grandson, also down to his bare self. The attractive Nurse
Linton is entombed in small pieces, Shapely Malveme also tums up in
pleces —=- but these ara't even entombed. These discoveries, unlike those
of PSYCHO, do not suprise the reader In the sanec way. Certainly not as
nuch as they so the hopless Mr, Woodsley, Edgar Mittelholzer 1s an author
Wwho scoms the uese of suprise and it is surely a nark of his great writ-
ing skill that without this important element in o horror story he can
gt.ili. contrive to relee the hair on the back of the head almost effort

essly,

This 18 a highly individual story of evil, macabre happenings, and what
Norman Bates and his razor did in a motel is but a fraction of what old
Mrs, Sceife can do in ELTONSBRODY.

Wonder why 1t's always the sexy ones that are killed, thoughi....?
--=}lan Dodd -
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