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THE GREAT PYRAMID OF GIZA

| When the architects began
Laying their audacious plan
For the greatest pyramid of all,
It then seemed a natural thing
For them to inter their king
Deep beneath that monument so tall.

Pharaoh Khufu called a halt,
Said those tons upon his vault
Gave him chills and spoilt his sleep as well;
So the engineers discreet
Built a loftier retreat
For the roval mummy’s citadel.

Khufu wanted higher yet;
They his wishes quickly met
In that greatest tomb upon the globe.
Truth to tell, the secret hid
Under Khufu’'s pyramid
| Is that Khufu was a claustrophope!

L. Sprague de Camp
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Welcome as lover come, O thunder

That wear white wings and bend wheat under

And thrill the river through this sightless noon

Of Hecate's bright-scaled team that drives on June.
--Anthony Sandor

Mustration by Stephen Fabian
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When we acquired COVEN 138 from its original owners,
we felt this editorial would be a rather easy thing to write.
‘We' are Wm. Y. Crawford, who now serves as the pub-
lisher; Jerry Burge, who is the art director, and Gerald
W. Page who edits the magazine and has the job of writing
an editorial to explain to you all that's happened to
COVEN 13.

COVEN 13 was—and i3—a magazine of fantasy storles
emphasizing supernatural horror and the macabre. Its
stories were in the tradition of Poe, Bierce, Hoffmann,
Machen, Blackwood, Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, Robert
E. Howard and A. Merritt. The audience for this sort
of tietion iz obviously large and the idea is to reach it.

The founders of the magazine were on the borderline of
success but could not carry It over In four issues and were
unwilling to produce the number of issues necessary to
build the elrculation to a profitable level.

So Fantasy Publishing Co. Ine. took over. The magazine
was analysed closely but few changes were decided on.
COVEN 18" policy was supposed to be oriented to the
weird tale, but too often, we decided, it ran light tongue
in cheek fantasy. We felt it would be sufficient to strength-
en the fiction. Stronger stories, that's all.

So that was our major fifth-lssue change. As for other
changes we were plaoning, we could make them later,
after we were acclimated.

How little we knew.

QOur plans to change title were pretty definite, *“Coven”
is a nice word, but its wmeaning is obscure. It doesn’t
really suggest to the general newsstand browser what
sort of fiction we carry. Most abridged dictionaries dont
even list the word, Coven doesn’'t inform dozens of poten-
tial readers what the magazine is gbout. We planned to
change title about the seventh or eighth issue.

We also wanted to do something about our format, The
geience fictlon and fantasy magazlnes started going digest
size at the end of World War II when there were hundreds
of fictlon magazines: science fiction, fantasy, western,
love, adventure.... The move assured display space on
a crowded newsstand and was wise in ite day. But now
there are about 20 fiction magazinres In larger formats.
The larger magasines are now crowding the digests off
the racks, or covering them up gso they can't be seen by
potential buyers. Worse, digests look old fashioned. The
result Iz floundering sales that cause editors to write gelf
pitying editorials about how evil readers are not to buy
their magazines, Writers, aware of the conditions, are
beglnning to write off the remaining fiction magazines as
poor risks and look elsewhere for work. Steps have to be
taken.

And lots of attempts to find the answer are belng tried.
Hiking the price, a favorite trick of desperate publishers,
for example. Paperback anthologles of new stories is
another attempt. Flooding the market with cheaply pro-
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duced reprint magazines is yet another approach, but it
isn't too popular with the writers who, as often as not,
recelve no payment for the reprinted stories. The trouble
with these solutions {8 that none of them solve the real
problem, that of being seen on the newsstand.

A magazine on & newstand has to be seen or it won't
sell, We've felt for some time that the larger format was
more practical as well ag more modern.

But we felt the distributor would be reluctant to go nlong
with it. The distributor is a businessman and must be
cautious. Therefore. ...

Imagine our surprise when our distributor turned out
to be a thinking man as well as a businessman., It was he
who asked us to go ahead with our projected size and
title change now,

We had just completed preparation for the fifth issue
of COVEN 18 In the old format. It meant an added delay,
but we agreed with his thinking and we went along wlith it.

You are holding in your hands the fifth issue of COVEN
18 under new proprietors, in a new format, with a new
name.

Or, if you prefer, you're holding the first issue of &
great new magazine called Witcheraft & SORCERY.

Either way we think you're holding a pretty good meg-
azine. We think our writers have written some superb
stories. We belleve our artstaff is the best In the field.
The new format gives us greater potential In every di-
rection. We're less restricted, more up-to-date. In the
near future we think you'll be seelng the other magasines
in the science fiction and fantasy fleld copying us.

Meanwhile, let us know your feeling about the magasine.
On pages 63 and 64 you'll find a reader’s poll hallot. We'd
appreciate your votes on stories and features and your
comments on the magarine. Of course you don’t have
to tear out the coupon if you don't want to. A plain plece
of paper with your votes will be sufficient. Better yet,
send us a letter. The more we know about your likes, the
better we can design the magazine to suit you.

Present plans call for Wilcheraft & SORCERY to
publish on a bi-monthly schedule for & while yet. Sub-
seribers to COVEN 18 will eontinue to recelve the number
of copies due them according to their subseription. (Sub-
scriptions are always for number of copies, never for length
of time.)

So here it 15, the modern magazine of weird tales, The
best of established writers such as Leo Kelley, H, P, Love-
craft, E. Hoffmann Price, Robert F, Howard, Andre
Norton and others, as well as great stories by newcomers
such as David English, Glen Cook, Gary Brander, Carleton
Grindle and many more. We think you'll find it unlike any

;)iiheli magasine belng published today—and we hope you
e It

—GERALD W PAGE







Leo P. Kelley

ILLUSTRATED BY BURGE

WHEN the waiter brought the main course and set it down in front of -
us, Professor Windrow began rubbing his hands together in eager antici-
pation over his broiled brook trout. Just then, Lowena entered the 'j.;
restaurant. :
I put down the glass of wine I'd been lifting to my lips and frown:
The Professor glanced at me with a puzzled expression on his thin face.
Heads were turning toward Lowena. Whispers like small winds °
wafted her name about the room from table to table. Eyes, mine in- -
cluded, stared at her in a mixture of awe and uneasiness. :
“What is it, Carl?” Professor Windrow asked me. “Are you so easily
unnerved by the sight of a ravishing woman?” 4
I shook my head and managed a weak smile. “She is lovely, lm't
she? But no, it isn’t that.”
‘‘Her lurid past then?” gy
I drained my glass. “Yes. Let’s say that's it.” I watched her move _*
across the dining room, a young man at her side, the waiter leading =
chem both to a secluded corner and a choice table on which a sign that
said ‘‘Reserved” rested beside a single red rose in a crystal vase.
Lowena Derry, I thought. No, more properly, Lowena Young Owl.

o i’g' "*\-T"‘i..s



Derry had been her recently deceaged husband’s name.
But Lowena’s Indlan name had been Young Owl.

I watched her move through the room as an animal
moves through a part of the forest that it senses is hostile
to its kind. Quickly. Nervously. Her white dress was
bound by a slim girdle of scarlet that swept up in an
inverted V to end between her breasts, ripe buds on the
young sapling of her body, She wore white slippers and
carried a simple white evenlng bag. Her hair was a jet
waterfall that fell to touch the ley whiteness of her
shoulders. Her equally black eyes beneath their heavy
lashes were ebony fires blazing in the pale cauldron of
her face, which was unmarred by any makeup.

Professor Windrew, I noticed, as I looked away to
avoid being seen by Lowena, had forgotten his trout, He
was staring at Lowena with the longing that age some-
times betrays for days gone and loves lost.

“She's coming over here,” he breathed, already rising
in his invariably polite fashion.

“Good evening,” he sald as Lowena arrived to stand
beslde our table.

1 looked up. “Hello, Lowena,” 1 said.

She offered me & slim hand on which no rings glittered.
“Carl,” She paused and the rather handsome young man
beside her cleared his throat. “It’s been months. You really
must call me soon. You shouldn’t forget old friends so
easily.”

“I've been busy, How have you been, Lowena?”

A shadow seemed to dim the sun of her smile momenta-
rily. “Tomorrow?” she asked in that gentle shy way of
hers that endeared her to nearly everyone—even te wotnen
who tried to hate her for being so very beautiful. “Pro-
mise me that youwll phone tomorrow.”

-“I'm leaving town tomorrow,” I told her,

“Well, perhaps another time then. It was good seeing
you again, Carl,” She turned to the young man whom she
had not bothered to introduce to us and they made their
way to where a waiter was holding a chair in readiness
for her.

“Liar,” Professor Windrow said to me. “Why did you
tell her that? You're not leaving town tomorrow.”

“Why? 1 don't know. No that’s not true. 1 do know.
I lied because I'm afraid of Lowena.”

Professor Windrow closed his mouth on the piece of
trout he had expertly speared with his fork and almost
choked, After he had swallowed with some difficulty, he
said, “You're afraid of Lowena Derry?”

“I’m afraid of Lowena Young Owl,” I told the man who
had been my mentor, confidant and father substitute
throughout my years in college after my own father had
died of a unexpected angina attack.

“Whyi"” he asked, in his characteristically direct fashion.

I couldn’t refuse to tell him, not any longer. Actually,
I badity wanted to tell someone—someone who might not
believe me but who would, at least, listen sympathetically
and not bhe likely to recommend a sanitarium. “I was
there the night Charles Derry—died,” I said,

The rather austere Professor of Marketing Management
disappeared and Ross Windrow, sympathetic ifriend, ap-
peared in his place with curlosity and concern showing
on his face as he gazed across the table at me. “You were
there? You actually saw what really happened?”

I nodded. The papers had called Chuck’s death “mur-
der by person or persons unknown,” It had caused a
sensation when it happend. Lowena had been cleared com-
pletly. There was absolutely no evidence to prove that
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she had been In any way involved with her husband’s
death. But I knew better.

“Why didn’t you tell the police what you saw at the
time?' the Professor asked.

I glanced across to where Lowena was sitting with her
new young man. “I've already explained that. Because
I was afraid. Besides, I'm certain that no one would have
believed me. I've never spoken to unyone of what happened
that night and I suspect 1 never will aguin. But if I can
count on your treating what 1 have to say in confidence—"

I'he professor looked chagrined,

“I'm sorry,” I said.

“I'm waiting,” he said, *“It will do you good to get it
off your chest—whatever it is”

After he had summoned our waiter and ordered espresso,
I began to tell him; starting at what was, for me and

_ Charles Derry and Lowena Young Owl, the beginning of

what would, within a year, prove to be Charles Derry’s
terrvifying end.

As T talked, I began to feel a sense of relief. It was
a feeling akin to the catharsis so familinr to the ancient
Greek dramatists, which was fitting since my tale—my
experience—held within it the twin seeds of pity and
terror that were the bases of all truly tragic drama.

Chuck Derry and 1, I explained to Professor Windrow,
had spent the previous summer bumming around the
country in my old Buick, QOur mission: to tape the folk
songs and folk music of America’s heartland. Chuck was
a graduate student in wmusic and T was a senior in the
School of Business Administration, When Chuek sug-
gested the jaunt, I jumped at the chance, knowing full
well that would be my last free sumnmer before I'd find
myself stuck feet first into some monolithic corporation
from which I'd probably never he able to extricate myself,

By the time we reached New Orleans, I had hecome
awanre that Chuck had a problem. Ilis problemn was, in a
word, alcohol. I hadn't seeh much of Chuck during the
school year—just u party here, a concert there—so I
hadn’t been aware of what was beginning to happen to him,
More times during our summer together than I care to
ecount, he had left me and gone off into the night from
which he would emerge the next day red-eyed and weary as
if he'd been battling unseen demons. Which, in a way,
was true, I guess.

He used to tell me about hearing musie in his head.
Wild music, he called it. Orgiastic music. He wanted to
drown it out because, he told me, it was ruining his capac-
ity to concentrate on his composing which had always
produced incredibly sensitive and vaguely sensuous music.
And then he’d laugh and tell me I really shouldn’t pay
any attention to him because surely I knew that all artists
were more than a little bit mad., It was a prerequisite,
he insisted, for any artist of more than average caliber.

Chuck may not have been mad but he certainly was an
oddly angry man that summer. 1 remembered one night
in a bar in the Frebch Quarler when he picked a {ight
with two merchant seamen for no reason that 1 could
discover. I tried te get him out of the place before it was
two late, only to discover that it was already too late.
Chairs flew and bottlex broke and, when it was over, Chuek
and I fled, leaving behind two badly injured men who
had heen beaten senseless by my friend, whom I had begun
to think of as—well, driven,

We headed west and I began to hint that our journey
should be terminated. T was, frankly, becoming decidedly
uneasy as Chuck contineed his disappearing act night after




might as well ag his arguments with waltresses in roadside
diners and with gas station attendants—anyone unlucky

enough to be present when the fury was loose within him..

In August, we arrived at an Indian reservation, a pa-
thetle vista of parched land and crumbling shacks, which
Chuck jokingly referred to as modern America’s version
of Dante’s Inferno, He wanted to stop to see if the In-
dians could provide him with any material worth recording.

“All I have to do s spread a little wampuwm around,”
he joked, “and the singers will start gargling with Alka
Seltzer and the musicians will eagerly oil their drum hides,”

So we scouted around the reservation, but we found
only blank-eyed children, old people too tired to answer
Chuck’s questions and one or two dispirited young men
who looked as if they had never heard of war paint,

It was a hopeless task, A few of the people did sing us
a few bawdy songs that they thought might have Indian
origing but which were clearly the products of more
tnodern bars and bordellos. It was sad—a bitter experi-
ence, But Chuck was unwilling to give up.

And then we saw Lowena.

She was standing beside & water pump in the yard of

& house that had a sagging reof on which & few scrawny
chickens perched and clucked disconsolately. She wore a
faded print dress and battered shoes, But her face was
the face of a sun that no cloud could ever really dim.
Even then, even in those dreary surroundings and those
awful clothes, she looked regal and somehow above it all.

Chuck nudged me and muttered something obscene and,
before I could answer, began moving toward her. I meekly
followed him as I had been doing all those weeks.

“Good morning,” 1 heard him say to Lowena. *“My
name {8 Chuck Derry and I'm a composer. You know—a
musician. I've been trying to find out if your people have
any music that 1 could record. It's for a research project
I'm working on at college.”

ILoowena turned her lively black eyes on him and for a
moment 1 saw something flicker across her face. I'd seen
the same expression in other women’s eves because Chuck
was & handsome guy. He was all well-placed beef on a
graceful but sturdy frame. Ilis hair was thick and long
but not that lopg and he could look absolutely cherubic
if he chose. At that moment, he so chose. Lowena was
visibly impressed.

“The Indians have forgotten the old ways,” she said in
& voice that must have been a delight te a musician of
Chuck’s sensibilities, “Their old gods are dead and their
nitars fallen to dust.”

Chuck glanced at me and raised his eyebrows meaning-
fully. “You're not one—an Indian, I mean?” he inquired
in his most polite manper.

“T am an Indian, My name Is Lowena Young Owl”

“Listen,” Chuck said, “are you sure there isn't anyone
around here who remembers the old war chants or the
burjal songs or——"

“Have they Invited you to the Church?”’ Lowena asked.

“The Church? What Church?”

“They have a vulgar name for it,” she replied eryptic-
ally. “In their new Church, they use peyote to open the
door to—-to otherness.”

Chuck wag obviously fascinated as much by Lowena’s
manner of speaking as by her very special kind of dark
beauty. I Interrupted long enough te introduce myself
but Lowena wasn't really interested in me. It was Chuck
who had eaptured her attention as I'd seen him do so many
times before with so many other women. He was silently

sending out his call of the wild and Lowena's antenna had
picked it up. That much was perfectly clear to me.

He asked her some more questions and at last she di-
rected us to an old man we found sitting inside the house
behind us. At first, I assumed it was her grandfather
but I lcarned later that he was no relation of Lowena's
He was old and bent, his face & bronze fillgree of decp
wrinkles. His thin white hair was bound at the nape of his
neck by a leather band and he wore the shirt and leggings
that I'd scen in a hundred cowboy pletures.

“You come from the Bureau?’ were his first suspicious
words to us as we entered the house.

Lowena spoke to him in a language neither Chuck ror
I could understand and his eyes narrowed.

“You want to go through The Door?” he inquired.

Chuck Iooked at me and I started to shake my head when
he said, “Yes. Yes, we do,” He explalned ahout his interest
in possibly recording the ceremony and there was some
discussion between him and the old man about whether or
not that would be considered quite proper. It promptly
beecame proper when Chuck handed the old man twenty
dollars.

We spent the night in the man’s shack since the next
ceremony, he had told us, would not take place until the
following evening, I slept Httle, Chuck slept less. I heard
him get up and go ocutside and a little later I heard the

" rustle of some soft garment and I knew that Lowena bad

passed through the room and gone out after him, I heard
their voices whispering for a time and then I heard nothing.

The next night, the old man led us to the neighboring
house where the ceremony was to be held.

“Where's Lowena?” T whispered to Chuck.

He shook his head. “She’s tabu or semething in the
Church. The old man says she is bad medicine. He told
me that the spirits of the Church are not her spirits, He
talks a lot of silly gibberish. These people are still pretty
much primitives.”

THE DARK DOOR
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“I heard you researching one of those primitives last
night.”

“Lowena's shy—at first,”” Chuck said, undismayed by
my sly remark. “But beautiful. Oh, wow, is she ever!
And she wants to leave the reservation,” he concluded
meaningfully.

“Now wait & minute!” 1 protested, knowing Chuck.

“We have room in the car. It might be fun. We can
unload her later In Albuquergue or somewhere.”

“No,” 1 argued, “Why, she doesn’t lovk a day over
seventeen, That kind of trouble, 1 don't need.”

We arrived then at the door of the house and Chuck
went inside at once without further comment. I sighed
and followed him. The old man showed us where to sit
and we took our places among the silent group of people
gitting about on the floer. Some time later, they passed
the peyote buttons. Chuck chewed his but 1 dropped mine
in my pocket. A little later, 1 went outside as the halluin-
ations began to blossom in the minds of the worshippers,
Chuck among them, and moans and mutterings filtered
out inte the night after me.

I stood smoking outside the house for ten minutes or
so0 before becoming awsare that someone was standing
nearby. I turned and confronted Lowena, a shadow within
{he darker shadows. I hadn’t heard her approach nor had
1 seen any sign of her arrival

“Hi,” I saeid.

“Chuck likes me,” she said. “You don't.”

“That’s not true. 1 mean sure he likes you. Chuck likes
lots of pretty girls. I've got nothing aguinst you. Oh,
hell, 1 mean i

She looked up at the full moon which flooded her lovely
face with tight. *I must leave the reservation,” she said.

“Why ?"

She looked at me with a curious expression on her face.
*They have not told you what I am called?”

“Nc'”

“The dark door.”

“T'm afraid I don’t understand.”

“In there,” she said, tossing her head to indicate the
Ciurch behind us. “In there, they seek to let the old ones
{hrough the door so that they might listen to their counsel,
Tley hope that one day the old ones in their wisdom will
lesd them into a new land and a better life. But they are
wrong. ‘The old ones no longer listen to us because we
hatre betrayed them. They have turned their faces from
us and they will no longer hear our laments. 1 was their
priestess once, But the people refused to listen to the
onet who came when I ecalled. They said that the ones
who came were not the old ones but the evil ones It does
not matter to me now. It is, after all, only a matter of
chemistry, isn't it? Chemistry Is their new religion now
but a laboratory Is its proper shrine. Stiil-—what happens.
happens.”

“True,” 1 said, understanding next to nothing of what
she said,

“0Oh, Carl, I have to leave here!"

I saw that she was crying. She was not making a sound,
but ske was erying nevertheless. Her tears made moon-
white rivers on her cheeks, I could think of nothing to
say. 'The sight of a woman's tears s something I have
never been able to bear. It was then, I think, that the
bargain among the three of us was sealed although I did
not know it at the time.

“They will have to kill me one day because they want to
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lock forever my dark door. They fear it. And when peo-
ple fear something, they destroy it

“But your family can—"

She shook her head, “I have no family, My mother was
taken from the reservation years ago when I was just a
child, She was a seeress and she taught wme much about
making strong medicine, But the BIA—"

“The BIA?”

*“I'he Bureau of Indijan Affairs. They sald she was sick—
schizophrenip., She died in a strait jacket on the way to
the hospital. No one knew why. 1 think she simply chose
to die and did. My father went away after that. He just
walked off the reservation one day and never came back,
1 bave no one. I need someone.”

The someone she needed, it developed, was Chuck Derry.
The next day, the three of us left the reservatlon, Lowena
sat in the front seat of the car next to Chuck. DBefore we
lert, he told me he thought he was in love with her. He
wanted to know If 1 had ever seen a more beautiful girl,
I toid him 1 had not.

Once we arrived back at college, Chuck and I went our
geparale ways, I didn’t see him again until two months
jater when he phoned to invite me to the impromptu party
he and lL.owena were giving following their civil marriage
ceremony.

“You married her?’ 1 exclaimed over the phone, sur-
prised and yet not totally.

“You make it sound like a crime,” he declared, laughing.
“Comc on over and help us celebrate.”

1 went to the apartment which Chuck had rented off-
campus and tried to share in the general gaiety but found
it impossible to do so. I_felt like I had lost Lowena al-
though my common sense told me I had never possessed
her. I admitted to myself at last that I had wanted her
but had not had the courage or the nerve to do anything
about the wanting. 1 cursed myself for a meek fool who
would never inherit either Lowena or the earth. But
there was another reason for my distress—Chuck. To be
precise, it was Chuck’s behavior toward Lowena, He
treated her as a prize he might have won at some carnival,
1 soon noticed. He displayed her. She was his ornament.
His (olden Fleece, his Grail.

As the evening wore on and became somewhat rowdy, I
gensed Lowena's anguish. She seemed to wilt, to shrink
wilhin herself. When Chuck selzed her arm to drag her
across the room to meet some late arrival, I could feel
her embgrressment. I thought of hunters who displayed
their trophies on their walls for admiring eyes—stuffed
proofs of their virllity. Chuck was using Lowena in that
way. And I knew that she knew it. There remained little
Lrace of the tenderness he had shown toward her during our
long trip back across the country the summer before. Now
he treated Lowena as a mere instrument on which he would
compose a score to suit only himself.

I decided to leave early but, hefore I had reached the
door, Lowena saw me slipping into my coat and came
over to me,

“Carl,” she said, “it was good of you to come.”

“] hope you'll both be very happy, Lowena,” I gaid,
meaning it sincerely.

“Happy.,” Her repetition of the word was flat and tone-
less. “Chuck seems happy, doesn’t he?"

I looked across the room to where Chuck reeled, one
arm slung over the shoulder of an obliging blonde In a
minisklirt.

“Will you come to see us often?” Lowensa asked and I




heard, not a stmple question, but a faintly desperate plea.

“Of course,” 1 replied and leaned over to kiss her cheek.

But I didn't go to see them again, Call it jealousy or
whatever you will. I didnt go because I couldn’t, 1 saw
Lowena on campus occasionully waiting for Chuck or just
strolling In the leafy gulet which she said soothed her. I
wondered why she needed soothing,

It was at a New Year's Eve pdrty given by mutual
friends that | began to realize how badly wrong things
were going for Lowena. As I came up to her, she called
my name and threw her arms around me. Her clasp was
tight and, 1 thought, tense. When she locked up at e,
1 couldn't disguise my sense of shock.

She gave me a wry smile and touched her bruised left
eye. "1 bumped into an open kitchen cabinet the other
nlght. Clumsy of me.

I pretended to accept her explanation but before the
night ended, I knew the name of the “cabinet” she had
bumped into, Chuck Derry, 1 knew because of what
happened as the clock struck midnight. A man seized
Lowena and gave her a friendly kiss. As he released her,
Chuck suddenly appeared beside them,

“8tut!” he shouted, and the word stopped the world
for & moment as it hung heavy in the suddenly still air
of the room. FHe selzed her and spun her around and
ralsed his hand and brought it down in a swift motion
egainst her face. The sound of his slap reveberated in
the alr.

For a moment, Lowena stood frozen in front of him
while the man who had kissed her tried to explain to
Chuck who refused to listen to him. I was about te look
away in shame when I saw the fury flash in Lowena's
eves, It was gone in an instant. She ran into the bedroom
and slammed the door behind her. Slowly, like an aging
elephant, the party tried to struggle back to life and failed
dismally.

The next time I saw Lowena was at her own apartment.
She called me one day in April and invited me to dinner,
I tried to make excuses but she wounld not listen to them.
I at lust consented to come.

When 1 arrived, Chuck was not at home. Lowena met
me at the door and touk me by the hand to lead me Into
the apartment,

“You'll have & martini,” she said, remembering. “On the
rocks and with a twist.”

“Thank you,” I sald as she handed me the drink a
moment later. “How are you, Lowena?”

“Pregnant,” she answered to my surprise,

I studied her face and found no joy in it. ler face was
a magk of determination, I noticed the bruise on her arm.
“Congratulations. Chuck must be pleased.”

“Nog, he fsn't. He says it’s too secon. He blames me.
Cuarl, something 1s happening te Chuck. Something very
bad.”

“I know, I saw It begin last summer. But I suppose the
real beginning was long ago, He—he hurts you, deesn't he?®”

She nodded. “But there is much worse than that. He
has made me hate him because he insists that 1 must
destroy the child,”

Chuck arrived then and our conversation took an aburpt
turn into safer chaunels. The dinner Lowena had pre-
pared was excellent but Chuck could not have appreciated
it, considering the way he drank before, throughout and
after the meal. By the time Lowena served the coffee—
Chuck refused it and poured himself anuther whiskey—he
wad like an anjmal,

“P'm not even sure it’s my kid !” he exploded &t one point.

“Chuck!” Lowena cried out in shock, You know X
never—"

“Shut up!” he muttered into his glass.

“Chuck,” I said nervously. “Come on, man1”

“That slut is capable of anything,” he muttered. “I
shouid have left her back there on that dung heap of a
reservation, She could spend her time weaving baskets
for the tourists instead of manufacturing kids we don't
need and can’'t ufford.”

Lowena stiffened and got up to leave the room.

Chuck leaped to his feet and grabbed her arm, twisting
it behind her. “You're staying!” he bellowed.

She cried out, more of a gasp than a scream,

“Let her go!” I yelled, jumping to my feet. As I did,
my wallet fell to the floor, I had been showing them pic-
tures of a girl 1 had met and with whomn 1 was rapidly
falling in love.

Chuck ungrily shoved Lowena away from him with an
expression of utter disgust and she feil heavily 1o the
floor,

I went to her and helped her to her feet. Chuck swung
me around and his fist smashed into my face. I reeled
backward, tasting blood from a lousened tooth. Before I
could recover my halapee,, Lowena was beside me and
leading me to the door.

“I'm 8o sorry, Carl,” she moaned.
When he's like this, he's dangerous.”

“I ean't leave you here alone with him. I—”

“Go,” she said firmly. “I can handle him,”

I found myself out in the hall. Lowena kissed my cheek
and told me not to worry. She would be in touch soon, she
saicl, She was sorry about the way things bhad turned out.
But I was not to worry about her.

I made my way down the steps and out of the building
and began to walk toward the bus stop. I must have taken
a wrong turn becanse I found myself in an unfamiliar
area some time later, I retraced my steps and eventually
found the bus stop. Only then did I remember that I had
left my wallet in the apartment. I could have goiten it
from Lowena in the morning but I decided to go back
for ft. It would give me a legitimate excuse to return
and see If she was all right.

When I reached the building, I climbed the stairs as I
had done earlier and soen found myself in front of their
apartment, I rang the bell and waited. When no one
answered, I rang again. Finally, T tried the door, Tt was
unlocked, 1 went In and found the room in durkness. 1
couldn’t remetnber where the Hght switch wuas and spent
some time fumbling about in the darkness trying to locate
it, calling Lowena’s name softly as I did su, I didn't want
to frighten her.

She didn’t answer,

I groped my way through the room which was only
vaguely lighted by the street light outside., I finally found
my wallet on the floor where it had fallen and was down on
my hands and knees feellng about for the pictures I had
taken from it when I heard the first of the awful sounds,

A faint, faraway chittering as of rats in an abandoned
building.

“Lowena?' I whispered in the darkness, "“Chuck, is that
you?jl

And then I saw them both as Lowena appeared beside
the window and drew the sheer curtains to admit more
light. “Lowena,” 1 whispered, “don’t be frightened. “It’s
me. Carl”

“Youd better go.
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Her eyes were closed and she seemed not to have heard
me. I glanced at Chuck who lay sprawled in & drunken
stupor on the sofa. Lowena was raising her arms toward
the ceiling and tilting her head back so that her sightless
eyes were also raised to it. Sounds came from between
her slightly parted lips—words 1 couldn't recognize. 1
moved toward her cautiously, feeling the chill that was
either in the room or in my own mind.

Before 1 reached her, she began to fade, Her hody
seemed to undulate and then, glowing, it became trans-
lucent. I stopped and stared in alarm, unable to believe
what I was seeing. A trick of the tight, I told myself.

The chittering grew louder. It was coming from
Lowena’s direction. 1 took a step toward her and stopped
is 1 realized I could see through her body! But what I
saw was not the wall behind her. It was — somewhera/
Mists swirled there. Blue mists and mauve. Hideous, half-
scen figures I could not identify loped through those mists,
moving toward me from the place beyond Lowena!

" The chittering was, I realized, the voices of the creatures
muving in the mist.

And then, suddenly, the first of them entered the room
through the translucence that was Lowena, With them
came a ghastly odor, a charred odor, that was both dis-
gusting and overpowering, 1 gagged.

Some of them were furred, Some, feathered. None of
them stood more than a foot high. They glided inte the
room on slick bellies or fluttered with soft fat sounds on
leathery wings, They {fllexed dripping talons and bared
yellow teeth and mewled and eried out in thin chitinous
shrieks as they moved across the floor to where Chuck
lay snoring.

I backed awey in horror, The things saw me then and
began scurrying to cut off my escape! They took up
pusitions hetween me and the door leading from the apart-
ment, groping toward me with grotesquely twisted limbs.

A word shot suddenly from between Lowena’s lips, a
word I bhad pever heard before and hope never to hear
again, The things halted at her command.

She spoke again in guttural, consonantal words, re-
directing the creatures toward her intended victim,

Chuck screamed once as the creatures crawled over him,
A furred one fluttered about his mouth and hiz cries
became gurgles and then low groans as he thrashed aboul
in his struggle with the things Lowena had summoned
through the dark door of herself. They pierced his body,
‘they elawed and bit and chewed in an orgy of destruction.

it lasted only seconds.

Afterwards, Chuck lay still, lifeless.

Lowena called out to the creatures from her trance
stute and they obeyed her commands. I watched as they
trooped back through the translucent door that she had
become and moved swiftly off into the swirling mists that
embraced them as if in welcome and disappeared from
sight,

Lowena's body no longer glowed with that ghastly trans-
lucence. It firmed, resuming the familiar shape I knew
80 well. Her head lowered, her lips clesed, and she fell
1o the floor and lay there unconscious.

1 run from the room and down the stairs and out of the
building. I can't clearly remember how I got home that
night, I do recall that I didn’t sleep, I was afraid that
I might dream.

Professor Windrow let out a breath he had evidently
been holding for some time. *What were those things you
saw?’ he asked me.

“l don’t know,” I answered. “But I do know that the
people on the reservation were right in calling Lowena
the dark door through which unspeakable things can come
if she cells them, That night she ealled them., 7They were
the ‘person or persons unknown’ who killed Chuck Derry.”

Professor Windrow glanced covertly across the dining
room at Lowena who was holding the hand of her young
man and smiling happily at him. “I can readily understand
now why you sald you were afraid of her,” he commented
thoughtfully. “But I must say that her escort seems gquite
contented with his lot.”

“I hope he will be kind to her and to the little girl she
bore last month,” I sajd softly. “I can’t bear to think
of what might happen to him if he should treat her cruelly—
as l():hlick did. She is not the defenscless woman she seems
to be’

MUSINGS
by Robert E. Howard

The little poets sing of litte things:

Hope, cheer, und faith, small queens and puppet kings;
lovers who kissed and then were made as one,

And modest flowers waving in the sun.

The mighty poets write in blood and tears

And agony that, flame-like, bites and sears.

They reach their mad blind hands into the night,
To plumb abysses dead to human sight;

To drag from gulfs where lunacy lies curled,

Mad monstrous nightmare shapes to blast the world.
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The Way She Lived Her Role Was Driving Me Mad. But If Her Role Died....

by Pauline C. Smith

ILLUSTRATED BY STEVE FRITZ

I THOUGHT it was cute at first, the way she lived her part, feeding
me back my lines...like we'd be in some candlelit bistro and she'd
hunch those milk-white shoulders, widen her gray-green eyes so the false
lashes not only sent shadows up into her flaxen hair but laid smudges
along her hollow cheekbones and say, in that husky voice she’d developed,
“What we are doing is wrong, Don.”

My name isn't Don, it’s Floyd, and what we were doing was sitting
over beef stroganoff. So what’s wrong with that?

““My sister is here. In this room with us.”

Janet never had a sister.

“She will keep us from marrying, Don. She is evil. Evil.”

All of which was my own corny dialogue from the twenty-first episode
of the serialized scap opera called THE HOUSE OF EVIL, a gothic.
Gothics are big this seasom, in case you didn't know, and the most
sucessful of them are laid in an old creaky msangion filled with sin-
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{ster influence and some cute little sexpot being chased
by ghosts and gullt complexes; like THE HOUSE OF
EVIL, in which Janet is the gexpot, Lorna, and P'm listed
on the craw! as head writer.

You dig?

For six million daytime television viewers Janet, as
Lorna, breathes deeply, weeps glycerine tears while shud-
derlng and gighing amid ominous piano chords and oboe
gllssandos,

That’s the way the script reads.

When 1, an impoverlshed freelancer, was assigned THE
HOUSE OF EVIL, I grasped the weekly salary with
hungry hands. Here was success at last—not the fame and
fortune I had hoped for with my first lousy novel, but
sceurity, and as long as I conld keep Lorna chased, chaste
and suffering yet Indomitable so that six million out there
in television-land hung on, weeping and clutching their
Kleenexes, I had it made.

Janet, like 1 say, was a sexy little broad and the first
tlme 1 was on the set and heard my worda coming through
that pound and a half microphone tucked smugly inside
her padded bra, she was the bubble of soap I wanted most
in my security bath.

1 didn't get to Scene One until another thirty-six se-
quences of slow dialogue, pregnant pauses, long closeups
tilled with horrified shrieks finally wound up with Lorna

In Don’s arms and, simultaneously, Janet in Floyd's {(being’

me, the writer).

“] am so afrald of the curse of my dead sister,” breathed
Janet. .

“Darling,” 1 breathed back, "together we will find the
answer to the secret and lay the spell of the curse,” and
not until then did I realize that we were, by God, repeating
dialogue of the day's sequence.

Now you can’t hurry soap, so we sloghed through forty-
two more terrifying and sodden sequences bhefore Janet
became mine In Lorna’s wedding gown—wispy, witchy and
virginal, and we moved into our apartment. By damn, if
Janet hadn’t found an apartmentized Victorlan mansion
that should have been condemned and hauled away years

m‘

“Goddammit, Janet,” I yelled, “this {s a relic.”

And she said, “Don't you swear at me,” probably be-
esuse Don can’t use an expletive more powerful than for
Pete#’s sake In front of those six million gitting on the
edge of thelr kitchen stools.

No kidding, our marrled life was & script—if it could
be played to an audience, it was played. If it couldn’t,
forget It. Ours was a Mark it and Strike ¢ apartment—
act it out between the chalk lines, with one take only.

It got so I was not only writing THE HOUSE OF
FEVIL, but living it too, and, believe me, one gothic soap
sequence per day is ENOUGH. With our apartment a
studio set, starred by an onstage wife who used continuity
emotlons and called me by a script name, I wanted out.

“Janet,” 1 yelled, "come allve,” so she brought out her
work basket of expressions and knltted me & brow. I was
ready to climb the walls.

We'd go to the neighborhood supermatket for a loaf of
bread and a bottle of wine and get mobbed the minute a
bunch of homemakers, who ought to be doing dishes instead
of hanging on television every morning, caught sight of
Janet.

“There’'s Lornal!” they squealed like a bunch of teen-

agers—and, presto! there was Lorna all right, slgning’
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-~ your sister.

autographs, and would you believe it, handing ocut advice
on ghosts io the attie,

It was fantasticl

There was a girl on the afternoon shift at the drug store
who brooded over the story line, and hissed regularly at
Junet, “I think the reason for the curse is that you killed
And I think you killed her 5o she wouldn’t
get Don, 1 feel sorry for him—you always act so nice and
demure except when youw're screaming, I know what you
are, and shame on you!”

She gave me & whole new sub-plot at a time that I
needed a sub-plot,

Actually, it was hard to blame Janet for typecasting
herself with every soep opera-watching housewife and
gothic-loving drug clerk egging her on with the Lorna
bit; but, dammit, 1 got s0 1 felt llke I was paper-clipped
to a page of working script.

Every night, while I clecked out a new instaliment on
the typewriter, Janet studied her lines for the next day's
shooting. Belng a method actress, she started with a yoga
position of hard-breathing contemplation—breathe in—the
breasts swelled while she sucked her stomach to a hollow—
breathe out—breasts, stomach all baek In place, It was
quite & sight to watch, after which she unserambled hersell
and became Lorna, speaking her complicated dialogue.,
“The house {s against me, Don,” with the knitted brow.
“Listen!” and the indrawn breath, “I hear ghoatly foot-
steps,” clenching and unclenching her Jaw musecles to con-
vey frightened anxfety, thus using all three in her arsenal
of acting devices.

It was a gas, like In carbon monoxide, and 1 was fed
up before the hundred and sixty-eighth episode, By then,
she was so much Lorna, the yoga stance only pushed her
from Lorna to more Lorna, and I began to wonder if there
was & Janet in there somewhere all curled up and sleeping;
unless maybe she'd never been Janet or anyone else, but
only an empty body searching around for a personality,
to become complete once she found Lorna,

Weird, huh?

1 wished, since I was married to this carbon copy kook,
that I was writing a swinger script with swishy back-talk
along with some loving—but, let’s face it, If I could write
snappy dialogue and smooth-sex, I could get locked in with
a good slot, throw away my psycheloglcal and parapsy-
chological library, and make with the thesaurus like the
big boys.

Then Janet, in her Lorna-voice, found the ghost.

Honest | '

“] hear footsteps,” she said, her tone sepulchral,

“You hear the click of my typewriter,” I answered her
wearily,

“No,” she sald. “There 15 a spirlt moving

There was a spirit moving mel

I lifted my fingers from the typewriter keys.
Janet,” I called to her.

Nothing.

“Hey, L.orna,” 1 tried.

“Yes, Don”

“I'm Floyd,” T sald. “How about a divorce?”

She appesred to conslder. Then she sald, “Do you hear
it?" She was listening with far more expression than she
had ever used on the set. “Footsteps. Listen, Don. Listen
to the footsteps. They are from the other world.”

I listened. Then I used a four-letter word she never |
even heard because she was llstening to the footsteps.

Good God!

“H, ey,




I sat starlng at her, my hands llmp over my typewriter
keys. She left the footsteps and entered yogs agaln, and
the deep breathing exercises. I watched her with the awful
knowledge that I was stuck to this female fugue, faced
with the redundancy of writing words for her to say back
to me over and over agaln ,..a future of reruns—writing
and listening, writing and listening agaln—unless ... and
I fiexed my fingers, ready to type—unless I could write
her off my back. :

My typewrlter clicked llke castanets and the next day
1 took my notes to the story conference.

“Y got a great idea,” I sald airily at all those beady eyes
glowing with expectancy. “I got an idea that'll boost us
upstairs inte an afternoon slot

“Give, Floyd baby, give,” offered the network poobah,

“Well, it's thls way...” 1 sweat a little under my
turtleneck, “instead of Lorna’s sister, the ghost, bugging
lorna with her ominous footfalls and vengeful catealls,
she becomes friendly...”

«“Who becomes friendly, Floyd haby?” asked the poobah
in a carefully surpressed voice,

“The ghost. The ghost becomes friendly.” I had s
moment of drowning in my own ses of words. My life
and all its flashbacks hung in balance. “The ghost becomes
{riendly.”

“She becomes a friendly ghost, the do-good type, more a
blithe spirit kind of ghost, helpful, happy, loving; thus
turning Lorna into a happy, loving sexpot...”

“Floyd baby,” broke in the poobah, flicking cigar ashes
all over my script outline, “this f{s a gothic by name of
THFE HOUSE OF EVIL. You trying to change it into &
situation comedy?”

Yes! That's exactly what 1 was trying to do. I was
trying to change the tmage of that carbon copy chick I
was superimposed behind,

“Floyd baby,” said the poobsh sternly, “No! He rose
from his chalr to add emphasis to the word.

“Just e minute. I’ve got another angle,” I cried with
fervor, and slowly and reluctantly the poobah folded agaln
to the edge of his chalr, while T gave some rapid-fire
thinking as to how I could come forth with a split screen
effect. I knuckle-drummed the table thoughtfully and that
gave me an ldea..., “The sounds of Evil House become
more threatening,” I said with an ominous growl in my
throat and acme addltional beats with the heel of my hand.

“Let’s get on with 1t, Floyd baby,” suggested the poobah
dangeronaly,

“There is, at last, a physical confrontation between the
sister-ghost and Lorna, and the secret, the terrible secret
is disclosed at last” I looked around at all the beady,
lidded eyes and swallowed. “Lorna did kill her sister” 1
paused for the effect of my words, They had produced no
effect.

“Yea,” 1 sald, hopeful that repetltion might cause im-
pact, “Lorna knows now, for & fact, that she did kil her
sister—accldentally, of course—but she remembers it all...”

#So what happens to Lorna?” asked the pcobah gently,

“Naturally, she’s cut of the seript,” I sald, gaining con-
fidence. “And the ghost beging to haunt...”

The poobah did not allow me to finish my plans whereby
I would break up the Janet-Lorna syndrome and gain
Janet-whoever-she-was as my own, “Floyd baby.” The
poobah rose and flicked his ashes again. “Floyd baby, I'll
give it to you straight. You've got a strong lead-in and
your tease is great. But formatwise it stinks. We can't
Jjust toss out our long-suffering, indomitable sex-without-

gex symbol inte limbo. The housewives would wipe ud
out of video-land with one concerted swipe of their dish
towels ,.."”

1 caved within my turtle-neck,

“Floyd baby, your contract comes up next month. I
suggest ¥qu keep the ghost ominous and the secret a secret.
I suggest you continue Lorna’s deep breathing and her
shrieks . . .” He rolled the cigar around In his fingers and
patted me on the shoulder with a Great White Father pat.
“The ghost ghosts, Lorna stays in. Floyd baby, that'’s
the way the seript scrambles—if you want your contract
renewed.”

Back to the typewriter.

Each evening, I watched Janet make ilke Lorna and
not within my plot within plot.

Every evening Lorna. .. see, I’s getting to me, I mean
Janet .., went through her yoga routine with the breathing
and contemplation. “The ghost walks]” she said, studying
her lines aloud, “Don, the ghost is walking again,” as she
pointed, s¢ help me, at the old marble fireplace in the old
run-down apartment In that old Vietorian mansion, making
a montage of the unreality of the studio set into the reality
of our nutsy life.

I tore my halr, knowlng that it I didn’t do something
to sel:lparate me from this funny female I'd be as far-out
as she.

Write her off, I told myself, and bent my brains to
figure out how to do that with the poobah breathing over
my shoulder, scatiering cigar ashes over my contract.

She pointed her taloned finger dramatically at the fire-
place as she hollowly announced, “Footfalls. Listen to the
ghostly footfalls, Don. Listen. Just listen.

Me? I lstened llke an idiot and heerd nothing except
the words I had already typed.

Janet was living the part all right. It was Inside her,
shaking her to bits, hollowing her face, painting shadows
beneath her ¢ves and my faclle writer-mind angled into
stralght psychology. Letters and cards rolled in, sym-
pathizing with “possessed Lorna.” The dames in the
supermarket toned down thelr shrieks and walked on tip-
toe. The put in the drug store mellowed and sald, “If
you killed your sister, I'm sure she deserved it and you
are sorry. You are paylng, poor Lorna, you are paying
a big price”

It was crazy, man, llke where's-the-nearest-funny-farm.

The drug store nut did it...well, so dld the “Pos-
gessed” cards and letters, for surely Janet was possessed
and surely she would pay a price, not In the script that
would cancel my contract but in her own padded gray cells,

So 1 started to work on it. Not on the serlpt, but on
Lorna and I do mean Lorna,

I tapped out the daily script with itz dally dialogue,
then 1 listened to her rehearsal as she sat cross-legged,
and watched her three expresslons as she feebly emoted.

‘While I tapped and listened and watched, I fed Lorna
subliminal messages. “You killed her,” I said softly. *You
killed her,” between taps as 1 watched and llstened.

“The footfalls,” she said out-of-script, as she looked to-
ward the fireplace. “The footfalls approach.”

“You killed her,” I added subliminally, “You remem-
ber, Lorna. You remember the killing, the murder, Lorna.”

She shuddered In her yoga position

“You remember, Lorna. You remember it now.”

She rose and turned toward the fireplace. I remember,”
she said.

Now I was working on one script and feeding another,

HOUSE OF EVIL 13



Triumph was near. It was difficult to keep the script and
the messages from overlapping in my mind while they
overlapped in Lorna’s.

“The ghock,” 1 said softly, “will kill you, Lorna.”

Her eyes glazed to gray-green glass,

“You will die, Lorna, with the full knowledge of murder,
Your heart will stop. You will die, Lorna, tomorrow.”

She drooped and I hoped.

The following day 1 was on the set. It was the same
old sound direction: OMINOUS FOOTFALLS. SOUND
OF THE WIND., AN EERIE MOAN. And the same
old dialogue: “Don, she is here again. In the house, I can
feel her presence, Oh, Den.”

1 watched from my seat on the closed set as Lorna cast
herself inte Don’s arms.

The sound track came through with some more footstepa.

Don said gently, “1 don’t fecl her, Lorna dear.”

Lorna stiffened, and she did it well. “I remember. Oh,
1 remember...”

It was here that the script continued to the next page,
with Lorna’s typed words, “l remember when we were
children in this big old house...” The script was on file,
but I had not given Janet the following pages. I had given
her only to the page with the “I remember. Oh, I remem-
ber,” dialogue. The rest had been subliminal--my words:
“You remember that you killed her, Lorna. You remember
your gullt. You are overwhelmed by it. For you remember
at last. Lorna, the shock of your knowledge kills you.
You fall. Your heart stops. You are dead”

The director decided to play Instant God.
go hack,” he yelled.

I leaned forward in my seat, hoping he wouldn’t break
the thread of suggestion.

“Hack to ‘1 can feel her presence, ” yelled the director,

“She is here again,” Lorna said onstage. 1 can feel her
presence. Oh, Don,”

Don then did his adequate job with, “Lorna dear, I
don’t feel her...”

Lorna stiffened (according to directions) and I tensed.

“f remember,” she cried. Oh, I remember...”

She fell as 1 rose.

The camera and sound men went on grinding for a full
thirty seconds before pandemonium set in.

“Why, she’s dead,” said the poobah, sprinkling ashes
upon Janet.

Yes, she was dead. Janet was dead.

And so was Lorna,

“Floyd baby, the poobah whirled on me. *Write it into
the script. Write it out of the script. Do something!”

L BN B ]

“Cut and

1 am here now, in this Victorian broken-down apartment
trying to do something with the script, I don't really know
what to do because of those footfalls over there by the
marble fireplace.

The footfalls.

Hear them?

They seem to be approaching.

Introducing the macabre art
of Robert E. Jennings
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Fisher Could
Find Out
What Logan
Wanted to Know.
All He Had to Do
Was Die

by Carletoa Grindle

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT E. JENNINGS

There were three of them: Logan and two hirelings. They went up five
flights of stairs so narrow they seemed meant for goats not men. At the top
they found a door only slightly less dingy than the walls. Logan tried the
door, found it locked and motioned for Heffernan who had a trick for open-
ing locked doors. Heffernan did his trick. The door swung stowly open.

The room beyond was dimly lit as if frozen in perpetual dusk. What light
poured in through the open door touched a face. It was only a charcoal sketch
on an easel but Logan stopped in the doorway and stared for a moment as if
he could not believe his eyes.

There was nothing possible about that sketched face: not the way the flesh
hung at the jowls as if from some inhuman bone structure, not the cold bitter
light that was suggested in otherwise vacant eyes. Yet those features and oth-
ers more grotesque were gathered in a way thal suggested not only that they
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* belonged together but thut the artist drew the subject from life.

Ur perhaps afterlife.

There was someone standing in the deeper shadows of the room. A low,
mellow voice asked, “What do you wani?"

The hireling, Heffernan, {vund the light and switched it on :

The room's occupant was tall and guunt. He blinked pale, watery eyes
againat the sudden light and his hair was a neutral rolor. He might well have
hlended right into the scenery excepl that he was too bland [or this tenement
setting. His eyes adjusted tn the light and he looked at the intruders without
fear. That was us Logan expected it would be but the movement of Heffernan's
feet told him Heffernan did not understand the gaunt man's lack of fear. That
too, was as Logan expected. He said, “Your name’s Fichor,”

“My nams is Ward. James Ward.”

“No good. You're Fisher, alb right. James Fisher.™

“My name’s Ward. | never heard of James Fisher,”

“Ever heard of the Momentary Ghast?”™

The gaunt man’s attitude changed, He gave a sigh as if there wag some re-
lief at being found, but nol much. The pale watery eyes seemed to acknowl-
edge his identity if his tips did not. Logan smited in triumph.

“Now you see? All that running and hiding and here you've been found
out again. But dont worry, I need help from you and after that we’ll let you
go your own way and never bother you again.™

“Who sre you?"

“My name’s Logan—you never heard of me.”

“Look, Mr. Logan, | can’t hetp you, I'm not this Fisher you're looking for.

" Whatever you want with him | can’t help you.”

-

“Now sure you can. I know you're Fisher. P've seen pictures of you. You're
older, thinner. lost some weight, But [ know whe you are. I can see who you
are. So no games, all right? Level with me and I level with you, Agreed?™

Fisher louked around. The other two men stood in relaxed postures near
the door, exhibiting their talent for unobtrusion. After a moment Fisher
thought it through and nodded his head. “I’m Fisher,” he admitted. “But |
can't help you.™

“You don't even know what I need.™

“I know what you wani. You want me to go over, but I can't do that. |
can’t go aver anymore.”

“You say you lost the power?™

*“l ean’t go over, that’s all. Haven't in years.”

Logun shook his head. He tarmed and looked again at the drawing on the
easel, “You saw this over there didn’t yout”

“A long time ago. [ don’t go back there anytnore.”

“Don’t,"” said Logan. "You say ‘don’t’ not ‘ean’t.’

Logan studied the druwing a minule, his distaste evident in hig face. “If
this is what they're like over there [ don’t blame you not wanting to go back.
Buti [ need you. | need the help of the Momentary Ghost and Il pay for the
help,”

“1 don't need money.™

"Anyone stuck in a dump like this needs money. Let me tell you about
my problem. ] got this friend, this business partncr. T guess you'd say he went
over. Well he had something in his care and now Lran't find it. I want you to
go and talk to him. Just chat and so on. I'm sure he'll be glad to tell you
where it is and you can tell me. B be that pleasant and when it’s over with,
you just come on back and give me the info and T'll pay you a gond heavy fee
and you can go anywhere you like and drop out of sight with enough bread
to buy your privacy. It's that simple.”

“I haven’t been over in years. 1 can’t do it anymore.™

Logan came to him and gave him a smile: decp and reassuring, *‘Sure you
can. Think of the money. You can get out of this goddamned slum and go
someplace like Brazil and hide in the sun. Think of that. No more shadowy
rooms with more cobwebs than furniture. ll give you enough money to get
to Brasil and set yourself up where nohody can find you, . . ™

“It’s been so lang. I've lost the power. Bul even if 1 still had it—. Logan,
you don’t know what it's like. 1 can’t take i1

*Maybe not Brazil then. Maybe Majorca or Tahiti. Where s up to you!™

‘iN(),‘l

Heffernun stepped forward. He was a big man, well groomed and muscu-
lar: the ook of an athlete with a touch of show business in him, A wrestier,
perhaps. “You do as Mr. Logan says,” he said levelly.

“l want you to come with me to my place and we can work out arrange-
ments, okay?” Logan said. 1 pay well. My friends here, Mr, Heffernan and
Mr. Lovelsce will testify Lo my generosity, won't you gentlemen?”

Both men nodded.

“See? You’d be doing yourself a {avor to co-operate.™

“Na,” Figher said. “No.”
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He moved so swiftly he was almost to the door before Heffornan cumpre-
hended hie action. But before he could open the dour something slammed in-
to his hack. Air rushed from hislungs snd he fell stunned to the floor. He
rofled over and tried to reach the door, 1o throw it open. He saw Heffernan’s
smooth shaved mddy fuce bending over him, saw the fist coming. e tried to
toll aside but the fist stammed into his stomach and was followed by annther
sledge hammer blow to his juw.

“Don’t hurt him," Logan eried out.

The blows stopped buar Fisher's senses awam in semi-consciousness. He was
harely aware of the two musclemen Lifting him to his feet and drugging him
from his room, down the stairs and out into the late aflernoan runlight to a
waiting car.

2

He wwam in a wordd of blackness seasoned with pain and it was Spring,

“Gently, boys, gently, . . ™ came Logun’s voice through the darkness,

“He can take it.”

“We don't want him damaged.”

“But he won't co-operate.”

“There’s other ways 10 make a man talk. Beticr ways. Leave him alone
now with his pain. He'll be more agrecahle tomorrow.”

They leit. Spring herame Summer and Summer hecame Fall followed by
Winter: the full cycle in a world of agony. But though pain eased off Winter
wag still cold and bitter with his thoughts.

The thoughts of the Momentary Ghost.

And of someone waiting for him where he feared o go.

He saw her face swimming up oul of the darkness toward him. Soft and
lovely. Ciear pale skin. Lovely green eyes. Full esprossive lips, Golden red hair
thut he never eompared to a sunset herause it was 100 wonderlul of itself, too
unlike anything except itself. How long it seemed since she had gone, not me-
mentarily as he had often gone, but permanently.

Forever.

And the agony of that thought was greater than the pain of his besting

Bui afier a time, he slepl. And a time after that, he awoke.

It was morning. Ile could tell by the light streaming in from the narrow
windaw high in the wall, light that had a certain clarity characteristic of the
morning. He sat up on the edge of the bed and let his senves swim dizzily,

The besting was professional and proficient, Tle was sore but when he
checked himself be found few beuises. Nothing seemed broken. He was wesk
and hungry and realized that much more of Lhis and he might go over and not
come back. He searched his thoughts frantically for some way out but thought
of none,

He looked round the room he was in and thought of the word cell. The
ceiling was high and a single small window near the ceiling, too small ta
crawl through even if il could e reached, pravided what light there was. The
walls were bare and white as was the tile floor, The nnly furniture was the cot
on which he sat. There was nothing to indicate the room’ original purpose
and Fisher could imagine Logan bad it built with the purpose of holding un-
willing guests in mind. Logan seemed singularly prepared for the entertaining
of unwilling puests.

Without warning the door npened and Logan came ioto 1he room.

Ne was wearing durk blue slacks and a powder blue shirt open at the neck,
where be had a red and blue bandana knntted. He smiled.

“Mornizng, Fisher. How you feeling today?”'

“Like 1've been beaten up.™

“Don’t be bitter. When you uvercome: your reluctence you'll find the pay’s
better than you dreamed of.”

“Money doesn’t interest me.™

“What does?”

“Nol going hack.”

“[ can’t he that generous. | need you and your talent,”

“You could get 2 medivn.”

“I could get a private sop, tus. Wouldn't help me any more than any medi-
um would. Otto Case is just too clever a man for that, He won't be called back
and he didn't leave this thing where anyone can find it. No medium cun call
him back. But you - you can go after him.”

“Not any more.”

*1 shouldn'i think yours is a talent a man could lose easily,”

“lost it.”

Logan shook his head. “I dont helieve that yarn. | know a bit about this
stuff. My old lady was a medium. You buy thut? One of the best. From when




she was o teenager Lo the day she died, in her sevenlies, She could call the
wpirite back. ['ve tried mediums, though not my mother, rest her soul. and
the mediums can't call Case back, It up 10 you and [ ain’t swallowing this
‘oan’t wtulf. You want to go, you go back. 1intend to make you want to

Fisher realized suddenly that his hands were sweating. He wiped his patns
on his trouser legs and spotted small doed flecks of blood on his clothing
frum his nose or menth during the beating vesterday, probably. He groped
fisr words @ moment, then said, “Logan there's a reason [ ean't go bachk.™

Logan war silent

Fisher continued. “H% net # natural thing, this talent 1. .. had. To die
temporarily and vome bock. Tsaw things you wouldn't believe unless you
saw them yourself, Terrible things. That drawing in my place—the face- wus
ome of those things and there's a lot there thats woese.”

“You went there lots of times. Couldn’t be bad if you went all that often.”

“But something happened. L lost my nerve. IUs like anything—like (ying
an airplane or fiding a horse. You have to have nerve to do it. Onee you Jose
your nerve you never can do it again.”

“Dkay. So tell me what happened.™

Fisher stared down ai the pristine floor. “'Lean’t.™

“Whatever it is don’t matter. 11l pay you enough 1o make up for it. More
than enough.™

In his memory, Fisher saw the [aee again. The green eyes, the vale skin,
the golden red hair.

“You can't pay me that murh.™ he suid.

The smile was gone from Logan’s face. “Maybe we can. But not the way
you want. No food amd in a few days you go over on your own. Mayhe we
can bring you back, mavbe we ean’t. That's the chance we take. It’s up to
you.”

He left and Fishier heard the door being locked.

He stared down at the floor and felt something shaking his hody the way
a dog shukes 2 rag doll. That something was fear.

To go over for filteen minules, that was helt,

But to g» over and never come hack  what could you call that?

1

He dredined he wis Lwenty years younger.

Twenty years younger and happier. A man with a unique talent that was
almosl a power. A frighlening, mind revening tatent that was slill an instru-
ment which could help people. o his own small way he made a eontribution
Ly mankind.

Twenty years younger- atd not alone.

There was Laura and there was Disne, Diane was less than a year old and
Laura and Fisher were as happy as any 1wo parents vould be:as happy as any
two people could be, They had their life and the happiness that life gave them
came [rom sharing, Sharing and giving 10 one another came naturally and ras
iy to etch of them, 1 gave their Life together purpose and meaning and drew
them tugether more closely than any other couple Fisher ever hnew. He and
Lauty were pecfect for one enother. And Diane made it all the more perfect,

Then his dream carried him 1o the day when sharing bevame hell.

Because of his talent—

e wits the Momentary (thost and hix was the power to cross over, to tra-
vel among the troubled dead. To speak with them, to sec them. to hear them.
It war the one part of his life he shaeed with no one elae.

At firat he opposed Laura’s idea. He wasn't sure anyone could crows over
and retury but him. Bul she insisted and he gave in. One night he croseed the
burrier between Life and death and Laura went with him.

Now in his dream he reliveil that moment: the sensation of travelling a-
ctoss the hellish. unbelievahle plains of madness that was the beyond, e flew
above those plaing and at his side flew Laura, frightened, awed and fascinated
by the sights he showed her: the masses of the dead wandering lost and hope-
teasnexs of deuth with him, the poinilessness ol living merely to be transmitted
to u place that waus an agony much worse than any hell of medieval imagin-
ing.

ga\nrl so. acvempanied by Laura he toured the places of the dead and then
returned 1o the place of life, But he returned without Laura.

In his dream he relived the agony of shaking her hody. trying to recall her
from her traner only to realize Lthat she would not be recalled.

He had taken the woman he loved beyomd the boundary of life.

But he had no means to bring her back.

T

The door opened and Logan looked in. [ was dark nuw, but Fisher's eyes
were avrustomed to the dark. He lay on the cot and inade no effurt to rise
a8 he watched Logan.

“You awake?” Logan asked.

“Yes.” '

“Getting hungry, ain’t you?™

“(30 away. Let me die.”

“Do you want to die*"”

There was no answer.

“I guese you must know more ahout death than any other living man.”

Again na reply.

“llow many times vou cross overt™ Logan asked. “You keep count? Hun-
deeds at lesst from what 1 heard. Thousands probably. You scen it. You of
all men have actually seen the aftertife. Teli me about the afteriife.”

“1 can tell you in four words, Logan. I'm afraid to die.™

That was answer enongh for now. More than Logan deserved. Figher shat
his eyes ageinut the darkness and heard the door close. He tried 10 slerp but
his stomach ached with hunger.

LA

in his cell time passed slowly. He thought back.

He thought to the time when he was just a man with amhitions of baeing
an artist. He was a good painter and he made a small but comfortable living,
Then he discovered his talent and found a way to do womething for others. At
that point in hig life helping others was important to him. He never thought
that there might be a price 1o pay.

He thought of [iana

Since the death of Laura she had lived wilh her grandparents- Laurn s folks.
Fisher's parents were dead, and died when he was ten years old.

Once he saw them in aftelife.

He could never forget Lhut sight. He could not recall why he had gone that
time: 1o setile some petty guestion fur someone or other. Most of the trou-
ble he had solved for people now seemed such petty things—questions of

inheritenve, or the dead’s wishes about this or the other triviality, But people
usked and he went.

And once he saw his parents.

He saw them buried in a viscid gray substance that seemed to be the lower
puortions of their bodies melted and joined to the Plain of Madness itself. They
reached up with clawed fingers, groping for him. They opened ruvening beaks
instead of mouths. The changes thal the dead suffered in this place (rightened
the Momentary Ghost but none affected him more than the changes his own
parents suffered,

He tore his mind (rom the thought of them. e tried to make his mind
think of something clse, of the hunger in his stomach, anything,

His mind thought of the great fear within him. ’

The fear that if he did go back he would see Laura. And he would see her
changed.

4.

Night pasted and muming came. Despite his discomfort, Fisher slept. He
was awitkened by the opening of his cell door.

He turned toward the door and saw a ghost.

It was a girl. & beautiful, frightened gitl. 1l was Laura, twenty years - ago.

He cried out and sat up. e scrambled 1o get to his feet but his weakness
hetrayed him and he fell. The door shut. He got to his feet and stumbled W it.
“Laura! ™ he called. He hammered on the door with his fists.

She did not answer his calls and after a time he told himself he had dream-
ed it. He sank to the floor and swore hitterly henrath his breath. The door o-
pened again,

“Heady Lo discuse a deal?” asked fogan.

“Laura—? Fisher voiced his incompletely framed thoughts,

“Not Laura,” Logan said. “Diana. Huw lung’s it been since you saw your
kid, anyway®™

Ficher wat up. The cold logic of whal Logan was duing cleared his mind,
deadened the pain of hiy hunger.

“You ready to have a chat with me?”

“You bastard. You dirly son of a bitch!™

“If you're afraid to die yourself, how do yvon frel about her dying?™ Logan
asked. “She witl if you don’t do what | want you 1o do.”

“Let me see my daughter.™

"Co-operate with me and you'll see her. The first thing is you have sume
breakfast. There'll be time enough for o family reunion later on.™

Fi

Fisher sat in a chair and felt the softness of upholstery against his body
bul drew no comfort from it

“Otto Case was my business partner, sort of,” Logan was aaying. “We had
something going together. Case dicd. Now since his death I've had  trouble
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locating certain bueiness funds he was in charge of [ think he had a Swiss
bank account and I need information about it. | need the account number.™

“In that all?™

“Sure. Just 4 simple little ten minute trip, right*"

Fisher was unsmiling. ““It depends on Case. [f he wants to tatk he'll toll me
what I agk him. A lot of them are talkative when they ser someone from our
side. But there’s no guarantee. [ can’t force him to talk.”

"“He better talk,” said Logan.

"I hepe he will.”

Logan chuckled, almost warmly. “Take it casy, Fisher. Just take it eagy.
You got nothing to worry about at all now have you?" He slapped Fishers
shoulder. Fisher looked up at him. If Logan noticed the look in Fisher’s eyes
he did not comment on it.

“Now what do you need?” Logan asked.

“Not much,” Fisher replird. *“Quiet, solitude.”

Logan frowned. “Is that all? Don’t you need a lot of people sitting around
halding hands?**

“I don’t call the dead. 1 go to them.] nerd a comfortable chair in a  dark
room, I need 1o be teft alone. Il call you when 1 gel back, And above all else,
no one must touch my body.”

“You want us 1o leave you by voursell, is that it?” Logan’s tane was sly.

“You can guard the room if you like. Just don’t come in it, You should
know I’'m not gaing anywhere.”

*Yeah, I gaess you're not at Lhat. All right, Fisher. 1t a deal. You just
bring hack the word from Dita Case, all right?”

“If T can.” -

“No ‘if’ about it. You make him talk, that’s all!”

“And how do you make a dead man talk, Logan? ™

T

He sat in a heavily upholstered chair in the center of a room darkened by
heavy drapes pulled across the windows. The hack of the chair was high and
he let his head vest against it, shut hia eyes, felt the comfort of the chair,

W bad been wo long . . .

He thought back, remembering what it was like before. Recalling the way.
80 many years before. .. But he had not [orgotten. He could never forget.

He sank into the comfort of the chair and it was like falling asleep yet he
wap conscious of it all. His eyes were closed, bis senses bathed in darkness,
Then, though his eyes were still shut he coubd ree the darkened room,

His conscious sell struggled ugainst the restraints of its casement of flech.

Hew familiar was that struggle despite the years, How strange to him de-
spite the familiurity. It was as if his mind rebelled against its own existence,
struggled against bars of flesh and bone, hlood and marrow. Struggled with a
desperate urge for freedom. Strugpled - and was free.

Thete was u sensation of something snapping lonse like an icicle snapping
looge from the eaves of a house beneath the winter sun. He was free. He
drified above his own bedy and looked down at the gaunt corpee that sat in
the chair waiting for his return.

It was yeurs since the.ast time he looked down at his own body like that,
Technicatly, medically and spiritually, he was dead and he knew he would
remain dead until his return. And if he did not return within a short time—or
if someone disturbed his waiting body--he would be unable to return. How
long could he remain cutside his body? Not more than a few minutes, pro-
bably. He had never devised a test for that which he was willing to try. Bul he
would have all the time he needed, for where he was going Lime was not the
same 88 i was here.

Nor was space or feeling or purpose or anything else. And he hated it.

And dreaded it. But he had no choice. He sel his mind in a certain way
upon the fabnc of existence and the strands unraveled and parted for him.

5.

Do the Plains of Madness change?

Gray and brown rolling fields, cut here and there with ja'gged upthrusting .

spires of rock. Littered at random intervals with twisted, withered flora: a
sort of fungus which moved and writhed as if with the pangs of hunger—and
what it fed on the Momentary Ghost did not care to know. And the plains
were peopled.

Here nomadic tribes of dead wandered, blinded by the unholy light of the
eternal sun that shene down upon the plains—s sun Lhat was an obscene tra-
vesty of the sun of that other world they had known. Here too were others of
the dead, pale and aimless, each different from the others, each changed by
afterlife, each lasting out eternity in his own way.

Now the Momentary Ghost saw a man rooted to the ground like a tree, his
abnormally tall body stretching upward toward the skv, his voice a constant
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high-pitched scream of agony bitten away by the wind. The Momentary (host
saw a melting pool of humanity, of revenants thrown together for whatever
reason or by whatever whimsy rules these plains to form a lake of molten
flesh, a carnal, fetid mixture of the tormenters. And then -

Stunted twisted men, their vitals trailing behind their grotesque badies as
they crossed gray lava fields—

Pale zephyr like beings wafted by the wind, grated by the sand, bruised by
rocks, burned by the sun, frozen by the wind—

Lost souls wandering as aimlessty in death as in life—

ANl this the Momentary Ghost saw s he sped above the plains of madness
in search of a man he had never aeen.

" In this place Fisher wore, after a fashion, a body. Ht was like his earthly
bady yet it was paler, more guant, less real-secming, Tt was carried by the
winds above the plains toward the mountains at the edge of the plaina—moun-
tains that thrust up like teeth from the lower jaw of a shark. The wind cartied
hia body along and the wind sang to him. But the Momentary Ghost knew the
song of the wind and he feared and hated it

Feared, hated, despised. . .

And dreaded. For this was afterlife. This was it. All that earthly life leads
up to—all that mankind really meana. And somewhere in the plains or in the
mountains, laura.

Don’t think of her. Keep your mind from thoughts of Laura. Think of
something else, Think of Otto Case, the man you search for. Don't think of
Laura-

But what if I find her?

He shut his speetral eyes against the thought but the thought and its agony
persisted.

After u time the Momentary Ghost eame to the mountains that edged the
plains.

Like massive stalagmites of helt the mountains reached toward but they
did not touch him. Between the peaked mountains he sew canyons and val-
leys, the beds of acid rivers, uncertain passes chscured by virulent swirling
mists, Could Laura be somewhere in these mountains, perhaps all but dic-
solved in some river, ar even hidden in some sickening mist?

Think of something else. Think of Otto Case—

Then past the mountains where he had never been before.

He aaw jungle.

A place of fantastic intertwinings of black foliage and strunge flowers a-
mong which his eye caught glimpses of moving things. Misformed things be-
yond even his experience. He drifted downward and knew this was the place
for which he searched. That here he would find Otto Case,

He setiled in a clearing.

Tall trees twisted in agonizing shapes to reach high above him. Vines und
creepers grew stranglingly around the trunks of the trees and from the vines
grew black, hideous fowers that dripped a gelatinous oily substance that ate
like acid into the ground it fell on, The Momentary Ghost peered around, saw
only deeper shadaws among the raven trees, yet heard faint moanings of ac-
customed agony from within the junge.

And where was Case? Somewhere around here the Momentary Ghost knew.

That was part of it, part of the strange power that made him what he
wau. His travels into the reatm of afterlife always brought him te the person he
sought. Yet he saw no sign of Case. Had the years affected his ahilities?

Then a dry rustling as if leaves brushed agninst one another and liked it not,

The Momentary Ghost whirled around. Something came into the clearing,
parting branches at the clearing’s edge.

(hto Case—

No longer human, tao twisted even to he called a parady of his former
shape,

A long, narrow head bobbed at the end of a long pliant neck that seemed
to grow directly from the creature's pelvis—all that seemed left of the teunk
of Case's torso. Long, awkward and digjointed lega, A tail, & scorpion’s tail.

The head, bald and narrowed with pointed ears and open, vacant eyes. The
skin a pale shiny gray. And all about the body a mist like 2 swarm of insects.
Moving with a shambling, loping gait, Otto Case crossed the clearing toward
the Momentary Ghost.

Crossed and stopped to stand, his long spindly neck craning upward so-
ward Figsher. The mouth opened and ssliva poured out with words. I am
(tto Case,” it said. “You have come to see me?"

1‘Yes‘ ”

Now the neck twisted and eraned s that the head rose above Figher. It
cocked 1o one side and agonized eyes, drained of color, peered duwn at him
as if trying to imagine a creature stranger than itself. “But why?" it nsked.
“Have you come to do more to me than has been done? Why? Why?™

“I have come only to talk to you.”




The vregture stepped around, circling Fisher in small almosl capering move-
ments.” Perhaps you have come to answer my questions. Where am I* What
have you done to me? Why?™

“I' have done nothing to you,” replied the Momentary Ghost. 1 haven’l
long—"

%hc grotesquely misshapen hands gestured pleadingly. “Can’t you Lell me?
you look notmal. Real. You must know what's happening. Where am 12 Tdon’t
understand any of this."

“Pleage, there isn't lime—""

“1 emember. | remember | was crossing a sireet. | think it waz a car. It
scemed 10 come from nowhere.” The pale eyves grew serious, reflective fora
moment. “Yes, a car. | stood there. Saw it coming. Coutdnt move. 1 thonght
it would hit me. Only | must have passed vut.”

“It did hit you.™

“It couldn’t. It was going too fast. I would have: been killed. | passed out,
1t must have swerved aside. But when 1 came 1o [ was here and the changing
wes starting, Where am 17 What have you done to me?™

"I've done nothing. Thi is death.™

“I can see. | van feel. [ can think.”

*This is death.”

The creatute moved quickly, the head craned vut so suddenly Fisher thought
(ase was attecking him. But the eyes stared pleadingly inta his and the crea-
ture shook not with fury but with fear. “When [ woke up | was alrcady chang
ing. Do you know how it began? With my hands. look at them.”

He held them awkwardly for Fisher to see. “Once [had fine hands. Human
hends. Steong, clever hands. When 1 was a child 1 played piano. | rementber
that. Now my hande have changed. My hands. Look at them: threr fingers
and they're long, Better suited for running and climbing than for thing= «
hand should do.™

The creature turned away end moved across the clearing. With a movenient
that reminded Fisher of the way a camal kneels, Case fell 1o his kneas, sank
his face into mutated hands.

"Where am [?” it asked. “What have you done to me?”

The Momentary Ghost fuught haek the urge 1o try comforling the crealure
for he knew there was no comfort in hell. “This is what death is like.” he
said, “When we die, we come here and we change. 1ve come Lo ask you a
question. Give me your answer and [l leave you alone.”

I can think, I can feel. That can’t he death.™

“But it is. Vo you know your name?™

“My name? Otto Case—."

“[lo you remember a man named Logan?™

“Logan?™ the greature said. It spat the name like samething bitter and

sprang to its fect, turning to glare with baleful eyes at Yicher. e should be
here. Not me. He gent me here, He sent me here where they would changs:

-

me
“My question—"
“Did Logan send you here to ask? Logan sent me hiere to be tortured like
this, | saw the driver of that car. I saw Logan’s man.™

*You had mouey in a bank in anothet country,™ Fisher said. “Logan wanta
Lo know the aceount number, ™

“Now [ won el T won’t.”

Suddenty the creature leaped, Strong misshapen hands reached for Fisher's
spectral throat, Calloused leathery fingers closed light and aqueezed.

Fisher fell back, choking for air. ITe slapped and struggled, trying to free
himself hut the changeling that was Case was much too strong for him. The
hands tightened crushirgly on his neck, his lungs aried out for air.

Could he die? Could his existence here be snuffed out? He dunhted it, But
the agony was sullicient of itself and the rage of Otto Case was such that he
miglt conlinue Lhis for ages-and Fisher would be steanded here if he stayed
oo fong,

Il foughl Lo break the gip but could nut. His efforts and his aguny were
titing him, weakening him. His arms Tell weakly, uselessly to his side. There
W roaring, a ringing in his ears to mateh the ageny in his throat and lungs.
He was staring direcUy inlo the malefic face of the ereature that once was
(tto Case.

And then those eyes Lote from Fisher's gaze and the face grew slack with
surprise. The hands loosened slightly about Fisher’s throat and the ereature
said something Fisher could not understand.

And then let go,

Fisher fell 1o the ground, pasping for air. The roaring continued in hiv ears
but it reemed Whim bhe could hear voices  a voice calling his name.

He looked ops.

He saw Laura.

laura, tall and lovely, young as she had been twenty years ago. Her lung
red hair lowed upon the wind like a veil across her face but Fisher saw her
face = heautiful as he remembered it. He closed his eyes light against the
sight, [earing that she would come vloser and he would see the ways she had
changed. An inveluntary sob tore from his tortured throat.

He heardl the movement of the creature thal had been Otto Case. He o
prned his eyes and saw it fleeing into the raven jungle.

“Tames,” Laura called softly. Her arms reached vut, She came towaed him.

The Momentary Ghost serambled 1o his feel. He had no wish to see how
Laura was clanged. He didnt want to know. He eried out an inarticulate cry
and turned. e grabbed the wind and Let it pull his spectral body high above
the trees anid hack Loward the place where the fabric of space was Llorn and
parted.

Anil beloss and behind he could hear her call his name .

6.

He floated above his own body and stared down at it

His borly was tall and guant and the hair war nuetral in color ar if there
waw an intention that there be no hair at all. The face was relaxed, in repose
as il always was when he relucned from afterlife. In twenty years, he realized,
he had chanped. Bt hat was nol the way you changed in afterlife.

That was the clay of James Fisher and 1o animate that elay he had only to
sink down and take up residence again.
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Bul he had failed. And failure meent desth—not just for him, which was a
thing he preatly feared, hut for Diang as well.

He could hear the clock in the room ticking away the seconds. How long
could he slay from his bady lefore he would be permanetly barred from it?
He did not know. Nor did he care. He thought of Laura as he had known her
yrars ago, and ns he bad seen her just moments ago. Diana was the important
one now, the one with the chance to live. He could not, would not, let any-
thing happen to her,

He moved from the room through the wall to the coeridor beyond.

Heffernan was seated, dnzing in a chair outside Fisher’s room. For & mo-
ment Fisher poised above him, staring down at the berfy, sleeping man. But
it was not [leffernan who interested him. Tt was Diana.

He drifted above Heffernan for o moment, testing the psyehic vibrations
in the air about him, He could sense Logan, of course, and Heffernan. And a
third man. Then he sensed Diana. Not strong, but nevertheless close. He drift-
ed toward ber.

Further down the eomidor he drifted through a wall and found her in the
room beyond. She lay asleep on the bed. She was young and lovely as her
mother had been; but Fisher saw now that the resemblance to Laura, though
strong, was basically superficial, Her face was shaped liked Laura's face and
the nose was like her mother’s, Seen briefly they might seem to look the same.
But as he staved down at his daughter, Fisher saw that she was not her mother
but herself,

Her cheeks were elightly more pronounced than laura’s, an inberitance
pechaps from her gaunt father. She seemed, stretehed out on this bed, o bit
taller than Laura—bnt only a bit. Her eyes were closed hut they seemed dife
ferent--though that, of course, nnght be acthing more than the dilference
brought on by modern make-up. 1t was Fishers first good took at his daughter
in lwenty years.

She stiered stightly but did not come awake. Her sleep seemed vatural,
Fisher did not think she was drugged. He tumed and went through the wall,
back into the carridor,

Heffernan stilt dozed, his chair propped against the wall next to the door
to Fisher’s ranm. Fisher paused sbove him, staring down, a plan lorming in
his mind. It was wild and impossible, but perhaps it might work. He could
think of nothing else and realizing that, he did not pause to consider how it
might Lail.

The Momentary Ghost moved down toward Heffernan. Jnte Vleffernan.

e saw Heffernan’s face come to life. The eyes opened, the mouth gaped,
but the only sound issued was a strange, gargling noise, Fisher sank deeper
into the shell that was Heffernan's body and found himself struggling as he
never sieuggled before, lighting not with Heflernan but with the essential ani-
mating (orce of the man.

And it wua a struggle in which Fisher outelassed Heffernan completely. He
shoved and twisted the man’s soul, driving il from it’s own body. And as
Fisher drove it out, the body fell forward and the chair stammed to the foor
as the body loppled from it

But the battle was over, Fisher saw the pale wispy shadow of Heffernan’s
soul drift upward. He heurd the raw, unearthly soundiess seream of the thing
b space and lime opened up arcund it, permilting it entry to the afterlife
Fisher was ro familiar with.

And then it war over and the corridor seemed to echo with its own silence.

Fisher dropped into the corpse and felt his own anima flow into it, form-
ing to it like batter to a mold.

For the first time he way really scared. He had never taken over any bady
but hix own before—much less kitled a man. Oniy the knowledge that Heffer-
nan woutd not hesitate to Kill Diana made Fisher’s actions posstble.

He felt awdward in the larger body. Awkward and oul of pluce. Alfeady
he wus aware of strange, unfamiliar musculature, different habit patterns and
appetites. But there was no more time. He mads the eyes open and stared up
at the ceiling He had trouble fucusing, then realized Heffernan was in need
of glasses. To an artist like Fisher, this was disturbing but there was no im-
mediate cure for it,

He Nlexed the fingers of hie right hand, then moved the arm, hringing it
hack to lift himself up. It stipped and he fell. e toak it more slowly and awk-
wardly got tu u sitting position.

Hut eould ke gei up? And if he could, could he walk aroung?

The questions bothered.too much for him to think shout them. The mus-
culalure and nervous system were not changed; only the consciousness con-
trolling them, He had to teach himself to rely on unconscious responses au-
tamatic to Heffernan's body and he had to dn it quickly. He would be ne use
to Diana if it took him forever to learn to use his new body.

“What the hell happened to you? ™

Fisher looked up end saw the man ralled Lovelace coming towaed him.
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"I heerd you fall,” Lovelace said. *%hat the hell did you do*”

“1 dozed off and fell out of the chair,” Fisher said.

Lavelace gave his head a cantemptuoue shake. “Might have known, ™

“Help mre up, witl you™™

“Yeah," Lovelace said. He bent down and helped Fisher to his Teet.

“Thanks,” said Fisher when he was standing. And before Lovelace quite
knew what was happening, Fisher tocked ane of Heffernan's huge arms a-
round his neck.

Lovelace flayed his arms savagely, trying to strike Heffernan who was he-
hind him. Fisher applied pressure, felt the musle of the forearm biting in
against Lovelace's windpipe. Fisher gave one final effort and yanked the arm
light against the other man's thraat, heard a briel gurgle and Telt the man gu
limp in his arms. He dropped Lovelace 10 the floor and let him lay Lhere a
minute while Fisher recovered his own breath. He stared down at the hody
and wondered, will | meet this man in afterlife? Or Heffernan? For he knew
now that this could end only with his own death as well.

He found an empty room and dragged Lovelace into it. Closing the dour
he went into the hall and moved 1o the door of Diana % room. He found keys
in Heffernan's pocket and one of them opened the door.

[Hana was seated on the side of the hed, her face drawn, pale with fright.
Fisher raised & finger 10 his lips in a gestoee of silence, “Dan’t suy enything,”
he said. “Tve come to get you out of this.”

She looked pleadingty at him and the look was reminiscent of Laura. Figher
crassed the room to the window and looked out. The grounds were empty
and there was no wall or gate. Rut there were bars on the window.

“Come on,” he said and ked her to the corridor.

He had only a vagur idea of the fayout of the hanse but he managed to get
ber o the garage, which was built on just off the kitchen. There were Lwo
cars there and a small replica of a license plate on Ieffernan’s key ehain told
Fisher which rar he hud keys for. He handed the keys to Lianu and said, "Get
out of here. Go straight to the police and Lell them what happened.”™

“Aren't you coming?”

“No.™

She started for the car, then slopped and turned back, [ don’t understand
any of this. Why are you—"

“} haven’t time to explain.®

“Then will you at least tell me who that man is? ™ That strange luoking
man you keep locked up?”

Tt was the firat time Fisher realized Diana had not seen him in twenty years.
It came a5 2 shork to him and ag something of a disappointment.

“It’s a man named James Fisher," be said,

She raid nothing. But the laok on her face told him enough: it told him
that she knew who James Fisher was. Far a moment she seemed on the verge
of running back into the house.

“Get out of here,” he said. “Hes atready taken care of You'll see him
soon enough,”

She accepted his die and got into the car and drove off. Fisher watched her
go.

“What's going on here?™

Ficher turncd and faced Logan.

“That was the girl ™ Logan said.

“You don't need her. Let her go.”

“Whats got into you? She'll go straight to the rops-." He tried pushing
past Fisher, heading for his car, Fisher clamped ane of Heffernans ham-like
hands on Logan’s shoulder and spun him around, shoving him back into the
house.

Logan fell sprawling to the floor. He stured up at Heffernan, u look of min-
gled astonishment and disbelief on his face.

*What's got inlo you? Heffernan, you-"

“Not Heffernan,” Fisher paid. “Heffernan’s dead.”

Logan'’s mouth snapped shut.

“Heffernan's with Case now,” Fisher said. “He wont be coming hack.”

“Fisher—," Logan said, '

“That’s right.”

Logan's hand darted into his jacket, Fisher had not puessed he was carry-
ing a gun.

The gun fired once. [t's sound, magnified by the closeness of the kitchen
walls, beat un Fisher's senses as the pungent acrid odor of the powder stung
his nostrils. Fire stabbed through his middle and spread like shattering glass.
Fisher put a hand to Heffernan's stomach and-drew it away, wet and sticky
with blood,

He fell to his knees and toppled forward, groaning with the pain of it. He
glanced up and saw Logan getting ta his feet.

“IN fix you!™ Logan shouted. *“I’ll fix you!™




He fired sguin and the hullet plowed into Heffernan's shoulder, down into
hia chest, spreading more flaming agony. Fisher could nut hold back the cry
of pain as Logan truned and ran buck into the house. But through the clouds
of pain Fisher understood what Logan intended to do.

Heffernan's body was no longer any use to him. He abandoned it and feft
it deed and bloody on the floor.

Legan ran to the room where Fisher's body waited and Fisher followed
after him. Logan threw open the door and Fisher dived for him. But Fisher
moved teo late. )

The gun fired twice. Fisher saw the bullets rip holes in the back of the
chair, saw his inanimate body jerk twice and pitch forward to the carpel.
Logan laughed wildly, like the inudman he was. “1 win!™ he showted. “1 fixed
you, Fisher. Really fixed you!™

* Fisher struck.

He drove his own snima down into the shelt of Logan’s body, deiving the
emence of the criminal out. Logan realized whal was happening, cried out in
fear, thrashed the air uselessly in his panic.
~ But he could not stop the Momentary (rhust,

Fisher grappled with thet part of Logan that he hated, grappled with it and
threw it from Logan's body, The thing drifted upwards velping small. fright-
ened sounds that only Fisher could hear. A rift grew in space to accomodate
the thing and Logan passed through to the Plains of Madness.

Far a moment Fisher wore Logan’s budy, But for a moment only, He
coutd not continue life in a horrowed body—especially not Logan's. The
moment he feared was upon him. No longer was he the momentary ghost

iy
i

How long he wandered the Plains of Madness he did not know, could not
say. But after a time he saw Logen. He saw him. the scatiercd physical remains

of the man littering a glasey apot. Disassembled, scattered parts of him lay a--

bout the place whining and pleading, asking forgiveness of anything at all.
And &l that time the merciless travesty of the sun beat down.

But no change touched the ghost the cternal phost —of James Fisher,

He wandered among the damned, a pale guant figure lost and aimless but
aot victim Lo the tortures most of the vthers fell. Sumetimes he waw vthers
like himself, but most of the ones he saw were like Logan or Case or his own
parents. :

N s

How long he wandered he could not say. After a time he came to the raven
jungle. )

Strange parasitic flowers dripped caustic oils on the ground and from the
jungle vame crics of wounded things. Case stood there and a chill seemed to
touch him, his first awdreness of any sensation of heat or cold since coming
to the-altertifc,

He turned. At the clearing’s edge was Laura.

Young and beautiful, her face veiled by wind blown hair. After a time he
spake her nome,

“HeHo,” she seid, “I've waited for you Jamrs.’

“[ was afraid. Afraid uf what I°d done to you.”

“You haven't hurt me, James. Not resily, I've been lonely, that's all.™

“But T have. | know 1 have. 1 know what happens here. The changes. 1
never forgave myself that, | neyer could face up to it. 1 don't want to see how
you have changed.™

“Lovk at me.” :

Ile wanted to plend with her, to run,to ignore what hed happened to her.
fut he knew he could put this off no longer. He was 1 ghost for real now with
an eternity in afterlife before him. He went to her and brushed the haic from
her face.

L wax the samc face he remembered, The very same. He took her in his
aemns and hebd her for the first time in twenty years and it wae as if they had
uever been apart. After a time he kissed her, gently and fervently at the same
time, u kiss conatining atl the pent-up emotions of two decades,

*“You haven't changed,” he said. *“You haven’t.”

"No Jamex, Come with me. I have something to show yon.™

“Come where?”

"Youll see,™

She took his hand dnd reached out with her other arm. Her hand seemed

to touch something and something parted, fell aside. Space itself. There was a
sift and something lay beyond that rift.

“I don’t understand—,” he began.
She smiled al him. “You've seen only part of aflerlife. Theres abetter

part.” i

| She tugged at hix hand and bed him through the rift. The rift closed after

Lhetn,
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How Do You Kick Off a New Era In Fantasy Reading Pleasure?

DRAGON'S DAUGHTER by E. HOFFMANN PRICE
THE HUNGRY GHOSTS by DAVID A. ENGLISH
THIRST by GERALD W. PAGE _

HOW LONELY SITS THE CITY by GLEN COOK

THE PRICE OF A DEMON by GARY BRANDNER

FLIGHT by ROBERT E. HOWARD

GOLA'S HELL by EMIL PETAJA

SILVERHEELS by GLEN COOK '
THE GOLD AND THE GREY by ROBERT E., HOWARD

WITCHCRAFT AND SORCERY will feature these and other stories in the
near future, plus such regular features as E. Hoffmann Price’s JADE PAGODA
: and our DEPARTMENT OF POINTED TALES. They'll be in the company of
! other stories by those same writers as well as August Derleth, Ramsey Camp-
’ bell, Brian Lumley, George Zebrowski, Carleton Grindle, Edmund Shirlan,
i Ross Rocklynne and many others. And to top it all off, our stories will be
illustrated by artists such as the Phoenix Award winning Jeff Jones, Hugo
Award winning Tim Kirk, Stephen Fabian, Robert E. Jennings, Steve Fritz,
D. Bruce Betry and Jerry Burge.
Fantasy is back. Newer, more exciting than ever before. WITCHCRAFT

AND SORCERY heralds a new tradition—and you won't care to miss the
trend setters!
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He had to escape and he knew an escape route, But he could
not be certaln where escape would lead...

by Leon Zelidis

Things to Come

ILLUSTRATION BY BURGE

He came in quite late, that Aaken, He was a little bied of a man, perhaps
five feet tall, paunchy, howlegged, staring with a short, slanted head that grew
out of his body like a misplaced mushroom. There was something deliberate
in his movements. He had an avuncular way of poising himself hefore taking
the first step, and of standing still in a position suggestive of unstable equili-
brium

He wae a Dutch jew. Probably managed to hide himself for a while, but
eventually they caught him and here he was, in the camp with the rest of us.
By chance, he came to sleep on the bunker above mine, empty since Johannes
was killed by a guard in a Sporting Night. They had played William Tell, that
particular night, if I remember correctly. | don’t know exactly the manner of
his death, and 1 don’t want to know. Johannes and | were friends.

There was little conversation amang us, yet gradually [ came to feel a cer-
tain attachment for Aaken. Perhaps it was because he seemed 80 unable to
cope with the situation in which he found himsel{, He was not lost, but sunk
in.a sea of unfathomable depths, where gravity did not work, where his pre-
vious modes of reference did not apply at all. After a while, he confided brief
snatches of his private life, of what he had been before. Before.

“Whal I cannot suffer,” he said to me once,“is not so much the filth, the
cold, the hunger or the death. They are horrible, but I can understand these
things. They are, in a sense, human. No, they are humane, What | can’t bear
to watch is humanity debauched and made a mocking caricature of itself. 1
hurt at the deliberate obliteration of heauty.”

I did not like him to talk hike that. Partly, | did not understand him, and




parly, | was alraid of somebody else overhearing us, Yuu never knew,

“The fiendishness of the guards,” he continued, “lies not in their killing
us, but in that they will first make ug less than buman,”

He wae an Idealist, | eould see that, In the bottum cirele of hell, he still
considered nice, imaginary platitudes like humanity and beauty. T tried to
avoid Hm from there on,

1 found out that he had been a painter. His speciality had been making
accurate ropies of old mastess for the Lourist trade. Thal, al least, aceounted
fur is untsual pereeption of vur nightmare, 1 did sot explain his frequent
trance-like states, his leodeney to seek closed-in, dark comers, Lo =it in them,
deawing strange symbols and figures wilh a burnt stick of wood as his pencil.

We luid by then heeome tumb. and locked forward to nothing, excepl
seavenging for some additional seraps of {oad. Aaken, on the other hand, still
hod hik sensibitity. He drew, sometimes, pictores that we could reeopnize. The
chimneys Blowing their smoke like mad locometives on their way from hell
tu hell, from mght (o night. burning their sweet, soft voal.

He drew well, although 1 wasn®t then able to admire his band. [ know nu-
thing about painting, Nevertheless, | would say that his deawing was firm and
accurale, His imagination was uncanny. With 4 few lings he transmuted thand
into a ghoulish claw. He feared the guards. o he used a privale code of his
own, Everyday objects, tike a glass, a buwl, a book, became sinister, evil
things.

4| wanl to remember.” he said Lo me onee, “The world must be warned.
will paint it all.™

I pitied him. He must have seffered more keenly than the rest of us. Yel,
he sremed Lo change, somehow. He withdrew more and more within himself,
and was lust in his private fanlasy world, Sometimes, 2. in a dream he would
mumble something about “the beings™ or the “the powers™, which | couldn®
begin to understand. 1 triel, out of pity, Lo lead him hack 1o the realities a-
round, to the need to et some more [oud, 10 avoid sudden chills, but he
would not evert isten to my advise,

I3 was becoming desperate. | could see the sipns. He would soun do srme-
thing foalish. like spitting at o guard, or trying to slide under the barbed
wirex,

OF course, T didn U try o disuade him, What fot? Sote Lday, some Lo
morrow. 1t was his own life to lose, However, | did talk to him, oaly to make
sure that he didn’t come up with anything shopid. like setling fire to the har
racks. That would enly mean our immediste extermination, and that was
pointless, Somne of us aght sunvive. That hope was all that kepl us alive. Thal.
and hate.

He quickly dispelled my aprehension,

“Yer, he admitted. *T am thinking of going out. But in a certain way that
nobady will be able W follow. OF Lo stop me.” [lis mouth twitched into o
smile, but his eves were Iurning. e had fost much weight, and his skin was
folded, Azken looked many vears older than when he arrived, although it had
been only three or five months, eouldn™t remember exactly.

Aaken Iooked around rapidly, moving his head with the shorl, sudden jerks
thal made me think of a biril. He motioned for me to vome closer.

1 have contacted them,” he whispered, ©1 have studied many ways, until
1 fuuned an open gate, | 2an’l survive heee much longer, Now i the time Lo
take the final step Lthrough the Dark Door.™

He wtopped far @ moment, as if conmdering whether he had said 100 much
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“T will be taken out of here, T awill b able o paint, That i< my bargain |
shall paint. How | shall paint™

s voice (cembled and alimost failed him. He was evidentls mad. T tried 1o
lean a comiorting hand over his shonlder, but he broshed itaway.

“I know, | know, ™ he said, “You don Cunderstand. ™ Heowaved his armes
as i drawing a picture for me in the air "The world has many Tevels, Gad,
tnan, devils, are all ditferent modes of living, of existing. Tam uot veligious, |
can’t vommunicate upwards, But U ean alwavs reach downe TH eseape, U
telling vou. Soon.™ He stopped aleuptly andd stared at we with o steange ex-
pression, He wae afraid of me.

I dunt blame hine Fvery body was afraid, i those day -

Without another word, Aaken tarned aronnd and shaffled away. He made
hix way Lo a dark corner of the bareacks, as usual.

I tried Lo forget what e had said, attributing Lis words toa feser o per-
haps hallucinations induced by buthgzer aned chronie weakness,

Stll, ¥ had my doubls a few davs later, when Aaken disappearcd. Fley
started 1o make a bir fuss about it berasuse volwody bad seen him, anil there
had been no reported attempt to eseape. We would have been Byuaidated then
and there, if the Germans hadd nol found a body in a dark cormee, which they
tank to he Aaken. Yes, it had the zune number latooed o his forearm, hot it
wasn't Aaken, Even if [ eouldnt et elose Lo the bady. Teould positively swear
it did not betong 1o the man L knew as Aaron van Aaken.

Sann afterwards, and not 4 minule oo soon, came the end of the night-
mare. Thowe of us whe lived tlhroughe dispersed quickly 1o Tar countries, aml
we didl our best (0 Torget whal we lund seen, Sometimes, however, just before
going to sleep, [ would remember Aaken and his drawing-cand T wonlil won-
der at his fate,

Then, last Fall. 1 went back to Earope. Dretired from my wark a- aeconnt-
ant, and | decided o take the Grand Tour, helors my alloted L elipses,
We came, some cighteen praple i the aroup, to Madrid. We wenl 1o ser mon
uments, cathedrals, the Plaza de Toros, and then, the Prndos A T owalked o
long the cold corridors, 1 Telt o strange unease tugging al my slomach We
camne Lo avother room, and there, codudenly, | Auken- |Jr;r\\-ir|§_r-, in bright,
hellish colors, hanging before me,

With unsteady limbs, Feame elose, There, illuminated by flashes of Mrions
lighting, were the grolesque tortures, the chimneys vurnitinﬁ st ks, L eairth
itself opening it maw Lo crunchand mel( tiee hinan Reshe AN e degeadation
was there, and the people outside pursting their sillv. nauseating pleasires.
while The condemned marched in row- into the ovens, or snffersd dinbolical
tortures, 1t was the camp. with albids valiness, 1= Gilth, it bestiality .

I ostared at the pilil]ling lik s hipnntif.t'd. Tham, T lewrked for ll].l' ST ORI IES
In a plagque, 1read “The Gardeo af Delight=" My Geod. what ag appropiate
name’ “Therontimus Boseh, 1ERO7-1510.7

S Aaken had nnde his deal. after all, Bat he had Teen tricked, He had
been given Gme, ves, but five humdred vears carlier than be reckoned. iz
war warning conld not e understond, .

Later, [ looked for ather paintings by Bosel. They all hear the mark of a
desperate Aaken, trying to Gl o an nnconeeened world the abs amal depiie
to which it would fall. He painted. a- iv weees deving G eedeem his soud
through his brush.

Who knows=? He mav have siceeeded at that,
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The ideus were coming harder! Our tad Todd Rayburn was in a solemn
fret. His mixed-up thoughts aped the clatter flooding in through the open
window of the midtown advertising agency. Traffic honked in his head, Ve.
hicles Jabeled hope and despair collided on the intersections of his face. In the
haltway two children laughed. Ah, children! They were only ideas thetnselves,
created from Lhe old cliche of boy-meets-girl—yet each one new. Restlessly,
Todd reached for the twisted cord of the elecLric typewriter which spiraled
the confusing energies of ils dreadful hur throughout his brain. ossibly the
poor fellow thought to straighten the cord, which by u sympathetic magie
would straighten out his thinking processes. lnstead--

Shock!

Some tdea, this was, our lad knocking himsel out eold, and not only that,
—dissolving himself away so that the chair where the tortured fellow sat was
now quite empty!

However, here he was again, standing alone in an emply field of sun-dried
weeds, as luck would have it.

“Ol, oh, oh!” cried Todd, cowering uway from a range of gray hills off to
the left and swaying in equal shock from a strange gray highway on his right.
Above, a cloudless sky made him a focal point of icy biue. A shrunken vellow
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Todd Rayburn Learned Why Men Have Ideas; Only Now the Ideas Had Him....

win hiad at him with daffodil lasers. No bieds Bew ovechead, no insevt or ani-
mal aticred in Lhe burned weeds

The unfortunate young man, plicked from hix own time and place, could
only jroan and put his hands before his eyes. How long would the illusion
tuat? No one vauld tell, Therefore, with a thrust-out chest on which his heavy
gitver chain-necklace and medellion glinted, only 1o mateh the glint of bravery
in his blue eye, he approached the read,

The road was madv of goeod Dupont feam-rubber, it would seem, and so he
z-pmtf'dl\ covered three miles in no time at all, wheesupon a group of build-
ittge rose up heside the gray hills. There were ugly factories which lookeil like
large blocks, and there were ugly office-buildings which looked like small half-
sphetes. Todd Rayburn, however, did not have lime Lo make ajudgement a-
gainst the architect, whoever he might be, for just then, praise be, the seene
came 1o life.

Tald was ewerjoyed.

A group of figuees marched from one of the lactories,
strajprhl toward him.

Todd was now dismayed!

He had 1o jump quickly off the road Lo let them pass. Even in the middle
of his hurried jump, which he accomplished with marvelous ease owing to the
remarkable springiness of the remarkable foam-rubber coad. he was able to
note the grayness ol their nakel bodies, the formless sumeness of thetr faces,
The mosL cutions thing about their appearance, however, was 2 tiny headlight
secured to the tops of their hairless heads,

[t was a most amazing procession.

The creatures must have seen him as they filed by: il so, they ignored hinu
Anxiously steaining his ears, however, our lad picked up a few muttered lines
of perplexing dialogue.

“Ah, comrades, we'll find Synapse Field o’er yon hill, so my brain ccll tells
me.”

“Ah do declars, AR be overjoved to find mah proper home “neath the
magnolia tree, or sume such.™

“Yeah, yeah man! We're goin® to be thought of 2™

[azed by this astonishing interchange, Todd Baybuen could only stare
from feverish eyes as they disappeared around a bend in the gray hills, Then,
toltering a bit, his hand clutching at bis medallion as if he could el Lo rest the
sickly throb in his solar plexus, he approached the open doot of the factory
whence the creatures came.

Todd stooped only a little to enter the factury, the pound of the machines
swelling in his car even befare he came to the working area,

“AhT™ rried Todd Rayburn, transfixed, The size of the machines was fan-
tastic. “Oh na!™ he groaned unbelicvingly, hands thrown up. He had never
seen snch shapes before, “Oh, my!™ he gasped, almost ready to run from the

They marched

strangeness of it all, for there were four great machines in the room and each
wat busy manulacturing the crestures who walked past him on the road.

Yes, it was absolutely true. Humming and clicking, the vasl machines
dropped the gray bodies npon a moving band which slowly passed a square of
light. Frum this square a metal arm descended in a hissing flood of light and
steam and pressed a small headlight into the ugly naked head. Where the band
divappeared into the fluor, the beings stepped away and remained standing
until a number of them accumulated. A if al a signal, ont the door they
marched, no doubt bound to Synapse Field,

But who ran the machines? Todd raised his eyes and thought he saw liny
human figures near the vast ceiling. Slowly he walked backward, toward the
exit. His presence probably wax a profane event. and e had nodntention of
risking anvone's displeasure, Hurriedly. and with a mounting sense of unex-
plained terrar. he retraced his steps,

The sun was still in the same pasition in the shy, burning at him in yellow
displeasure. The shy was still a glaring, sneering blue, Were there no friendly
forees here? At this moment, a solitary gray bring speeded Trom the distanee,
bouncing spiritedly down the foam-rubber road, It walked purposciully to-
witll a stoal office building, ils headlamp burning brightly.

Fur whatever reason unknown at the motment to young Te 'd Rayburo, he
was faseinated by the intensity of the creature™ beam, hadeed, o felt a shock-
ing lust for that brillianee, His eves glitlered, his mouth snarled. He tiploed
alter the being, but arrived at the small one-toom office huilding just in time
to kesp the dour from banging shut.

He louked theough to a desk. There, hehind the desk, sat a very ordinary
human being, a very bored clerk, whu looked up al the geay ereature through
blank eyes, poised & peneil. and inguired:

“lasst”

“Chuss A, sir, and vou can see, sir, I'moa bright one indeed, a fiesg magni.
tdde idea, if you please, il vou don’t mind my calling your attention 1o my
¥ery n'tmml- qualllu ations. ' here, as you ey guess, ta repotl a “llp

“You are,” eried the clerk, stiffening a hit as he poised the peneil again, “a
most Lalkative idea Aren’t vou ever goime Lt down? Must you stan there
vonstming myv lime? Why are vou Chass A ideas o convineed you must run
yunr headlumps al three times the usual candbepower? Origin!”

The sdes, for sucl it indeed was, stepped forward, its headlamp growing
sven brighter, if that were possible. 1t said eagerly,

“Sinee vou do ask, sir, and not, Theg yon 1o believe, beeanse | am anxious
to brag about myeelf, [ wus ac lll;l"\ ereated, not by rmachine, but in the head
of an eminent and muost respeeted Lop .J(l\{’rh-.mlr exeeulive, That was Lwo
years ago,”

The idea stepped back and hnng its head.

“But alas. | wass 1 really o weleome thooght, The ad man was bisy with
other projects. Afler awhibe,

“Yery mueh 0.7

woe i e, | slipped his mind, and here Tam!™
growled the irritated clerk, dasling off a last line of wit-
ing and thrusting the cotmpleted form at the lost idea Tor ite signature.
“Greall™ enthused the idea, seribbling., The headlamp suffuwed the room
with a remarkahle brightness,
“That makes you available agiin
esl, “Go an back to Synapse,”

U the elerk sabd, vawning and Tosing inter-

With o jaunty air, tse idea swept reandly out the door, alimost knoeking
poor, stunned Todd Rayburn 1o a sitting position on the vellow ground,
“Wait!™ he erivd alter the speeding idea. The idea heard him, and came rap-
idly, eagerly. back.

“Yex? it eried loudly, looming ovee him, the headlamp hitting him s uare-
Iy in the eyes, “Did vou want me, wir?™

Todd Ravburn ctied, “You're darn right [ want youl™ He Leaped upon the
idea. He embraced it savagely, hugring e warm hml_\r Lo his chest, The iiles
gasped witl surprise, try ing to push Fodd away.

“Btop strugmling,” Todd wrowled, “You should feel Matiered T want yon.™
e eontinued steuggling with the fdea.

“But that i=n’L the way to do it sie] Tere, look into my headlight, Tmagine
a brilliant light in vour brain, hanging there in a kind of balloon, There, you've
gol it sir. Already P’mbeginning to dwindle,™

And it was true. As Lhe solt gray body shraok in on itsell, a rewardiog rich
ness filled Todd’s mind, “Wow ! he crivd, smacking bis fips us e idea totally
and helpfully climbed inside hine He rubhied his hamds in brisk satisfaction.
Su that’s why be was herel Now 1o gel hack to his own world,

How would he got back? Beturn, of course, Lo the field where Tie made his
entrance. Thatl seemed the logical thing 1o do. Tle walked rapidly in this diree-
tion, o young man alone ona foanerubber coad, under a hostile yeHow sun
anil & pitiless eve of kv, For the moment, however, the _\'nung‘man from
Fartl was full of enthisiasm, detenmination, and a wondeeful idea? Oh, e
possibilities were endless for & talented young advertising copy wriler wich as
himsell.

Huh, he grunted to himesell, who's talented?” Worry now started gnawing
his conseience, Thiel, thiel! Crime doesn’t pas D Murder will out! Cheat, cheat,
cheat! Angrilv, be began running down the foam-rubiber road as if to get
away from his delestihle webl

Suddenly, withont warning, he was bit as il by a evelone, Three burly fig:
ures theew hine o the ground and procevded 1o punish him, Hard fists crashed
into his chest pounded i- back, and bounerd him against the ground, Todd
talliecl, and deove hiz fist into their Dig stomachs, but he was no mateh, Besten
atlast. the young Tellow collapsed on the road. Goarse hands grasped his col-
lar. amd bruisingly closed about his wrisls. He was dragged five hundred Teet
into a building marked “Personnel,”

A translieence worked theough Todd's strapgling eyelids. e was -tun(‘|||1[:
or being held eveet on a Noor like skimmed milk. and the walls, curving intn
a dnrru- weTe made of the some material. The continuous Mow of walls inty
1.‘.('i|inglt‘nt the hall an illusion of vastness, SoftUindieect lighting Tell on the men
sealed in the coenter of the rolunda. They wers contemplating a globe which
spun direetly beneath the Moor and when Todd was dragged nearer to them
they looked up. Tz captors pushed him forwaed for inspection. Eight paies of
eves tegarded him thouwghtfully, A= our lads ey ex opened all the way, he sick-
ishly poted Lhat the mlobe was o model of Barth, a very remarkable likeness,

e of the men. dressed in wgqniet hrown suit, rose and came Torward, To
Todd’s surprize. he smiled cordialby,
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W v bern waitieg for vou, What ook you so long?™

Tockd Towekedd wt o al Bis captors, and wineed.

The mans 1one was apoligebic, “Somelunes they get low enthusiastic. Well,
are it ready bo pas Tor your dittle peies of thievers ¥

Suothes hnew about his theft: probabls they 3 zei up the whole thing in
abvaner Plos peesosiel i godded, smiling just a 1 cuefully.

Sodietinne., |r_\ dcrident, sormeone .-'tl';l_\':-'.“ [1: ;:l'.-lurl'ﬂ »‘;Igl]hl}‘. “A fluke
it space o Lo D doa 't know, At any rale, it solves our labor prohlem, We're
very shoethanded, you know.”

W bt s Lt pod Lo do sith ee?™

“Yowl D pul toowork i the Class A factory, thats our biggest problem,
seme ol aur operators haven 't had a vavation in six bndred years,™

“Libont want the job. Cant possibly manage it | have to get back to the
wrrnes s Yore can lase vour idew back, | don’t want it He shook free from
{i= ety captors. Wi stoed aloge, <houting. L give the ddea back W you,
sou cant nake me <ty

o very sorey. T said the preesonnel nan fiemly, “But ics out of the ques-
o You'll aet do like it here alter awhile.”

He moticmed the steong-arms boys. Yelling and fighting, Todd was dragged
oul oA the dnll,

CHs ot ethieal.” e shonted over bis shoulder, You won't get away with
il Lrelise T work. ™

“Thisners i=n't cthical eithee,” prowled one of his caplors, speaking for the
Arst time, " Sow stop sereaning and behave vourselit”

The thees ven held bim rigid and carried hir through the rear entrance of
the Class % factory, The nwehine zhop was built on the sarme order as the one
Todd <aw in the other factory, but the ideas were much slower in coming oul.
They rose b b1 G the very top of the only inactive idea machine and there
Todhl waa strapped in o the operator’s chair, s feel were shackled firmly,
atd i silver beluet was adjusted about his head: silver wires in tuen Ied into
the comtrol panrel.

I s vy grinned one of the men, pressing various colored studs as ke
showed Todd bow to manipuiate the panel. “You'll soon et the idea. See
v i =i Twdred s ears, ™

An they left, Loghing, Todd threw carses aller them steadily for ten min-
ules, The he was bored and started toying with the colured studs. Tt was real-
Iy quiti- tan press<ingr them, watching ideas Tall oul of the machine, The gears
lummed and elicked, lights winked Gopressively, the hebnet buzzed in his
vare.

A atewdy parade of gras bodies moved down the strip. Az they reached
the lighted =quare, Lright ~parkling headlight= were st into their bald heads
and thes marched out e door,

Sin bundreed years, =ix hundred yoars. How could he stand it? !\Irr\.ady two
hone= had pused, ideas by the dozen bad streamed from the machine; he
conldn’t keep Trone working no matter what his theeat, Oh, what a ghasily
messl The dielmet prossed painfully against his head: il only he knew how to
friee his baonds feome theie compulsive working of the colored studs, 1le could
tear awas the wires leading from his helugel imto the machine —and what were
Hime wires {ar, aay winy?

Somiething steaggledl, squicmed. grew ke a balloon in his head. 1Te had
l'clmpll-li'l_\ torvolten the =tolen ddea; so had his caplors.

“Are vou theee?™ he asked sharply.

“Youhave b let e out of here,” the stolen ides whisnpered. 1t was speak-
g e one Lad’s head, U didn’t bacgain for sis hoodreed years imprizon-
ment. Lam sy aomest brittiant dea, How could you do this to me? [ should
e sl exploited, renup the flagpole to see how [ wave, Instead, what is s-

head for me? A miserable imprisonment in the brain ol 2 human wha allows
wires Lo suck idreas oul of his own head, who is content to ™

“Hait! Pm Lhe creator of those ideas?™

“lodeed, Air.”

“Oh, oh, oh!™ cired Todd. “I'm a better man than | thonght | was " He
struggled in his exeitement to rise in his chair: iC was in vaine He could do
nothing but punch ot more ideas—nothing but thal, and tatk, and think . . .
and that was when young Tudd Rayburn had a thought whicl prabably srose
from the friction of the dissatisfied slolen idea squirming around inside his
brain.

“You want to go free?” Todd asked the idea,

The iden grew twice in size! “1 do, | do,” it sereamed joyously, *[ust let me
go. Punch me out of the machine, 165 easv. You hil 2 yellow key und a black
one amd then two red ones and a blae and a green . and a deep purple Lo
make sure 'm synchronons in space and time, Pl o, sie, Pl never trouble
your again, UVl fly like a bird to Synapse Field and grab myself a mice fal brainy
advertising executive, ome wholsmear me on the bread to see how Lspread ™

“You are talkative,” remarked Todd Rayvburn, “3hat up. We both want to
get oul ol here, 1Y make o bargain with you. I'll punch vou ont of the ma-
chine il you climb back up here - ™

“Anything, dear sir. | promise!™

Todd explained what he wanted. The idea was dilivious. 1t rolled and bloat-
ed uncomfortably in Todd's brain. Todd would be quite happy when he was
tid of that disagrecable loguacious idea. In any event the hargain was made,
Todd punched out the necessary keys and the ides dropped instantly oot of
the machine.

The idea stayed on the strip until it received its headlamp, at which moe-
ment it mave a whoop of joy, and rapidly climbed the machine inte Todd’s
cubicle.

“You're nut such a bad Fellow.” the idea panted, “and you might have o
brain on you after all™ According Lo plan, it began tearing at wires and throw-
ing switches and pulling off Todd’s hedmet, which it threw against the panel.

“Mavhe vou and | ean make a deal,” the idea seid as the panel turned into
a ficry mass of electrie discharges which traveled up the remaining wires into
Todd’s body. Shack again! Young Todd Rayburn whirled through infinities,
and reappeared al his won desk at his own eleciric lypewriler, Sitting acrosy
from him, legs crossed, wus the gray <oft forn of the idea, which now reached
across to Todd's pack and selected & cigarette, which it i

“Mmm,™ it said, blowing oul smoke. “You gave me an idea. Yes, sir, I'm
the kind of idea thal gets ideas, as you can see by my headlamp’ I'm so brilli-
ant, sir, such a Grade One, Class A idea, sir, that it occurred 1o me T could be
a constant source of help and inspiration to youin all your hours of need— ™

The idea ratiled on, hlowing smoke rings, and Todd closed his eyes very
tightly. He cleared his bruain. He forget. He let things slip away ideas and -
such. o fact, he had too many ideas, or perhaps one too many ideas. In any
evenl, when he opened his eyes, bie saw that the idea war wavering, thinning
oul, and looking very unhappy.

“Got lost,” said Todd slowly, 1 don’t need any ideas thal aren’l my own.
U'm guite inll of ideas. Remembert™

The idea nodded gloomily and rejectedly and faded away Leaving a lungful
of smoke hunging fragrantly in the air. Todd atlacked his typewriter, really
smashed into it In the next three weeks his work was deawn Lo the altention
of his thoughttul superior. Within a year our lad, young Todd Rayburn, who
wisely kept to himself the story of his inspiring adventures in the world of the
ideas, was well on the way—and diservedly sol- 1o the very top of his chosen
profession.

SO WHOSE OPINION COUNTS,..?

... The editor's or the readers’? The editor selects the storles, of course, and
bases his selection on his judgment, But the readers’ opinion ie final. 1f you don’t
like the magazine, you stop buying it. If enough peaple stop buying it, the maga-
sine goes vut of business. We value your opinion and hope you'll take the time
to fill out the Readers’ Poll Coupon on pages 63 and 64. Your ratings will tell us

what we're deing right and wrong.

Rut, of course, if you don’t want Lo cut up the magasine we still have the highest
regard for your opinions. Send us your story ratings on a postcard—or better yet
send us a letter with your comments on this issue. We plan to keep a tally of the
results and list the most popular stories and features in a coming issue.

More importantly, we plan on basing future decisions on your opinions.
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Howard Phillips Lovecruft (1890-1937) was not only the author of such
brlﬂmnt macabre stories ax “The Dunwich Horror” and “The Colour Out of
Space™ but the author as well of scores of the most fascinating letters ever
penned. August Derleth and Donaid Wandrei have assembled Selected Letters

- by H.P. Lovecraft of which the first two volumes have been published at $7.50
ench by Arkham House (Sauk City, Wisconsin 33583) with the third volime
due perhaps by the time this magazine appears. The following four letters are
from the forthcoming fourth volume and were written to Clark Ashton Smith
during 1932 and 1933

This was a period when the writing of horror fiction in America was at a
relative height, with several ready markets for weli-done weird stortes includ-
ing Weird Tales, edited by Farnsworth Wright, and Strange Tales, edited by
Harry Bates (who would later write the classic science fiction story “Farewell
1o the Master™.) Lovecraft wus busy not only with his own fiction, but with
revising stories for countless less established writers, including Rev. Henry 3.
Whitehead. His carrespondents included most of the best known fantasy writ-
ers of the pertod, including Robert E. Howard, August Derleth, Frank Belknap
Long and E. Ifoffmann Price.

THE EDITOR

Four Letters to Clark Ashton Smith

by H.P.Lovecraft

To Clark Ashton Smith

In the orange, carmine, and blue-litten
zone at the end of the Angles . . . beyond the vague twilight a-
bysses. Hour of the sounding of the gong at the bottom of the
unplumbed pit.

Feby. 16, 1932
Dear Klarkash-Ton: -

The only basic trouble with premature bruial tales is that
they do not take into account the universal practise of embalm-
ing. The way to get around that, of course, would be to provide
, very particular reasons why embalming is dispensed with in the
given case,

Yrs. in the nameless sodality of Nyarla-

thotep, B
«h-ri-Llh.

To Clark Ashton Smith

Leaden hillside of Pnapf on the green—
litten planet Hehah in Dimension N; hour of the voice and vapor
from the bottomless cleft.

March 2, 1932

Copyrlg_ht !Ur[) ln J\ugml Derleth and Donald “andrel by per-
mission of Arkham House.
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Dear Klarksah-Ton:—

I have a sort of time idea of very simple nature floating a-
roand in the back of my head, but don’t know when [ chall ever
get around to using it. The notion is that of a race in primal Lomar
perhaps even before the founding of Olathoe and in the heyday
of Hyperborean Commoriom—who gained a knowledge of all arts
and sciences by sending thought-streams ahead to drain the minds
of men in future ages—angling in time, as it were. Now and then
they get hold of a really competent man of learning, and annex
all his thoughts. Usually they only keep their victims tranced for
a short time, but once in a while, when they need some special
piece of continuous information, one of their number sacrifices
himself for the race and actually changes hodies with the first
thoroughly satisfactory vietim he finds. The victim’s brain then
goes back to 100,000 B.C.—into the hypnotist’s body to live in
Lomar for the rest of his life, while the hypnotist from dead aeons
animates the modern clay of his victim. Complications can be i
magined. | have no idea how—or from what angle-1 shall elabo-
rate the thing,

Yrs, for ultimate abysses,
E’ch-Pi-El.

To Clark Ashton Smith

Yoth-Tlaggon - at the Crimson Spring
Hour of the Amorphous Reflection,
Apr. 4, 1932

To Clark Ashton Smith

Dear Klarkash-Ton:—

Shores of the Black Lake T'ai

Dear Klarkash-Ton:—
I'm now helping Whilehead prepare a new ending and back-
ground for a story Bates has rejected. The original told of a young

man who bumped his head and thereafter heard sounds as of a
mighty cataclysm, although the city around him was quiescent.
It was supposed to be due to a result of the bruise--which made
the fellow’s head a natural radio and enabled him to hear the Jap-
anese earthquake—which was occuring at the time. Bates rightly
thought this tame, so [ am having the cataclysm and its cause
somewhat different. I am having the bruise excite cells of heredi-
tary memory causing the man 1o hear the destruction and sink-
ing of fabuleus Mu 20, 000 years ago!
Yrs. for the nether sign
E.ch-Pi-EL

Time of the Moonless Tide and the

Rising of — ——————— )
Feby. 18, 1033

Price has dug up another cycle of actual folklore involving

an allegedly primordial thing called The Book of Dzyan, which
is supposed to contain all sorts of secrets of the Elder World be-
fore the sinking of Kusha {Atlantis) and Shalarali {1.emuria.) It
is kept at the Holy City of Shamballah, and is regarded as the
oldest book in the world—its language being Senzar (ancestor .of
Sanserit,) which was brought to earth 18,000,000 years ago by
the Lords of Venus. I don’t know where E, Hoffmann got hold
of this stuff, but is sounds damn good. . .
Yrs. for the Pnakotic Secrets—
E’ch-Pi-EL
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A Tourist Guide to Haunted Houses and Unexplained Mysteries-—-
New England—New York

by Andre Norton

HEADING AND ILLUSTRATION

BY ROBERT E. JENNINGS

Though one is inclined to think of haunted houses, inexplainuble mysteries,
#s being British and Furupean rather than native to this side of the Atlantic,
even the most limited rescarch will provide the secker with a list of such sites
to visit. New England and New York have them in plenty.

Begin at Machiasport, Maine, where the first recorded American ghost made
her upsetting appearance, held gracious meetings with many spectators, staged
special performances for the skeptic, and ended by arranging a new marriage
for het bereft busband!

In the bouse of Abner Blaisdel (much to his subsequent discomfort) Nelly
Butler first made her return known on the night of January 2, 1800, when
she asked that her father be summoned to speak with her. Since Nelly had
been safely in her grave [or some timte, the situation was delicate, Yet David
Harper, her {ather swore il was Nelly he spoke with, She made several appear-
snces during the following months, muinly in the cellar, because, a5 she ex
plained, she had no wish to frighten the children of the bouse,

Abraham Cummings, pastor of the Congregational Church, coming as a
skeptic, went awuy a convert. Later he was to set his story, together with
those of others, in the first known published account of an American ghost.

The ghost made herself visible not only to members of the Blaisdel family
{who came to look upon her continued visitations as a curse because of the
notoriety) but showed herself to the many curious visilors attracted by the
tales, En addition she urged marriage between her formet husband and Lydia
Blaizdel. When the censorious gossips sugpested that Lydia herself might he
responsible for such an odd proposal, Nelly considerately appeared when

‘Lydia could not have possibly acted the part.

Having achisved her purpose Nelly finally left the exhausted Blaisdels and
the uvetwrought neighborhood in prace, But she was not to be forgotten,

Pass un to Kennchunkport, to the ghost house now part of the theater
holdings. We are told that the attic is the focal point of the haunting, as well
sethe second floor front bedroom. Though old lady Wells, a herbal wise wom-,
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an, lived the last twenty years of her life in that ruom, dyving at the age of a
hundred and twenty-four, she is not the “good grey ghost.” That is another
“Nelty™, a woman wearing Quaker garb, sometimes aceompanied by “Ned”,
her male counterpart. Theit history is unknown, but atill they peet from win-
dows or walk the night.

Wiscasset next. and the Lee-PaysonSmith house on High Steeel. The old
lady who appears when the family is not there, rocking in the front patlor,
is reputed to be of the family of Governer Samud E. Smith who bought the
house in 1836 (it was built in £792). There is a door also, leading to a wing
rince burned, where a dog scratches for entrance (he is said to have been the
only companion of a recluse who onue lived in the vanished wing). But the
uld lady who sits in the partor with gentle satisfaction comes. Uhey sy, be-
cause having suffered many grevious family lusses, in the end she had only the
house to love. She does not inteude, she just wanls W be home. ’

The old Shaw Place 2t Newfield has good ceason to be haunted if ever a
houee r[_id. for Hannah, a daughter of the house, i buried within its walls, her
tombstone a corner of the kitchen floor. One of the rare instances of such
an interment.

Yet the same is true of the famous house of Ocean Born Mary al Henniker,
New Hampshire. Mary s story is fabulous enuugh to be fiction, will il is rooted
in fact. It begins un July 28th of the year 1720. The ship Wolf bearing Seotch.
Irish emigrants to the new world was in sight of the Massachuseits cosst when
it was overhauled by pirates, Captain James Wilkon, without any defenses,
had to stand by helplessly when Captain Don Pedro and his men boarded.
The Captain’s plight was doubly painful at that moment [or his wife was in
chitd-birth in his cabin.

In facl the arrivel of the pirates was heralded by the wail of the new hora.
Don Pedro, demanding (o know the source of the vries, was vigibly alfected
when told, He straightway acked that the Captain’s new daughter he given
the name. “Mary ", and when this was agreed to, ordered his men off the Folf.



However, he returned again to Wilson’s cornmand, Lhis time bringing a jeweled
bracelet, a bength of fine brocade for Mary's future wedding gown, as well as
vther gift items from his loot.

Don Pedro kept in touch with Mary through the years, and when he came
to retiee after what was repoted a fruitful career, he decided to build a home
near Hanniker, importing ships® carpentears for the task. Mary married at
eighteen, with a family of four sons and a deughter, had recently left a wid-
ow. And Dun Pedro sent fur her as a housekeeper. In due time he died, and,
according to legend, lies buried under the hearth stone in his house, which
he left Mary and in which she lived until she was ninety-four. Also, according
to rumor [Jan Padro was stabhed to death by those seeking the gold he had
brought with him, and only Mary knew the sccret of its hiding place, That
she guards. at least, by & wealtl of stories, she has from Lime to time appeared
to save the house from disaster, remaining even ino death ils guardian.

New Hampshire does not only have its ghosts-in-residence it also bad one
of the major historical mysteries of the east in Pattee’s Caves, now known as
Mystery Hill, near North Salem.

Does this crumbling range of rocky walls represent the remains of a Phoe-
nician-Carthagininn settlement? In 335 B.C. Anstote in his list of one hun-
dred and sevenly-eight marvels, names as ilem eighty-Tour, a mysterious over-
seas land which the Phoenicians kepl a stricl secrel because of trade. His de-
seription ak ciled might well be that of Mystery Hill. Though unforiunately,

took ship and headed north-west. He coasted alung England and Scotland,
and then ren into such stroms as hix merchant ship had not faced before, driv-
ing him ashore on une of the rock toothed Faeroes, Wrecked ships were fair
game. As for the foreigners who manned them, if they were stupid enough to
crawl out of the pounding waves, let them be knovked on the head and
thrown back again.

However, at that particular wreek looting, Prince Henry and his knights ar-
rived in time to save the lives of the survivors. Which was an excellent picee of
luck for all concernrd, Prince Henry was trying to build a navy to police his
istand holdings, and in Niccolo he found the commander he had long been
locking for. So pleased was Niceolo with Lhe profits of such an ausocintion
that he wrote home and urged his brother Antonio 1o join him, which he did.

But there was une idea which had long fascinaled the Prince. Years earlier
ong of his fisherman subjects with a hoatload of his feliowr had been blown
far off course and ended on the beaches of an unknown weslern country,
There he had been well treated, but upon voyaging farther south with the na-
tives, he and his friends had been recaptured by a new tribe who were canni-
huls. The fisherman purchased his life by showing them how to weave fish-
nets, and becaase of his knowledge he became a tribal treasure, several times
wrest from one set of captors to the nexl, always to the south. After some
weary years he managed to work his way north and to his criginal landfall.
There he huilt 2 boat and finally regained his homeland.

-
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it has been “mined™ constantly for the stones which must have made it a moat
impressive sight 2 couple of hundred years ago, the remains are unique enough
to continue to draw speculation. Tt has many features of the well known
Megalithic stonework of Europe and the British isles - incleding  a sinister
altar in proper proportions for human sacrifice, with speaking tube arrange-
ment through which voices may be cerily projected.

Not only the Phoenicians are given oredit for some of the fealures nearby.
There: are a number of structures which resemble very closely the beehive
dwellings of the Celi Dei, the Celtic [rish Christians who fled first to 1he
Orkneya, then to Ieeland and even to Greenland, atways in fear of the Vikings
They had reached leeland in 874, before the fiest Viking settlement there.
And when the fiest long ship nosed into harbor at Greenland in 586, the men
on board found recently abondoned Cebi Dei dwelling cells. Dhd they come 1o
the Amencan continent, discover the long abandoned settlement of stone
walls at North Salem, und settle there awhile in uneasy peace?

Massachusetts also has such a mystery. The Sinclair Rock is indeed most
provocative. One can find it at Westford where it may have existed sinec
about 1400. But the tale begins in the Orkneys at the court of Prince Henry
Sincdair of Rowslyn, Earl of Orkney, and Ciathness, Lord of the Facroes, And
in those days, 1390, the Facroes were bess than hospitable, as we discovered
by Niceolo Zeno of Venice.

Inspired hv the same wanderlust which sent Marco Polo cast, young Niceolo
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Prince Ilenry waa excited about the land overseas, But, though Niceolo
was fired by his enthusiasm, their fitherman guide died before they could plan
to embark. 1Jetermined, Prince Henry sent his fiest seouting ship, commanded
by Niccolo, which made a landing at Greenland and returned safely. However
Niccolo came home ailing and died within the year.

Tt was nol Antonio who tuok his brother’s place in the proposed expedi-
tion. In the summer of 1345, Prince Henry himself with a foree of his guard,
sel out to the west. They made several landfalls of which Antonio kept a ree-
ord. Then they lost one ship and Prince Henry decided to remain for & while,
sending hack half of hiz men with Antonio. The return voyage was made in
salety and Antonio retumed to Veniee. His account was kept in his family
and finally published in 1558,

But what happened to Prince Henry? We know thal he was again in the
Crkneys for his death there in 1404 is 4 matter of history.

So the Sinclair Rock. Marks supposed ot be of Indian origin were later
definitely found to be 1he outtine of a fourteenth century sword. This known,
the rock was cleaned—to discover an it the outline of a six fool knight in ar-
mor, not only equiped with the sword in question, bat also with a shield hear-
ing the heraldic insignia of the Sinclairs,

Since one of the landfalls described by Antonin has been indentified with
a point in Nova Seatia, had the Prince perhaps built a ship, nesed southward
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along the coast before he started home? Is one of his knights buried some-
where near the rock w0 umnistakably marked?

Though no knight walke here Lo regret his long exile, there is a ghost very
much at home in the Huntington House at Hadley. This dwelling was huilt in
1752, but its proud vwner did not enjoy it for long. On September 8, 1755,
he wau killed in an Indlian ambush. A friendly Indian eeturned his sword to his
wife, lraditionally passing it through une of the windows of 4 lower room.
Since that day someone seems Lo sleep in the fourpostered bed heneath the
sarme shutiered window, for the bed {from time to time shows the impression
of u light body. There are footsteps heard assending to the attie, Children are
often visited in their rooms. A friendly ghost.

Cohasset secmingly has a ghost who rtesents change and would make it
known. The Ships’ Chandlery, huilt in the late Seventeenth century hy the
Batex family, was later the property of John Bates who also gwned  fishing
fleet and wus & most substantial citizen, But when the old building was moved
from the water front in 1957 10 breome a museam, the trouble began. Heavy
footuteps were heard, doors opened and closed. It would seem that John
Bates, is nol at all satisfied, if the disturher of the peace is John, with the
chauge in localion. )

Rhode lstand may have ghosts, but il also gives earth room to one of the
most talked of of all American mysteries, the Newport Tower. Though it is
claimed Lhal this wax built in the seventeenth century as a mill, several of the
premires on which this claim rests have since been proven false. Such as the
Plowden Faper granting the land to the Plowdens in £632, quite & while hefore
the tower wax supposedly built, and yet making mention of it.

So we can return v 112} when the Pope appointed Bishop Eric Gynupssan
to the See of Greenland and Vineland, the recently discovered land to the
west, Bishop Gynupssons appointment recordr exist to this day. But was
thete a colony in ¥ineland?

Move to Norway in the cleventh century. Harald the Severe, king of that
land, took a fleet of ships to cross the Adlantic. The records thereafter are ob-
scure. That Harald was moved to make such an expedition at all argued he
had good caure. And there is speculation that he did establisha trading post
colany, which he preferred, as many others have done, to keep & secret.

But what hae Haralds poseible colony and the Bishop got to do with a
tower on Rhode 1sland? Just this—that the tower itself so follows the pattern
of Christian churches of Scandanavia of that period that if it stood any where
elee it would be inetantly hailed as such. Also, the windows in it are 5o set that
they cun be wsed for signalling and lookout to the sea, not to the land—a
watch tower for a porL

Su do we have the oldest church on this soil in Rhode Island? Aerial photo-
graphs recently taken disclose add lincs under the turf, perhaps further explo-
ration might prove the truth one way or another.

New York Stale and Gily seems to favor Revolutionary ghosts. There are
the “‘site™ ones, such as the headless soldier who is said to appear out of a rock
crevice at midnight on Watch Hill in Yorktuwn Heights. And the pitiful ones
who te-enact the terrible massacre of Cherry Valley with sounds of shots,
sereams and a wailing in the night.

In New York City itsetf is the famed Morris-Jumel Mansion which is appar-
ently well occupied by a shade. Built in 1763 by Lt-Colonel Roger Morris, it
passed into other hands in 1783, the Colonel, a Tory, withdrawing 1o England
at the close of the war. In the interim it had suceessively served as headquar-
ters for both General Washington and Sir Henry Clinton,

Madam Jumc! herself wus a figure out of gothic romance. Born in the stums
of Providence, her heauty and iletermination brought her a husband, Captain
de la Criox, and a short visil Lo France. Having shed the hushand during her
travels, she returned to her native land and Steven Jamel, a refugee from  the
slave tiving in Santo Domingo, where he had been a planter. However, Jumel
adapted well to the change and made o [ortune in his new homeland as a wine
merchant.

Eliza, his misiress, played the finest role of ber checkered career in 1800.
Posing as being on her death bed, she persuaded Jumet to marry her. Her re-
vovery was quick, and with name and position she onee more went to France,
But her past closed the doors she wanted to open and she returned to a lonely
life at the manor. After a questioned death of her husband, whe increased his
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fortune by shrewd dealing, enough to buy hersetf, when she was fifty-eight
and he was in his seventies, Aaron Burr {or a new mate. Though he was one
time vice-president, he was now thoroughly discredited, and their marriage
ended in divorce,

Though Madam Jumel surrounded hersell with the childeen of her sisters,
her loncliness was legend, she was never recieved by the society she craved,

And, according to report, she has not left the house wherein she lived for so
long. One recent story has her scolding children, brought as a class 1o view the
house, for their noisy behavior.

The Jumel Manur is not the only New York house to be favored by Aaron
Burr, though he seems to prefer thiz second dwelling for his ghostly visits
more than the first. At Lindenwald near Kinderhook, in the Washington lrving
couniry, he hag been seen, wearing ¢ mulberey velvet coat and a ruffled whirt,
He shares this estate with a second and perhaps a third ghost. One of these
was a former president, an uffice Buer reached for but never achieved.

Built in 1797 by Judge William Peter ¥an News whose son William was
Bure's second in the [utal duel with Alexander Hamillon, Lindenwald is sup-
posed to have sheltered Burr eecretely during the time he was being hunted
for what was deemed murder.

Later the house was bought and remaodeled by Martin Van Buren, eighth
President, when his term of office was completed, Tt was during the latter
time that “Aunt Sarah™ presided in the kitchen. So famed was she for her
pancakes that she was an added attraction for guests. Only it seems that she
intended to continue to rule the kitchen, even after death, as the scent of her
cooking, to be sniffed now and again today, testifies. Duors open and close
without reason, there is a violin heard playing, and footsteps suund. Burr, the
President, Aunt Sarah—all are supposed to wtifl make Lindenwald their home.

In Albany stends Cherry Hill on South Prarl Strect. On May 7th, 1827 this
was the site of 4 murder which seems to be reenacted in purt through the years
John Whipple, manager for the Van Bensseluers who owned the property, was
shot through the window by his wile's lover, Jesse Strang, as he confered with
his employer over accounts. Nowdays, someone unsern paces the terrace-
Strang awaiting his viclim® Who knows?

Fort Ontario, Oswego, has two ghosts by report. One's tomhetone can be
seen in the military cemetary, George Fykes, in British uniform of Revolution
ary times, was known to appear once to every new garrison at the fort, the
reason for this strange weleome lost in time. While sentries welking at number
two post there in the past have found themselves awesomely accompanied by
u light shining over their heads, thongh expianation for this manifestation has
ever come to light,

New York has, in addition, a ghost train which appeats in April running  a-
long the Harlem division of the New York Centeal. It is in 1wo parts, both
drawn by old fashioned wide smoke-stacked engines of the 191h century. Hoth
are draped in black. Though no engineer nor fireman appears, the first section
carries passengers of a sort. Mounted on one of several Rateary a band of skel-
etons play their instruments. The second section carried a draped eoffin moun-
ted on a single faltcar, As the train approaches a dark carpet seems to unroll
before it, and clocks along the way stop from five to eight minutes. The date s
significant for it was just at this time of year that Lincoln's funeral train
moved westward bearing the martyr president to his last home. [s Lineoln's
party ever to be engaged in their mournful journey?

This is but a smatl sampling of ghust and mystery itemathere are many
more, Hesearch will enable the would be ghost hunter 1o make out a well
haunted itinerary. Such booke as the following are excellent sources:

Boland, Chatles Michael - THEY ALL DISCOVERED AMERICA
Doubleday 1961

Holand, Hjalmar EXPLORATIONS IN AMERICA BEFORE COLUMBUS
Twayne 1958

Holzer, Hans— YANKEE CHOSTS
Bobbs-Mermill 1966

Jonces, louis C.— THINGS THAT GO BUMP IN THE NIGHT
Hill and Wang 1959

Smith, Susy - PROMINENT AMERICAN GHOSTS
World Publishing 1967
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"Men Say You Move Through Life Like One of the Fates, Dark Agnes.
Unmoved, Unchangeable, Potent With Tragedy and Doom, and
That the Men Who Ride With You Do Not Live Long...."

by Robert E. Howard and Garald W. Page
ILLUSTRATION BY JEFF JONES '

Ahezd of me in the dark aley, stecd clashed snd a man cried out as men
cry only when deathstricken. Around a eomer of the winding way three
mantled shapes came running, blindly, as men run in panic and Lerror. 1 drew
back agginst the wall to let them go past, and two crowded by me without
even seeing me, breathing in hysterical gasps; but the third, running with his
chin on his shoulder, blundered full against me.

He whrieked like a damned soul, and evidently deeming bimsell attacked,
grappled me wildly, tearing at me with his teeth like 2 mad dog. With a curse ]
beoke his grasp and flung him from me against the wall, but the violence of
my exertion raused my foot to slip in a puddle on the stones, and [ stumbled
and went to my knee.

He fled screaming on up the alley, but as [ rose, 2 tall figure loomed above
me, like a phantom out of the deeper darkness. The light of a distant creseet
gleamed dully on his morion and the sword lifted above my head. | barely
had time to parry the stroke; sparks flew as our steel met, and | returned the
stroke with a thrust of such violearce that my point drove through teeth and
neck and rang sgainst the lining of his steel head-piece.

Who my attackers were [ knew not, but there was no dime for parley or ex-
planation. [im figures were upon me in the semi-darknesa and blades whick-
ered about my head. A stroke that clanged full upon my mornon lilled my
eyen with sparks of fire, and abandoning the: point in my extremity | hewed
right and left and heard men grunt and curse a8 my sword’s edge gashed them.
Then, as | stepped back to avoid a swiping eut, my foot caught.in the cloak of
the man [ had killed, and ! {ell sprawling over the corpae.

There wau a fierce ery of trinmph, and one sprang forward, sword lifted—
bist ere he could strike or [ could lift my hlade above my head. a quick step
sounded behind ane, a dim figure loomed in the uncertain light, and the down.
ward sweeping blade rang on a aword in mid-air.

“Dog!™ quoth the stranger with curiows accent. “Will you strike a fallen
man? "’

The other roared und ¢ut at him madly, hut by that time | was on my feet
again, and as the others pressed in, [ met them with poinl and edge, thrusting
and slashing like a demon, for I was wild with [ury at having been in sach a
plight as the stranger rescued me from. A side-lung glanee showed me the lay-
ter driving his sword through the body of the man who opposed him, and at
this, and as I pressed them, drawing blood at each stroke. the rogues gave way
and iled flectly down the atley.

[ turned then to my unknown friend, and saw « lithe, compactly-huilt man
but little taller than myself. The glare of the distant cresset felt dimly upon
him, und 1 saw that he was clad in fine Cordovan boots and velvet douhlet,
heneath which | glimpsed a glint of fine mesh-mail. A fine crimson cloak was
flung over hix shoulder, a feathered cap on his head, and beneath this his eyes,
cold and light, danced restlessly. [lia face was clean-shaven and brown, with
high cheek bones and thin lips, and there were scars that hinted of an adven-
turous career. He bore himself with something of a swagger, and his every

action betokened steel-spring muscles and the co-ordination of a swardsman.

“1 thank you, my friend,” quoth L. “Well for me that you came at the mo-
ment which you did.™

“Zounds!™ cried he. *Think naught of it. "Twas no more than d have
done for any man—bul, Saint Andrew! You're a woman!”

There being no reply to that, [ cleaned my hlade and shreathed it, while he
gaped al me open-mouthed.

“Agnes de La Fere!” he said slowly, at length. "1t can he no other. | heve
heard of you, even in Scotland. Your hand, girl! I have yearned to meet you.
Nor is it an unworthy thing even for Dack Agnes to chake the hand of john
Stuart.”

1 zrasped his hand, though in sooth, Thad never heard of him, feeling steely
thews in bis fingers and a quick nervous grip that teld me of a pussionate, hair
trigger nature.

“Who were these rogues whn sought ynur life? ™ he asked,

“I have many enemies,” L anawered, “bul [ thiok these were mere skulking
rogues, robbers and murderers. They were pursuing three men, and 1 think
tried to eut my throat te hush my tongue,™

“Likely enough,” quoth he. “l saw three men in black mantles (e vul of
the alley mouth as though Satan were at iheir heels, which aroured my corio-
sity, s came to sec what was forward, especially as 1 heard the ratile of
steel. Saint Andrew! Men said your sword-play wae like summer tightning, and
it is even as they said! But let us see if the rogues have indecd fled or are
merely lurking beyond that erook Lo stab us in the back as we depart.”

He atepped cautionsly around the crook and wwore under his breath,

“Fhey are gone, in sooth, but I see something lying in the atley. [ think it
is a dead man.™

Then T remembered the cry 1 heard, and 1 joined him. A few moments la-
ter we were bending over Lwo forms that lay sprawled in the mud of the alley.
One was a small man, maniled like the three who had fled, bul with a deep
gash in his breast that had el out his life. But as Tspoke to Stuart on the mat-
ter, he awore suddenly. He had tuened the ather man on his back, and was
staring at him in suprise. ©

““This man has been dead for hours,™ quoth he. “Morover he died nnt by
sword or pistol, Look! See hix features how they are swollen anid purpie? [t i
the mark of the gallows’ And he is clad still in the gibbet-shirl, By Saint And-
rew, Agnes, do you know who this is¥” And when 1 shook my head, “lt
Costranna, the ltalian sorcerer, who was hanged at dawn this morning on the
gibbet nutside the walls, for practicing the hlack arts. He it was who poisoned
the son of the Duke of Tours and caused the hlame 1o be laid upon an inno-
cent man. But Francoise de Bretagny, suspecting the truth, trapped him into
# confession to her, and laid the facts before the authorities. ™

“I heard something of this matter,” yuoth L “But [ have been in Chartees
only a matter of a week.”

“t is Costranno, well enough,” said Stuart, shaking his head. “‘Hie features
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ate so digtorted [ would not have known him, save that the middle finger of his
left hand is missing, And this other is Jacques Pelligny, his pupil in the black
arts. Sentence of death was passed on him, likewise, hut he had fled and could
nol be found. Well, his art did nol save him from a footpad’s sword. Costran-
no's followers have cul him down from the gibbet—but why shauld they have
brought the body hack into the city?”

“There it something in Pelligny’s hand,” [ saig, prying the dead fingers a-
part. It was s if, even in death, they gripped what they held, 1t was a frag-
ment of gold chair, and fastened to it a most curious red jewet that gleamed
in the datknesa like an engry eye.

“Baind Andrew!™ muttered Stuart. “A rare stone, i'faith hark! ™ he started
to his feet. “The watch! We must not be found by these corpses! ™

Far down the alley § saw the glow of moving lanthorns and hexrd the tramp
of mailed feet. As | acrambled up, the jewel and chain glipped from my fingers
it was almost as if they were snatched from my hand—and fell full on the
breast of the dead sorcerer. | did not wish to take the time to reirieve it, so |
hurried np the alley after Stuart, und glancing back, [ saw the jewel glittering
like a crimson star on the dead man's bosom.

Emerging from the alley into a narrow winding strect, scarcely hetter light-
ed, we hurried afong it until we came Lo an inn, and entered it. Then, seating
ourselves at a table somewhat apart from the others who wrangied and cast
dice on the wine-stained boards, we called for wine and the host brought us
two great jacks.

“To vur better acquaintance,” guoth John Stuarl, lifting his tankard. “By
Saint Andrew, now that Lsee you in the light, { admire you the more, You are
a {ine, tall woman, but even in morion, doublet, trunk-hose and boots, none
could mistake you for a man, Well are you called dark Agnes! For all your red
hair and fair skin there is something strange and dark about you, Men say you
move through life like one of the Fates, unmoved, unchangeable, potent with

straw, But who is this?™

The door had opened and & gust of cold wind made the candles flicker, and
sent a shiver over the men on the setties, A tall man entered, closing the door
behind him. He was wrapped in a wide black mantle, and when he raised his
head and his glance roved over the tavern, a silence fell suddenly. That face
was sicange and unnatural in appesrance, being so dark in hue that it was al-
most black. His eyes were strange, murky and staring. [ saw several topers
cross themselves as they met his gaze, and then he seated himself at a table in
@ comner furthest from the candles, and drew his mantle cloger about him,
though the night was warm. He took the tankard proffered him by un appre-
hensive stattern and bent his head over it, so his face was no longer visible
under his slowch hat, and the hum of the tavern Legan agwin, though somewhat
suhdued.

*“Blood on that mantle,” said John Stuart. “If that man be not a cutthroat,
then Tam much befooled, Host, another bottle! ™

“You are the first Scotsman 1 ever met,” said I, “though I have had deal-
inge with Englishmen,™

“A curse on the breed!™ he cried, “The devil take them ali into his keep-
ing! And a curse on my enemies who exiled me from Seotland.”

“You arc an exile!” T asked.

“Aye! With scant gold in my sporran. But forlune ever favors the hrave.”
and he laid hand on the hilt at his hip.

But I was watching the stranger in the corner, and Stuart turned to sture at
him. The man had Lifted his hand and crooked & finger at the {at host, and that
rogue drew nigh, wiping his hands on his teathern apron and uneasy in his ex-
pression. There wax something about the black mantled stranger that repelled
men,

The stranger spoke, but his words werr. a mumble and mine host shook his
head in bewilderment.

BY THE CREATOR OF KING KULL, SOLOMON KANE, AND CONAN

Robert E. Howard (1906—1936) wrote such a successful bady of adventure
fantasy that it frequently obscures the fact that he wrote in many fields,
equally well. He was the uuthor of many horror, detective, sports, historical,
and exolie adventure stories as well as Westerns, serious and humorous. He
wrade vivid, action-filled tales about characters as memorable and larger-than-
fife as his fight scenes. He left many stories incomplete at his death: stories he
had not finished and stories he had shandoned because the market for them
had ceased to exist. Some years ago Glen Lord, literary executor for the
Howard estate, unearthed many of these manuscripts as well as several fin-
ished ones. Since that time several of the incomplete yarns have been com-
pleted by various writers, COVEN 13 takes pride in presenting one of these
stories now—a story featuring Agnes de La Fere, heroine of a handful of
Howard’s historical adventure yarns—in her first fantasy adventure,
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tragedy and doom, and that the men who ride with you do nat live long, Tel)
me, grl, why did you don breeks and sake the road of men?”

Ishook my head, unable 10 say myself, but as he urged me to tell him some-
thing of myself, | waid, “My name iv Agnes de Chastillon, and I was born in
the village of La Fere, in Normandy, My father is the hastard son of the Due
de Chastillon &nd a peasant woman—a mercenaty solider of the Free Compan-
ies until he grew too old o march and fight. If | had not baen tougher than
most he would have killed me with his heating hefore I was grown, When at
lust he sought to marry me to a man [ hated, T kilted that man, and fled from
the village. One Ettienne Villiers befriended me, but also taught me that a
helpless woman is fair prey to all men, and when [ hested him in even fight,
[learned that [ was as strong as most men, and quicker,

“Later I fell in with Guiscard de Clisson, a leader of the Free Companies,
who taught me the use of the sword before he was slain in an ambush. [ took
raturally to the life of a man, and can drink, swear, march, fight and boast
with the best of them, [ have yet to meet my cqual at sword play,”™

Stuart scowled slightly as if my word did not please him ovecmuch, and he
lifted his tankard, quaffed deeply, and said, “There be as good men in Scot-
land as in France,wand there men say thut John Stuart’s blade is not made of
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“An Italian,” mutiered Stuart, “T know that jabber anywhere.™

But the atranger shifted into Freneh and as he spoke, haltingly, his words
grew plainer, hia voice fuller.

“Francoise de Bretagny,” quoth he, and reeeated the name several times.
“Where is the house of Francoise de Bretagny?’

The inn-keeper began giving him directions, and Stuart muttered: "Why
shoutd that ill-visaged ftalian rogue desice to go to Francoise de Bretagny?™

“ From what I hear,” I answered cynically, “it is no great surprise to hear
any man asking for her honse.”

“lies are alwaya told shout beautiful women.™ snawered Stuart, lifting his
tankard. “Because she is said to be the mistress of the Duke of Orleans does
not mean that she-

He froze suddenly, tankard to lip, staring, and 1 saw an expression of sur-
prise pass over his brown, scarred face. At that moment the Italian had risen,
and drawing his wide mantle about him, made for the door.

*Stop him!” roared Stuart, leaping to his feet, and dragging out his sword.
“Stop that rogne!™

But at that inatant a band of soldiers in monions and breastplates came
shouldering in, and the Iialian glided out past them and shut the door behind




him. Stuart started forward with a curse, to halt as the soldiera barred the way.
Striding into the center of the tavern, and roving a stern glance over all the
¢ringing aecupants, the captain, a tall mar in 8 gleaming breastplate, said loud-
ly: “Agnes de La Fere, [ arrest you for the murder of Jacques Pelligny!™

“What do you mean, Tristan?" 1 exclaimed angrily, springing up. “I did
not kill Pelligny!™

“This woman saw you leave the alley where the man was slain,” answer-
¢d he, indicating a tall, fair wench in feathers and gauds who cowered in the
grasp of & burly man-at-arms and would not meet my gaze. I knew her well, a
courtesan whom 1 had befriended, and whom [ would not have expected to
give falee testimony against me.

“Then she must have seen me too,” quoth John Stuart, “for T was with
Agnes. IF you arrest her you must arrest me too, and by Saint Andrew, my
sward will have something to say about that.”

“T have naught to do with you,” answered Tristan. “My business is with
this woman.”

“Man, you are a fool,” cried Stuart gustily. *She did not kill Pelligny. And
what if she did? Was not the rogue under sentence of death?”

“"He was meat for the hangmun, not the private citizen,” answered Tristan.

“Listen,”” said Stuart. ““He was slain by footpads, who then attacked Agnes
who chanced to be traversing the alley at the time. I came to her aid, and we
dew two of the rogues. Did you not find theit bodies, with masks to their
heads to prove their trades?”

"We saw no such thing,” answered Tristan.. “Nor were you scen there-
abouts, so your testimony is without value. This woman here saw Agnes de
La Fere pursue Pelligny into the alley and there stab him. 30 I am forved to
take her to the prison.”

“] know well why you wish to arrest me, Tristan,” [ said coldly, approach-
ing him with an ensy tread. “T had not been in Chartres a day before you
sought to make me your mistress. Now you take this revenge upon me. Fool!
1 am mistress only to Death!™

“Envugh of this idle talk," ordered Tristan curly. “Seize her, man!™ It was
his last command on earth, for my sword was through him before he could
lift his hand. The guard closed in on me with a yell, and as I thrust and par-
tied, John Stuart sprang Lo my side and in an instant the inn was a madhouse,
with stamping boots, clanging blades and the carses and yells of slaughter.
Then we broke through, leaving the floor strewn with corpses, and gained the
street. As we broke through the door I saw the wench they brought to testify
against me cowering behind an overturned settle and I grapsed her thick yel-
low locks and dragged her with me into the street,

"Down that alley,” gasped John Stuart, “Other guardsmen will be here o-
non. Saint Andrew, Agnes, will you burden youtself with that big hussy? We
must take to our heels!”

“] have a score to settle with her,” | gritted, for all my hot blood was
roueed. T hauled her along with us until we made a turn in the alley and halt-
ed for breath.

“Watch the street,” | bade him, and then turning to the cowering wench,]
sid in catm fury: “Margot, if an open enemy deserves a thrust of steel, what
{ate does & traitress deserve? Not four days agone [ saved you from a beating
at the hands of a drunken soldier, and gave you money because your tears
touched my foolish compassion. By Saint Trignan, | have a mind to cut the
head from your fair shoulders! ™

“Oh, Agnes,” she sobbed, falling to her knees, and clasping my legs. “Have
Mercy.--I"

“Il epare yout worthless life,” [ said angrily, beginning to unsling my
sword belt. "Hut I mean to turn up your petticoets and whip you as no head-
le ever did.™

“Nay, Agnes!” she wailed. “First hear me! [ did not liel It is true that I
saw you and the Scotsman coming from the alley with naked swords in your
hends. But the watch said merely that three hodies were lying in the alley,
and two were masked, showing they were thieves. Tristan said whoever slew
them did a good night's work, and asked me if I had seen any coming from
the slley. So I thought no harm, and replied that [ saw you and the Scotsman
John Stuart. But when [ spuke your name, he amiled and told his men that he
had his reasons for desiting to get Agnes de La Fere in a dungeon, helpless
and unarmed, and bade them do as he told them. So he told me thut my testi-
mony about you would be accepted, but the rest, about John Stuart, and the
two thieves he would not accept. And he threatened me so terribly that {
dared not defy him.”

“The foul dog,” 1 muttered. “Well, there is 2 new captain of the watch in
hell tonight.”

“But you said three hodies,” broke in John Stuart. “Were there not four?
Pelligny, two thieves, and the body of Costranno?

She shook her head.

“I saw the bodics. There were but three, Pellipny lay deep in the alley,
fully clad, the other iwo around the crook, and the larger was naked.”

“Eh?” ejaculated Stuart. *'By Heaven, that Italian! I have but now remem:
bered! on, to the house of Francoise de Bretagny!™

“Why there?”" I demanded.

“When the Italian in the inn drew his cloak about him to depart,” an-
swered Stuart, *1 glimpsed on his breast & fragment of golden chain and a
great red jewel — I helieve the very jewel Pelligny grasped in his hand when
we found him. I believe that man is a friend of Costranno’s, 8 magician come
to take vengeance on Francoise de Bretagny! Come!”

He set impetuously off up the alley, and 1 followed him, while the girl
Margot scurried away in another direction, evidently glad to get off with a
whole skin,

Stuart led the way, grimly silent, and I followed after him, somewhat per-
plexed by his silence and the silence of the street. For strangely silent were
the dark, twisting streets, silent even for night. Involuntanly, I shuddered,
though whether at the silence or the cold, I could not say. We encountered no
one, not even soldiers, on our way to the home of Francoise de Bretagny.

it wae not far to her home from the tavern where we fled the watch,
though the tavern lay huddled among the squalor of the town’s least reput-
able quarter and the home of Francoise de Bretagny, o befitted so magnifi-
cent a structure, was in u neighborhood suitable to the wealthiest noble-
woman. No lights shown in the windows as we approached, and indeed none
of the neighbor houses were lit at this time of night. We paused, John Stuart
and T, without the courtyard gate and strained our ears, but the sitence beat
on us like the darkness, oppressive and threatening.

1t was John Stuart who reached forward and pushed the gate, which open
ed noisclesaly at his touch.

“Ah!” said he & moment Jater. “The lock’s been broken and within the
half hour, 11} wager.”

“Inside, then” I replied, barely able to keep my voice to a whisper. “Even
now we may he too late!™

“Aye,” Stuart aaid, shoving the gate open the rest of the way. | hieard the
rusp of ateel against ecabbard as he drew his eword, and the dark shadow that
wag John Stuart’s form moved agilely through the gate and | foltowed after.
Within the courtyard it was as still as it was without, but there were thicker
shadows hete, for around us grew trees and thick shrubbery, as still ae dark
statues in the breeze-calmed night.

“Saint Andrew!” | heard John Stuart exclaim, and saw the dark form of
hiz body bend and crouch to the ground, bending over somethingor some-
one, [ moved to his side and peered down.

It was at that moment that the moon chose to come out, and 1 saw that we
were bending over the corpse of a man, who, by his dress and his presence in
the courtyard, I touk to be a servant of Francoise de Bretagny.

“Does he live? " T agked.

“Nay,” teplied John Stuart, “Strangled, by the look of his face and the
markes on his throat—strange, those marks. There s something about them out
of the ordinary. Have you fint and steel, lass?™

For answer, 1 drew flint and steel from the pouch at my waist and struck
sharply. Briefly a spark flared, bathing the bloated face of the corpse in pale
yellow Light. Briefly, but long enough to show ue what we saw. I gasped at the
sight of the marks on the dead man’s throat.

“By all that the Saints hold sacred,” John Stuart said. *"Tis an enemy
we're against that I would rather not be facing, Dark Agnes. For such is my
thought. Mayhap ye’d best go back and find your way out of this cursed
mwn_$‘

“What was it you saw, John Stuart?”

“Have you not eyes of your own, lass?”

“I saw—but I would hear it from your lips.”

“Then hear it. I saw the marks of a hand against the throat of this corpse,
and the marks of that hand were missing a finger.”

“The hand of the dead sorcerer Costranno?™ I said, “But how could that
be? We saw him dead, the marks of the rope as plain upon his neck as the
marks of the hand upon this poor man’s neck.” .

“That jewel—" John Stuart eaid. “Saint Andrew! A magician is cut to »-

_venge Costranno, but it is not a friend of his but Costranno himself. Necro-

mancy is the only answer. That alleyway where you were attacked. | have
heard that the stones paving that alley were taken from an ancient heathen
temple that once stood in & grove outside the city.

Tt leaves me cold to think on it, but if but a tenth the tales related about
Costranno be true, then he's magician enough to accomplish this and more.
Mayhap his friends were not bearing him to his own house, but to that alley
with its heathen temple’s stones. Aye, mayhap they cut him from the gallows
and were bringing him there. Likely Pelligny had even spoke the incantation
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to bring the dead 1o life when those footpads interrupted before he counld
place the jewel-the last step in the ritual, And that was accomplished when
the jewel fell from your fingers on to the breast of the corpse.” .

“The holy saints!™ I cried. “Then, I am a part of this, But even so, | swear
that jewel slipped not from my fingers, but was yanked by something; some
power?™”

“By something from heyond the grave,” Stuart said grimly, as be rose.
“Now you go back and find your way to the waterfront and flee this city, for
the watch will want your throat for a gibbet nooee if you remain in Chartres.”

“I cannot flee, for whatever enatched that jewel from my hands has made
me an accomplice to necromancy and blasphemy,™ I said, resenting also the
implieation that I chould flee from danger while John Stuart stiyed 1o facé it.
“Tweo against one will not be too great odds when the one is a magitian re-
turned from the grave™

John Stuart pansed, and 1 half expected argument. But inetead he said,
“There'a little time then,” he said. “‘Costranno, once back from the grave,
must have etripped the clothes from the third corpse and set out straightway
to find Francoise de Bretagny. We are lucky He chose the tavern we were in ta
ask directions, though he must have known this house from the stories [ have
heard.™

“But not the quarter of the city he was in,” I said. "It was a quarter popu-
lous with thieves and cutthroats, hut they had no truck with Costrenno, nor
he with them, Let us burry, Even now we may be too late!™

We found the door to the house oper like the courtysrd gate. I found can-
dles and lit one. We were in a large parlor, splendidly furnished in a way that
bespoke & houeeholder of great wealth. But there was no time to nate the
aplendor of the room and its hanging.

“This way,” John Stuart said. He headed for the stairs and I followed after
him.

We reached the top of the stairs, where the candle cast flickering red light
among the black shadows of a narrow hallway. Far but a second John Stuart
paused, then pointed and said, “That doce!”

At the end of the hall there was an open door. He rushed toward it and [
followed after it, almost causing the candle to flicker out in my haste.

The room beyond the open door was a bedchamber, a lady'a bedchamber,
fully as lavish in its appointments as the parlor below. The bed was empty
and the covers thrown into the floor. Furniture was overturned and & mirror
broken, as if some thrown object had struck it instead of the target it was
meant {or. There was no sign of Francoise de Bretagny, nor of Costranno.

“What sorcery is this? Has he vanished into the ajr and taken her with him?™
Ieaid. “They couldn't have gotten past ve.”

A noise came from the derkness at my side, o sudden and unexpected,
that [ almost dropped the candle as I whirled to face the source of the sound.
Fheld the candle high to bathe a dark corner with light, and there in the cor-
ner was & man, cowering and gibbering, as a frightened child might gibber.

The man drew hack againat the wall s John Stuart spproached him. The
servant uttered sounds, but they were meaninglesa sounds, such as are not
pleasant to hear from the lips of a living man. [ felt a shuddet pass involun-
tarily up my spine and saw that even John Stuart was slightly unnerved by
this, for as he turned back to face me the light from the candle was sufficient
to ahow the strain upon his face.

“His mind is gone,” Stuart ssid. He stood for a moment, those piercing
eyes of his sweeping the room in a way that almost convineed me those sha-
dows could conceal naught from him. “Aye,” he said suddenly, “It's all so
plain to me now. Obviouely Francoise de Bretagny saw the need for protee-
tion, hecause both the servants we have seen were dressed and obviously et to
guard her through the night. But the magnitide of the danger that beaet her
she did not begin to guess, else she: worlld have fled the city—and indeed-all of

France. For now one of her servant-guards lies dead and the other’s mind has
fled him at the sight of a dead man carrying off his mistress, And she has been

taken—but who can say where?™ - : : _
“More than likely,” I said, “it is too late now to save Francoise de Bretagny
though we can avenge her murder.”

“There may be time,” John Stuart said, “if we inake haste!™ He began

moving sround the room, peering here and there, tapping the walls, feeling
along the woodwork and behind hangings. “My guess is that Coatranno hes
more einister plane for her than murder, else her corpse would be sprawled
across that bed. It may even be that some further ritual is necessary to fuily
revive him from the dead and that he has marked Francoise de Bretagny for
that foul ceremony. Ah! What ia this?” ;

His hand had reached behind a tom hanging and I could see that he moved
something, though what it was he moved was hidden to me by the hanging.
But as he moved it, a part of the wall moved out, revesling a passageway and
beyond the passageway, a stair, lerding down,
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“This is how our necromancer made his escape,” John Stuart ssid From
near the doot, the maddened servant increased his gibbering, more frightened
now than before. “Ayel™ said John Stuart. “Our friend knows sbout this
opening.”

He stepped through the opening and 1 followed after him, holding high
the candle to cast its light before us. “It is likely Francoise de Bretagny knew
naught of this passageway,” John Stuart asid, “It may be that the entire city
of Chartres is combed with passageways known only to Costranno and a few
others.”

“That is not a cheering'thought,“ I said. "“But I've a fesling there is move

to it than | care for there to he.” _ : o

The stairs were stone, eeemningly carved from solid rock, leading down far
below the level of the street, far deeper I felt than any cellai o dungeon in
the city would be expected to go. The stairs wound down into the earth until
I thought they would lead to hell itself, und then, ahead and below, we saw a
light coming through a doorway at the foot of the staits.

We paused momentarily upon the staire and [ strained my cars against the
silence. For a moment it seemed deathly still, but then I thought a sound did
come to me—-the sound of & voice, perhaps, but too faint and muffled by die-
tance and thick stone walls for me to be certain it was not the growling of
some beast.

I snuifed out the candle I held and laid it carefully on the stairs. 1 was cer-
tzin that the thicknees of the walls around us would hide the sound of a can-
dle drooping from any human ears, but I wes not 3o certain that the ears the
sound should be hidden from were human. - : .

I drew my sword and followed John Stuart down the stairs, -

We reached the bottom of the stairs and beyond the open door we saw a
crypt, brightly lighted by torches set into hrackets in the wall. I eall it a crypt
because there were caskets, or what appeared to be caskets, set into niches in
the wall. But the writings and designs carved on these caskets and on the wall
themaelves, were not Christian, nor of any religion with which § am familiar,
In the center of the crypt there was & daia of black marble and on the dais,
naked and unconscious, but still breathing, lay Francoise de Bretagny. And s
few feet away from the dais, Costranno himself knelt, straining to lift a seven.
sided stone in the floor. As we rushed through the doorway he saw ua and
gave one fierce inhuman effort that dragged the stone out of the floor and to
one side, revealing a black, gaping hole.

Costranno's cloak was thrown off now, and his features, hidden to us in the
tavern, were now revealed in the torch light The gibbet had done ita work
well. Bloated wus the face of Costranna, his lipe blacked with death and the
marks end hite of the rope heavy upon his neck. He gave ¢ great, incoherent
cry as John Stuart moved toward him. Then the sorcerer fel] back to the wall
behind him and snatched a torch from its hracket. His unearthly, garbled
voice rose in a shout that might have been rage or a cail to the blasphemous
gods he worshipped, and he threw the torch at Stuart.

The torch struck the brown stone flooring before John Stuart's feet, with
a shower of sparks and flames and » sudden billowing of black smoke. In-
stuntly Stuart’s figure was hidden from my view, but I could hear his voice,
giving vent to his tage in a string of curses. The smoke was gone atmost as sud
denly as it came and Stuart stil! stood, apparently unhurt. But when he moved
to leap at Costranno, something seemed to hold him back, os if an invisible
wall had formed.

1 spent na time in trying to fathom Costrannc’s megic. Before the sorcerer

" could reach another torch, I was upon him. And ss Stuart cursed and raved

because he could not move to hurl himself and his sword point upon hia foe,
I passed my eword twice through the undesd man's body without harming
him. w o d

A-horriblé, angry cry came forth from Costranno’s mangled throat He.
drew his sword, and only my mail shitt beneath my doublet saved me from

" his terrible thrusts. But even so I was forced back, and the growling, snarling

Costranno hore toward me, his sword slashing and besting at me with such
terrific blows that I was hard put te parry.
I knew fear at that moment—icy, nerve-shattering fear that seemed to grip

“my very soul, and rendered me so senseless that I fought by instinct and main

stregnth and without science or technique, save that of the moment. Costranno
was in a rage énd wanted my life and the life of John Stuart and of the naked,
belpless girl who lay as intended aacrifice upon the black altar.

I-did not realize his strategy until the heel of my left foot reached the edge
of the opening in the fleor behind me. Costranno had forced me hack, hoping
not to best me with the sword, but to hirtle me into the abyss. ] knew noth-
ing of what might be at the bottom of that pit, but somehow I knew that the
kindest death that would befall one who toppled into it would be to have hie
body dashed to peices st its bottom. | felt, by whatever power I cannot say,




that theee was sumething in that pit which I did not care to meet—and my
ferr became blind, unreasoning panic. And that is what saved me.
! hacked [liercly at Costranno, counting more on strength than skill, and

in that montent drove him back far enough to give me the room [ needed. 1
dove to one side, rolled and came to my feet behind him. I struck with all my
sregnth, and the edge of my blade cul deep inta the flesh of Costranno's
mengled neck, severing through hone and gristle as well as Mesh, and then
pulling fres as the severed head Aopped from the shoulder of the eorpec—and
imto the gaping blarkuess of the hule intu which he had tried to push me,

There wav an unearthly cey ol terror from the Mackness beneath the feet
of the still standing corpse, Costranno 's headless body stood for a moment at
the cdge of the pit and then on foot moved back, away from the edge.

My fear had heeome so agonizing that I was almost mindless, but somehow
1saw what must be done and somehow brought myseH to do it, despite the
revulsion the thought of touching Costranno hrought Lo me. [ have [ought
many times and killed many men and seen many comrades die in battle. 1
have carried many a corpse to 2 shallow battlefield grave with no compune-
tion aboul temching cold flesh, But the thought of touching a walking dead
man war ahhorrent in the extreme tu me,

But it was necessary that | touch it so that it could not touch me. [ forced
myself to run up behind the shambling corpse end shove my hands hard
against its shoulders, Semething like a blast of lightning conrsed throagh my
body and threw mr back, numbly, to the floor. But even as [ fell to the floor,
1w the headless corpee topple inlo the pit.

For a moment there was a silence in the chamber and neither Stuart or 1
moved. Then, on the altar, Francois: de Bretagny stirred and made a small,
whimpering sound as vonsciousness slarted Lo return to her, John Stuart, free
now of the spell which had imprisoned him, rushed 10 my side and reached

- down to aid me to my feet.

Sudden shame at the womanly fear [ had felt while fighting Costranno
flooded me. Flustered, [ shook off bis hand and rose to my feet, unsteadily.
but without help. “E'm all right,” T saad. 1 can take care of myself.

John Stuart laughed, but there was, oddly, nothing of contempt or malice

in his laugh. “You are more a woman than you'll admit,” he said. “And to
your credit, Agnes de La Fere”

“If you would aid a helpless woman,™ I said, with discomfort, “then see to
Francoise de Bretagny. My guess is we will need such influence as she can give

us to gain protection from the watch hefore we escape this city.™

“Aye,” John Stuart said. “There is truth in what you say.” He went to see
to Francoise, and I stood, irving to conceal my nervousness, stating at the
open pit in the floor.

I went to the wall and took a torch from a bracket and went to the edge of
the opening and knelt down. I held the torch out over the opening and peered
duwn into the blackness.

Before I knew what was happening, a snaky, black fur-covered arm reach-
ed out and grasped my doublet. [ screamed as the arm strove to drag me into
the hole and | beal down with the torch. There was a bestial cry and the thing
let go. 1 had only a glimpse of a distorted, apish thing falling and the torch
fell after, dwindling to a speck of light fat helow, like a meteor. [ whimpered
like a child and turned away from the pit into the welcome arms of John
Stuart that closed about me like the protecting arms of some saint. And with-
out sheme [ shivered fur a time in those arms as my fear took hold of me and
ran its rourse

“It's over now, Dack Agnes,™ 1 heard the soothing deep voice of John
Stuart. “And now you have naught to fear- and naught to be ashamed of.
You have done as well ageinst this horror as any woman or any man rould do.
And if, in the end, it comes to this, there is no shame for you to act as
a woman Dark Agnes, for you are quite & woman, indeed.”

I did not object as he lifled me 1o my feet. “And it may chance,” he went
on, his voice now lighter and with that familiar hint of laughter to it, “that
when you ride froth from this city, you will find me riding at your side.”

“Do not forget the curse that hangs over me, John Stuart. [oes it not
hother you that the men whe ride with Dark Agnes ride to an carly grave?™

“Not a bit,” John Stuart said, with booming laughter. “For what id.an-
other curse, more or less, npon the head of & Stuart?”

And together we replaced the stone slab in the opening in the floor and
then helped Frencoise de Bretagny from the crypt and up the stairs back to
het own bedchamber, leaving behind the horror that pursued her.
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ILLUSTRATED BY STEVE FRITZ

1

There was a man who had @ shop off a small dark streot near the river, a
man repuled 1o be @ sarcerer. [ was ta this man Paul Benedict went.

Benedicl was short, a bit plumper than he should have been. His neutral
colored hair was receding and his eyes fonctioned unly with the help of strong
cantarct lenses. He wae in his early thirties, the heir 1o a substantial amount of
money that was mostly income from trust funds, and yet had accomplished
nothing in life. In fact there was nothing between him and starvation except
his inheritance.

But the inheritunce meant nolhing to Clavdia Palmer. She was a lovely girl,
a tall, willowy brunette with the taste to dress in such 2 way that her beauty
wias subtly heightened. She worked as a legal secretary at one of the city’s
leading law firms. She was a gitl who spent her days working in an office fill-
ed with high pressure business attorneys, a girl surrounded by important men,
teaders of industry, How could any gitl like thet take notice of 1 nobody such
#s Paul Benedict? Severak times he tried to date her and each titne she put him
off. Aside from Claudia, the closest thing Benedicl had to a real intereat was
the occult, Even here he had never applied himself.- because he never had to,
But now he felt the need and he knew of the shop and went to it,

The front of the shop was dark and littered with a miscellany of old boxes
and junk, so covered over with dust and cobwebs as 1o give the appearance
that the place was clnsed. But the door was not locked and from under a door
st the shop's back, Benedict saw light. He made his way 1o the door and
knocked. A voice said, “Come in, Mr, Benedict, Come in.™

Benedict opened the door and entered,

Thr: room was small bul seemed larger even than the shop hecause il was
scrupslonsly elean and almost empty. There were two common old-fashioned
wooden kitchen chairs with woven wicker seats. They faced each other across
a small rug that was black and red with strange emblems worked upon it in
dull blue. An 0ld man sat in ene of the chairs and mationed Benedict to sit in
the other.

He was rather thin, his grey hair thick and neatly eombed back from a high
forehead. He wore a shiny black suit that wes too large for his enmciated
limbs.

“Please do not step an the rug,” he seid. “Tarsure you that to do so would
be perilous.”

Benedict carefully uvoided the small rug and seated himself. “You're Mr,
Churles?”

“Indeed [ am.”

"How did you know my name?”’

“You come to a sorcerer asking advice and vou agk how he knows

your
name, How silly. If  am a sorcerer, permit me u few sorceries.”

“Then you probably know why [ come here?”

“That takes o sorcery, Thers are but two reasons that bring people 1o me.
One is to have me work a spell. The other is to have me teach them how to
wark spetls.”

“I've come to learn magic.”

“ILis # simple thing to learn. Which sort would you leam?”

“Sort?™

“There are types of magic, Mr. Benedict. | myself am a master of a most
interesling specialty rug magic. You see the small rug hefore you. I is a
prayer rug, but in ite way more similar to the pentagram and magic circle than
it is to any other prayer rug you have ever seen. With it I may summan de-
mons and work minor devinations on oceasion. 1t was with this rag that ]
learned your name. It may also serve me in working cortain spells nf a minor
aature, I wove the rug and worked mines of power inta it myself, There is no
other like it in the world and only I can control it. 1t s like a famitiar in some
ways. Of course there are other forms of magic involving rugs -you have heard
of the magic carpet, I have no doubt, In my home are many rugs from all over
the world. Rugs that do a variety of things. Rug mugic is but one form of wor-
cery.”

“Is it powerful?”

It is useful and practical and easy to use, You will run little danger in
learning it. But in final analysis it is but little more powerful than the parlor
tticks of a showman,”

“I want to master a form of magic, but it must he a sirong form. ™

“That involves danger.”

“I don't care. 1 want to master something powerful.”

“Necromancy, perhaps? Demonology? But no. You will be taught these
things—they are useful to ull sorcerers. But they are not what you want. To
ruise o demon is easy but to bargain with one for what you need is not enay—
and is frequently costly. There are spells by which a magician countd master
demonolegy but they are lost and I cannot teach them to you. No, you want
elemental magic,”

“What’s that?” Benedict asked.

The wrinkles that must have been the old man’s mouth parodied a smile.
“It works by fite, by water, by earth or by air. The four elements, You will
learn to summon elementals, to say a rune that will make fire burn for you o
cause walet to flow to your needs. You can govern earthquakes by controtling
earth elementals or make the ground open to you. But perhups the one which
you really want to master is air.” The old man paused a moment as if think-
g, then went on, “Yes, for the wind itself is controlled by the elementals of
the air.™

“Yes—wind magic,” Benedict uaid, “Can you teach it?”

“I will teach you magic. I will teach you to summon demons, to move &-






mong the many planes of existence, to speak with the dead -a secrel many
sorcerars reject. [ will teach you to write 4 rune and how to speak it. | will 1ell
vou of hooks which hold certain secrels vou may care 1o know. [t is the runes
which hold the secrets of the elementals. With the proper rune vou can sun-
mon any elemental and make it do yous bidding, The trick is in holding pow-
er over them, in being able 10 make then do more for you cach time | ean
teach you wind magic and then show you the places where there are secrets
you woutd care to learn. How powerful you become is up 1o you.”

“But [ can become powerful. . . I can beeome the mast powerlu) master of
wind magic in the wortd.™

"It is not an easy magic to master,” Charles said. “How you do s up to
you, nat me. And there are others who are powerlul masters of wind mage.,
In this very city lives a man who may he the most powerful master of wind
magic of all time. His name is Simon Grisaille.”

*1 will better him,” Benediet said.

“Perbaps. Time will tell, as they say. Now it is Bme you must begin your
lessons. The rudiments must be mastered first. . ."

T

And 50 the werks passed into months and Paul Benedict learned magic
frum the vinaciated old man who called himsell Mr. Charles. He barned 1o
draw & perfect pentigram and summon minor derons: he Jearned to make tal-
ismans; and he learned a score or more of simple runes. He learned Lo make
the mirrars of magic: that which is made from well or river waler and shows
the future, that which is made from an ink and shows the presemt, #nd the
potished stone that reflects the condition of a man’s soul. He learned of herbs
and the powers of certain stones, metals and gem=. He learned of rituals, of
loat and forbidden books, of amulets. He became slowly but skillfully adepl.
And with time his skill inereased.

In the spare bedroom of his apartment he set up his Black room and spid
the spells thal mude it impossinle for any but him 1o enter while he lived.
tere he drew s pentagram on the Boor and set aflame seven candles of eternal
light that would hurn as long as he remained alive. Here he placed the aceou-
trements of his magic: his equipment and the bouks be was slowly but con-
stantly acuiring.

And after a time passed and Benedict’s mastery of magie surpassed the ex-
pectations of his teacher, came the time when Benedict learned the fiost of
the wind runes,

And never during that time did he forget Claudia Palmer.

She lived in the same apartment boilding as Benedict, though her apart-
ment was smulier and on s Jower floor. He saw her frequently and they would
nod te one another and speak briefly if they met on the elevator. At times
Henedict would see ber with some man and the pangs of jealousy and his own
fury would direct hatred toward the man—but he controlled himself and bur-
ied his hatred in his studies. Then he noticed that Claudia was secing someone
to the exclusion of all other men.

Two months after learning the first of ihe wind runes, Benedict knew as
much aboui wind magic as Mr. Charles could teach him.

Lach night Benedict would go for long walks in the park near his apart-
ment and test and develop his skill As soon as he was certain no one was
close encugh 1o notice, he would take a piece of paper from his pocket and
fold it into an airplane. He would summon (he elementals of the air to cateh
the: amall paper plane and carry it to the terrace of bis apartment so that he
wauld find it when he relurned home.

{r he would call the elementals and have them bend trees almost Lo the
ground or blow leaves from one tree withoul distrubing any others. He soon
realized that magic, like any form of exercise, ticed one out. There were limitz
to his strength and to increase those limits he musl exercise. He devised sys
tematic procedures for increasing his strenpth as well as his skill. Exercizes in
magic,

He grew Lo know the wind elementals and to know how Lo deal with them,
His experimentation found the ways of varying his tonal inflection that in-
eeeased his hold and power over them.

And finally the evening came when Mr, Charles admitled that Benedice
knew all he could Jearn from him.

"Sa where do I go to learn more? ™™ Henedict asked.

“There are places. There are people. There are hooks. A friend of mine, a
man who has no use for wind magic but wha has use for money has the
Crimoire Elemental which contains many spells you could not learn from me,
Fhe price is great—"

“Nomatter. [ must have that book. Get it for me and [ will pay you,™

“It can be done.” He named a price that was cvery bit as large as Renedict
felt it would be.
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"Ll have the money in a week,” saill Benediet. ** You have the hook bere
by then.™

“And in the meantime?™

“I have things to de,” Benedict said.

_3_

Henedicl was certatn of his power, bul he could nol furget the man Charley
hid called perhaps the greatest master of wind magic who ever lived. With the
same enthusiasm with which he had studied surcery, Benedict now sel about
studying Simon Grisaillr,

He was an easy man to tearn ahout, this Simon Crsaille, He was well
known: a tall, strikingly handsome man, lean and athletic looking. 1l was
sotially prominent and 4 suecesstul businessman: the ewner of 4 small but sue-
cessful impuort-export business and the proprielor of an exelusive art gallery
and anticue shop. Ile was single and seemed to have no family. He traveled @
lot, obstensibly hecause of his import business. But Benedict suspected that
Grinaille’s travels carried him frequently to those vut of the way places which
are of special interest to magicians, When he was in lawn Grisaitle lived in o
perthouse a few blocks from where Benedict lived. He was as weli liked as he
wis known and few peaple seemed aware that he was snything more than a
playboy with the profound good luck to have a sharp business manager to
keep him from losing his business,

Yet in another strata of sociely he wax more highly regarded. Among that
portion of the city's populace thal understood and practiced magic, either for
good or atherwise, Grisaille was beld to he the master, 16 was said of him that
he was one of the most skiltfu) sorcerers in history and that no man ever prac.
ticed such mastery over the elemenials of the air before,

A sort of jealowsy grew up in Benedict ss he learned of Grisailles repula-
tion. a jealousy in quile a different way as malevalent as the Teeling which he
felt fur the man who was now dating Claudia Palmer.

That man’s name was John Dexter and he worked for an iNBUranee coni-
pany as an investigator. For weeks Benedict had sat in his black roum and
slared into a magic mirror to fearn about Dexter and to work up the courage
for what he knew wus 10 come. On the day before he was to pick up the hook
Irom Mr. Charles, he decided Lo art,

He spied on Dexter ali that duy fram the safety of his black room. Just as
Dexter was getting ready Lo leave for home, Renediet called him,

"t have sume information for you zbout the Spengler case,” Benedict said,
knowing that Dexler was not exactly satisfied with the Spangler claim, *
dun’t think Spangler iz as hurt as he elaims 10 be and 1 have proof.”

“Can you drop by my office?”

“Id rather meet vou. Tonight and atone, I'm nervous about this."

“Look, can'l you give me some idea—"

“Ill show it to you in person,™

“How much you want?"”

“I'm not after money. If you think this is worth money and want 1o pay
me after you see it, then fine. | got & score to settle with Spangler and [ think
this wilt get him.™

There was & pawse but Henedict was anworried. He knew how thoroughly
exter distrusted Spangler and how easy it would be for him to believe other
people shared his feelings,

"Okay,” came Dexter's voive. “Pll meet you wherever you say.”

Benedict acrived st the park early and stationed himsell amang the trees
on the side of a small hill. The bench where Dexter was 10 meet him was lo-
cated across an open playing field near anather hill. Steps led up the hill £o o
satl path and a ctone wall bordered not only the path but the steps s well,
Part of Uie wall was direclly above the bench.

Benedict watched as Dexter arrived and stood waiting. Benediet waited
until Dexter Bnally sal down on the beneh and zettled back, impatient lint
determined nol to leave without that evidence,

When Dexter was settled on the hench, Benedict began.

Sheltered by treex from casual view he feared no detection. He raised his
arims. He began chanting the cune in a low voice.

He felt the stirring of the wind in answer to his rune, He spoke unother
rune, this one a command to action,

And the wind acted.

The wind moved to the wall above and behind the unsuspecting Dexter.

Benedict catled his command again and all his steength urged the wind on,
Swenl broke out on his hrow as the wind pushed on the watl. The wind pushed
harder as Benedict repeated the rune, Pushed harder—and the wal! broke, And
at that moment Dexter turned as if first aware that something was wrong.

Benedict was too far away to hear his screams. He saw a huge wind driven
rock fly from the wall, strike the mun he hated on the head. He saw the red



of blood as Dexter fell (o the ground and other stones frum the broken wall
tumbled down the hill around him, Peaple saw what happened and panicked.
Sumeune ran to Dexter and bent down over him. A crowd gathered,

Nearly exhuusted from his efforts, Benedict dropped 10 his knees.

i

The next night he went 1o the shop early.

He knocked and heard Chasles’ resping voice say, “Come in.”

“You're early,” Uharles said a3 Benedict entered.

“Is the buok here?™

“Yes- ne. No, something’s wrong.”

“] have the money. | want the book.™

“J can sree it in your face. You've done something wrong, haven™ you?”

Charles bent over the small rug before his chair. Benedict saw his hand
flick out, saking a quick nervous passage above it Charles spoke a phrase
Benedict did not understand and the rug changed in a subtle way. It seemed
ta waver and become distorted like heated uir, Charles peered st the rug and
a look of hotror and disbelief passed upon his features.

“You've killed a man. You've used magic as a murder weapon!™

“| brought your money. Give me the book.”

“You can't have it now. You'll have to pay for your erimes. ™

Benedict saw a paper wrapped pareel in the corner. “ls that the book?™ he
arkenl Fle moved soward it.

The old man jumped Lo his feet and pushed against Henediel. trying to
keep hitn from the buok. Benedict shoved him aside and picked up the pareel,
tearing the paper [rom it. Tt was the hook, all right, a thick quarto bouk in
faded antique binding. 1e opened the hook to the title page and saw words
written there in & language few people understoon, a language Chucles had
taught him and told him was old before Atlantis sunk.

Benedict glanced at the 'old man.

The old man lay unconscivus on the floor. Benedict stopped Beside him
and examined him carefully. His hreathing was normal. The full seemed only
to have knocked him out.

That wasn'l enough.

There were other elementals than the elementals of the air and though he
was master of gir, Henedict knew the basic runes of command to the other
elementals. The elemental of fire, for example.

He started 1o leave and as he did sv, Charles' rug caught his eyes. Speaking
a counter spell that would guard him from any spell on the rug, Bunedicl bent
and [olded it 1o take with him. Then he spoke another rune.

He was blorks away before he heard the sirens of the fire engines. The next
morning he read in the paper about the fire and the death of o lonely ol
shopkeeper, It wax a vmall story, buried inside attracting considerable les: at-
tention than yesterday's story of the freak accident that kifled the man in
the purk,

i

Benedict was not expert at reading the ancient language of sorcery. It he
knew something about it anil was determined to work the rest of it out, It
was slow Lediour work, but he read the book on wind magic.

Bead the book and tried the exervises that increased his skill. To the nest
few werks his power and mastery of the wind grew.

And one day he spoke to Ulandia in the elevator. Peshaps his power gave
kim new ronfidence, but he asked her out anil she accepted. They dined and
wiw i show together. Afterwards they went dancing. He was not very good
but she didn’t seem 10 mind. More dates followed. Things finally seemed Lo
be going hisv way.

A month laler he saw the notice in the papee: Grisaille’s was showing a
special dlisplay of pre-Columbian art and Benedict suceumbed to whimsy and
mate his first mistake. He took Claudia to the showing.

“i never knew you were interesled in such things,” Claudia said. as she
stopped 1o stare at a small Mexican figurine.

“Muny Lhings interest me,” Benedict replicd. And in truth the display wa-
fascinating though it was not a form of art he particularly cared aboul.

“Oh look.™ Claudia said, noticing something. Benecict fullowed her across
the room to a small staluette. “What’s that?"

Benedict saw a small jade statue, green streaked with bits of brown. A
small anima} perched like @ gargovle above what seermed to e a helmeted
human head. Before Benedict could answes, a deep voice [rom behind said,
“[t's Aztec. A statuette of a rabbit associated with the goddess Mayahuel.”

“Oh?" said Claudia. She turned and so did Benedict.

He saw Simon Grisaille standing there.

[t was Benedict’s first really close kook at the sorcerer. He was tali and
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handsote, with g bight perpetial smile thal was at onee warmly friendly and
slightly iromie. He was dressed welt hut cather casually anl pave e impression
of being tofally at home, shicliin o sense le was Bt Benediet knew thal
Grisaille was Ure sort of man who would fit inanyshere ander abmost any
sitwation amd thal deepened his mesentment toward the man. Moreover, his
smile was [oeu=ed on Clindia,

“Where was it found?™ Benedict heard Claadia ask. And Be remembered
the =latie.

“Alesieo, | helieve, Possibly at Cempoata in Verwerna ™ Grisaille an-wered,

“You seem Lo be Ty iterested in prl'-( olmbian art,”

“Lam. [Us & Tobby Dve iever had e money Lo enjos. Mr

CSimon Grsailie,” :

“0h, You're the man who owns this gallery. P Claodia Paliner and this
e Pand Benedict, 1 bope vonadon’t mind us just looking at the display < Bke
this, Me. Grizaille,”

Nt at all, That's what iU here fors public view. It doese’Charl {or peaple
te know abont my gallers. I theee anyihing in particalar Lo show von?

SThere was  <labelte oser there,” Ulandia sazed, Ve tag sadd it was Pern
vian but il doesn Uk Peravian o mes Conld s o tell o sone more abomt

it?

fr

Twar miuhis later, 1o Benedict was returning hoane, he cane Grisaille again,
Walking out of the apartment ailding, with Claudia, who was Lagehing o
sone remark of Grisailte s Thes pot it Grisailles cac and drove ol withond
-'f'i'ill_l_" Benedict He tiened ool went Tack the Wiy e vatne, \\':||k'l||g foor howes
faeloee: his raue Tl settled it SLIEK LRI

The nest evening. alter every one vl in the baidding exeept the watehman
inn the lobby wan aslecp, Benedict went Lo the root af the building and stood
for a long tme with the strang wind shippine apmnd bim He spoke his rune
and Lt the wind mosve abiout bt hke 2 |r|'.ll\1'|1|. Friendly gy getting to
know hing better, bevoming more familiar with and rt‘.sﬁunsi\'{: o his eom-
mamls I was like traiming some animal. You rained it contidenee and then
sou pul it throush ite paces with areater case and sucevss, Simon Grisaille
was said Lo Do bl Tineet master of the aie clenentals alive, Toodefeat him
wouhd take =kill. Yo cunming,

Each nighl for o menth Beoedict went 1o e rool of his apartarent bild-
ing and sang i< runes o the wind o that the windd swoubd play around his
fread and s <kl and ability e handling e clementals grew. The wind be-
came his. Soogreal was his conteol of it by the cndd ol that month that the
wind seemed an extention of his own mind and body,

Now he was ready, Nosw nathing eould stop him,

Not even Snon {imsalle,

He knocked on her doar asd waited, The door opened as swide as the saftey
["I;li“ \‘[I”h.l I"'r””‘l il'lli !'\hl' Il"\kf"l il s ]ll, l’””l }Il'”'}."

CHelle, Clandia, May Leome in?™

T etting ready 1oome ont, ™

I wontt tuke g minnle,

She hesitated aoninnte, then slipped the ehain, Fle eretered her apartment,

Sl war wearing o dark Dlue cockial abres< and ber haie was putled hack.
Her dark bile eyrs were ol sn dark o= thee dleess hot Benedict thowght them
the darkest mo=t heautiful oy es e bad ey er seen, *So veonre getting reails 1o
oy ol are '\IJIJ..’" s waisl. I

“Weith Stmon Gristille? ™ he ailed.

“Hetl be heee soon, What disd vou want to see me ahont?”

lll knl'\‘\' Ill.“ IHH’I'I' Wil o l'{}lli hi'“'l]“l'.‘?‘- |'II hi" \ll‘""'.

Paul =

He reachied forward. ok her romghly by the shondders, e eves wirdened
with surprize and Tear, “Visten Jisten e Te's nothing, Nol s lil'lll;_'.

“Paut you're hurtinge me™

“orget im

Lt o of me ”

“Forgel Crimaille. ran e feat hinm and Twill il vou foree mel™

He det g of Lee. She Gell haek, hereves frar-widened, ber monih open with
dizhielief, “What '~ eotten into yout”

“Heoquite, Claudia,” he saiel e saw s note pad and <o enselispes on g
desk aeross the rootn, 1 want vou Lo write o note,” he saidl,

SWhat kind of note? ™

“There’s the paper. Write what [ tell you.”

She went to the desk and picked upoa pen.

“Now write "Meel e ot the rool anid sign it
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Ble gave him a look of unmeasured dishelielr but did as e told her. When
she was done he took the paper and Tolded it, slipping it into an envelope.
Seuling the envelojie he handed it back. “Now write his name on it, Just his
first naene™

Bhe did ax he told hers He toak b osmall pieve of celophane tape and left the
note laped to Claudia’s door.

Then he and Clandia went 1o the rool.

He mnade Claudia it across from the staies whees Grisaills would first see
her when he came up.

"l won't slay up here,” she said. “Yon can’t make me - ™

She started 10 get Lo her feet but hetore she copld stand Benedict spoke
a rune of vontral, She setded back, uralde to resist, e el the rune hold her
{ur a minute, then velegsed her. He would need all his power in bin fight with
Grisaille. 3

There was fear in Clandin’s vyes as shae looked at him now. Fear and aston-
ishintent.

“What did you o to et ™

“leontrolled you | eontrolled you by wagic

“Yauare mad. There izn'Lany sueh thing ws- ™

“Pve been studying for quite some me, learsiing the seerets, developing
my kil I'm good. Look -l show you.™

e got ta his feet and walked across the roof though not 1o te edge, My
apartment is below here und Elelt the terraee door open, Now wateh.™

e rained his arme 1o the wind and spoke,

He spoke the rune that aroused the wind and hrought it to his aid. He
spoki in words and terms oo ancienl for the gl W understand —bul words
and terins the elementals knew well. The wind anssersd,

N stiered. It moved across the rool. Benedict commanded. The wind sheyed.

Abruptly something flew up over the edige of the buibding and settled at
his fert: a sinall rug.

“Ni, not a4 mﬂlgiv carpet,” Benedict said. “Take a took at ™"

He held it up for her. “1t belouged tomy teacher. e [eft i W me when he
passed away a few weeks ago. 1t has vecull powers | don't fully understand
as yet, bt [ will.™

“You made it come up heee with strings or wires.”™

"What do you take me for?™ he said. io sudden anger. ) sent the wind to
fetch it, Claudia. The wind obeys me, U the greatest master of wind magic
in the world now. And du you know who the second greatest master of wind
magic is? Simon Grsalle,”

"There’s nething supernatural about Simon, Or vou either,™

*There isn't? Ask your friend John Dexter if you ever learn that secret.
Ask him about the wind that cagsed that so-catled freak aceident that took
hia life. Ask the fool whe made this carpet abont the fire that took his life,

There are elementals of fice as well as air, you know, There aze many forma
of magic. | know all of themn now.

“You ven 't had e, Geisailie sard, ™o bearn moree than a few. And
time Lo master none of them,™

Benedict turned. How long Grisailte had stood listening in the doorway ke
couldi’t say. Hut it was unimportant. The important thing was thal now
Clandta would tearn.

“Sooyou cansed that death in the park. Andd 1 gather you also cansed the
death of Mr. Charles. There's been talk amonyg the sorcerers, A fol of them
suspected murder in both instanees, ™

I doesn 't matter. Soon Pl eause your death,”

s always a mistake Lo use magic loward such narrow ends,™

I doo’t think iy narrow o demand what’s due you. But that doesn’t
matter, Grisaille. 1 want 10 show vou how well Tlearned what Charles taught
e I went far heyond my teacher, Wateh?™

His hand lifted, his voice rang oul.

The wind stirred.

It gathered and inoved and sang with ft< moving. The elementals sang with
their vwn fierce stirting, the greal hurricate power that susged through them.
The wind moved laster and faster and Tfaster -

Lrrisaille stoad, wailing,

“Dooyon admit deteat so casily " Henediet demandedd,

“You cant harm me with wind,” Grisaille said.

“Wellwee,” shouted Benediet. And again he called the eune.

e stepped hack and ealled more loudly, The wind responded. [t whipped
across the roof with such fury that Grisaille was Toreed w brace himself a-
gainst the doarway. The wind spun around him attacking him mereilossly .
The sorcerer dropped 1o his knees, The wind moved faster.

“Now! ™ shouted Benediet. “Kill!™

Grizaille struggbed 1o his feet as the wind mosed with even geeater fury.
He spoke and winnd whipped the words from his mouth with such fury that
Benedict never hesrd the rune he spoke. The wind stirred wildly, as if torm
belween two masters.

“KillT Benedivt commanded. “kill now!”

The wind obeyed,

I lifted the small prayer mg trom the rof and threw it into the air, by
tovered 0 moment, dancing in air, whirled by the wind, then shot straight
for Benedict, It shapped seross his faee, covering it, blocking his vision and
his breath, He coughed amd staggered back, the wind playing around him.
His leg struck the salety wall al the edge of e cool and he lost balance, He
did noet see Grisaille leap o grab for hig and s,

It wasn't eight’ He was the wind master not Geisaille!

But as he fell it seemed to Benediet that the rushing wind was Jaughing
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M. D. and Robert E. Howard. The title story, relating the adventures
of Hunwulf the Barbarian, is by Robert E. Howard., 85 per copy.

English publications available:
Booklets: STOWAWAY TO MARS, MAN IN DUPLICATE, THE
DYNO-DEPRESSANT, BLACK-WING OF MARS, ZERQO HOUR,
MOONS FOR SALF, BLACK AVENGERS. Also first two issues of
VARGO STATTEN magazine and NEW WORLDS No. 21. 85¢c each.

Can also supply copies of many of the digest mags of the '50s, such as
FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION, FANTASTIC, IMAGINATION,
IMAGINATIVE TALES, FANTASTIC UNIVERSE, AMAZING
STORIES, ORIGINAL 8. F,, FUTURE, GALAXY, 8. F. PLUS, etc.
50 cents each. Send your want lists. Fifties and sixties only.

F. P. C. |., Book Dept., 1855 W. Main 5t. Athambra, Ca, 91801
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THE FORGOTTEN

Hawk-head, the ankh has fallen from your hand.
Archer, your bright wings falter in the dust.
Huntress, you wander in a barren land.
Warrior, your blade has rotted into rust.

No more the incense wreathes the morning air
Or maidens chant your legends to the flames,
Nor any mortal whispers anywhete

With awe the potent music of your names.

No more the smokes of sacrifice ascend
From hecatombs of gilt-horned oxen slain;
No more petitioners their raiment rend
To beg your favor or avoid your bane,

Now are the altars ivy-overgrown,

The temples desecrate, the sibyls still,
Now are the idols only weathered stone,
No more the living vessels of your will,

The shrines are vacant in the desert night;

The drowsy jackal by the altar nods.

Man has forgot the glory of your might,

Man has first mocked, and then forgot, the gods.

Thigh-born, the leaves have withered from your brow.
Green-beard, your tides moan lonely on the strand.
Goat-foot, your syrinx makes bitter music now.
Hawk-head, the ankh has fallen from your hand.

—Lin Carter

Copyright {c) 1870 by Lin Carter

TMustration by Stephen Fabian




The Hate Was Real and Deadly. But Who Could Have Sent It?
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ILLUSTRATED BY BURGE

by Terri Pimchard

Nadine flrst felt the cold touch of the thing ereeping, pawing at her
as a dog pawd at & bone. She was slone in the house at the time, doing
those unimportant househald chores all women must do to make a house
& home when—it reached out to touch her. She didn't know what it
waa then. She only knew & c¢hill ran through her, and that the thing
was directed. It knew who she was, and it knew she was aware of its
being there. At first it stayed for only a short time, It didn't bave
much strength then. .

It came sgain. On days when she was slone, the thing would strike
at her. As Fear began to grow in her, the other’s sirength grew, too,
Ench time it left ber drained and more afraid. It kuew her well new.
It knew just when its coming would have the most effect on her. It
knew just when ahe would be rooted to the floer with fcar of it and how
she could be go used, the perspiration of her fear would be icy cold upon
her forehead and lip. As the months passed It began to come back more
often, just being there, quiescent, waiting. Every once in awhile ita
coldness reached out to her, and then withdrew to sit and wait again.

Then, one day, she went shopping for a new dress for the Country
Club dance. After nmch effort she found a pale green chiffon that clung
to her figure as though it was made just for her. She felt proud, imag-

ining her husband Jefi's eyes appraising her as he looked her up and
down with that "'Look what's mine” proud laok of his. And then it hit.

1t hit her as though it held & whip. It slapped her face, whipping
her legs and her arma in short, sharp tirades of angry lashes. She tried
to protect herself with her arma; covering first her face, then her legs,
trying, trying—irying to keep it from striking her. She screamed a
long, high shrill seresm and the saleawoman grahbed and held her arma
and in & pit of despair she fought the thing back with all the mental
strength in her, Now she knew what it was. ., hatred. Strong, demonlac
hate.

Hate receded then and in itz place came a nhort burst of mocking
laughter as if from deep inside her. It teft her shamed and cringing.
As suddenly as it came, it was gone.

She straightened and smoothed the dress down and her mirrored
reflection no longer locked inviting and smug, but humiliated and de-
graded. The saleswoman was chattering over her, and ahe murmured
an apology and almost ran Into the dressing room, her moments of
happiness over for the day.

IT kept coming to her, daily. And now, today, it had been stronger
than ever before. She felt ravaged, brutally so, and atill it was not




aver. Their anniversary party was tonight, thelr first, and she had
been trylng to prepare for it.

The Hate danced around the kitchen as she prepared the food,
picking up everyday items in its whirlwind psth snd turning them into
monstrous creations with a will of their own. Egge broke as she picked
them up; the lettuee withered as she touched it; the wine turned to
vinegar aa she added it to the cveam ssuce. It was everywherc and
everything. It wae becoming stronger with every passing minute. She
stood there crying, fighting it with all within ber, stolidly keeping her
hands moving with the minescule detsils of the party. She swore she
would not Jet It have this night, .

“Everything is done now,” she screamed at Jt. “You can't undo
what is done!" She ran out of the kitchen and ran upstaira to ready
herself.

In the shower the Hate joined her, crowding her inta & corner, push-
ing, shoving. It turned off the cold water and she gereamed again as
she felt the scalding hot water pouring onto her body. She tried to
resch the faucets, but It was there between her and the wall, fencing
ber in with its attempt to prevent her reaching them, Finally she
succeeded, and she leaned aginst the wall, moaning with the agony of
struggle and pain.

She dressed slowly, as the Hate sat on the bed and laughed. Its
hostility was sll around her, there was an oppresive weight of it in the
air. She could gense it, taste it, smell it; yet she could nat make it

take substance. All day it had been building, building until now she :

gesped for air with the heaviness of it.

She sested herself at the dressing table. Her powder puff, already
dipped in powder, was in her hand, but the Hate held it motionless ;
stopped as a movie s stopped into a still life picture, complete, yet not
complete in its tale.

She gaged st the mirror, her eyes searching the turnabout reflection
as though hoping to see the Hate in form. A shiver went through ber,
for there was nothing, nothing but her own reflection, yet she sat
looking, searching.

The daor epened and Jeff stuck his head into the room.

“Almost ready? Everyone will be here soon. Come down and have
& drink with e, Okay?”

Nadine's eyes slowly turned to Jefl. She had kept him unaware of
what had been happening all these months. Her eyes remained clouded
for a moment and then cleared.

“I'll—I'll be right down,” she answered. Turning back to the mirror
ghe raised the puf—and was able to pat her nose with it. She atood
up, putting the pufl slowly down. She drew a deep breath and left the
room, closing the door to keep the Hate inside, although she knew it
wonld not help.

She could hear the guests arriving 88 she crossed the vestibule,

“Damn, I won't even have time for a drink first,” she thought as
she turned back to let them in.

Sally and Bill were the first ones to arrive. Breathless, as always,
Sally came in, going directly to the living room without pausing to take
off her coat. Marching herself to the table with the hors d'cuevres she
Oched and Aahed over it, taking a nibble her~ and there as proof of ita
sppetising looks. 3 .

By the time Nadine had retrieved Sslly's coat, aud hung it in the
closet the next guest had arrived. For a few minutes she was kept busy
end Bo was Jeff, hanging coats and murmuring the words of greeting
that came automatically without thought.

Her mind was not on her guests. She could not get the heavy feeling
of fear to leave her. As soon as she could she escaped from the room
ta the kitchen where she leaned weakly agsinst the counter. Waves of
sickness kept rising in her, flooding through her.

“Oh, God,” she thought. “What is the matter with me? I feel aa
though I am going to die.” -

She stond there a moment more gathering her strength for the night s
ordesl. Then taking another plstter of canapes, she pushed through
the swinging door to face her guests.

No sooner had she entered the room when panic stricken she stood
there, the tray held precariously tipped in her hands. It came in wave
after wave, strong, stronger than ever. .

“Tonight's the night!” The thought drummed into her head. "It is
going to be tonight.”

The Hate swept across the room smothering her with galelike force.
It lifted the tray of canapes from her with a quick surge of power.
They fall to the floor. Everyone turned to look and she quickly bent
to hide the whitcness that mesked her face. In the confusion of hands
trying to help her pick up the food and debris, she felt the Hate break
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and little chilla of silent laughter took jts place. The laughter wai
almost sa bad as the Hate for it mockcd and derided her. As she
stood up her eyes guickly searched the room over the heads of thoae
atill helping her. Who had come in while she was in the kitchen? She
kept searching the faces of the guests as they sauntered about the room,
looking for some aign of the mockery, something that might show the
Hate that pursued ber with such malice.

-Pet and Cberi had come in. Cheri had been Jeff's girl before the
quick summer romance that ended in Nadire and Jeff's marrisge. Linda
and Gus? Gus was Jefl's partner. Florence and Stan, her husband’s
parents, had arrived tov. Florence came over and hugged her. Stan
handed her their gift. As she opened it, she thought to herself, ""Funny,
I'm like two different people. .. I never knew a person could carry on a
norma) conversation while her mind wan on other things.” The gift was a
beautifully matched string of pearla for her and a matching set of
pearl cuff links for Jeff. She turned around automatically as Florence
hooked the clesp on them and kissed her saying, ' ... these nre for the
girl my son loves.”

Nowhere was there a aign of the Hate. It had left the room guietly
as though it had never existed. But Nadine knew better, She knew it
way waiting, somewhere.

She had to tell someone., But not just anyone. It had to be sompne
she conld count on, someone who would care. Her eyes wought aut
Florence.

. Florence nfpuld understand. She was close to Jeff.as 8 mother. and
olose to Nadine as. 8 mother-in-law. ‘Nadine could not tell Jeff, could not
bring herself to téll him. But she had to tell someone, She had to tell
Florence.

" .., 80 there I was in the miiddle of Main Street and the light had
alrcady turned red so I couldn't go back, and there you were huldinﬁ
anto a lampost, crying, Nadine, Whatever was wrong, anyway? ...
The words registered as if they were worde from another planct. She
looked up to see Linda standing beside her with a cocktail glass in her
hand, expectant—waiting for an anawer. The room wan silent, every-
one was waiting for her reply, Even Jeff had come to stand beside her,
looking at her strangely.

"Hey, aweet? How come you never mentioned it#"' he asked con-
cernedly.

“Oh, it wasn't very important,’ she answered.
dizzy all of & sudden.”

She felt the Hate sweep back into the room again, laughing, It was
mocking her, laughing at her excuse.

She turned to Jeff and smiled up at him.

“Darling, let's have some champagne now,” she whispered.

Jeff grinned and put his arm around her saying, dramatieally, "'l
guess this is the moment we have all been waiting for."” -

Stan waiked over to them. In his hand was a bettie of the champagne
Florence had saved from that they served at the wedding. He popped
the cork and poured e silver goblet full. Teaking the goblet from his
father, Jeff turned to Nadine. The gucsts were all around them, smiling,
smiling.

“Darling, this chawpagne was saved for todsy, remember?”

“'Yeq, I remember, I love you more now than I ever did then,” she
said quietly,

*That's how it should he. Me too.”

He held the goblet out to her. “You first. Then I will drink from
it j]ufst as we did one year aga, to show how we'll always share things
in life.”

Not everything., Not the horror, Her mind whispered. But she
took the goblet ‘and drank deeply of it.

Az mhe started to drink, she sensed the hatred near.

She couldn't take much more. She had to talk to somecne—had to
seek help. She spotted Florence, She would have to ask Florence's help.
Thete waa no one else. She lifted the goblet and drank.

SBhe felt the Hate tear into her, twisting her insides and tearing,
tearing st her, and the necklace seemed to tighten—tighten unbenrably.
8he gngged and choked as the liquid burned a path down her spasmed
throat and she knew It wasn't s love cup, but a Hate cup. As the
room swam around her, she fell and Jeff erouched over her. She saw
shock and conecern mingled on his face and she saw the Hate, saw it
unmasked,

In a way, it was almost good to have it over with, to know finally
whose Hate was that strong. It was a relief to see the look that could
kifl and aa the darkness closed in the last thing she heard came like a
shadowy whisper over the mocking laughter ringing in her ears, say-
ing. ... "Now—my son iz mine againl’

"I just got a little

THE HATE 44



Beginning a new regular feature. An all-time great fantasy writer
gives us a peek behind scenes. This time: a glimpse of Ralph
Milne Farley, author of the Radio Man novels,

. E. HOFFMANN PRICE’S

JODE POHCODE)

The fantasy fiction world moves into the age of nostalgia. Amateur and
semi-professional publishers memorialize favorite authors of long agn. Dealers
offer, at fancy prices, letters, firdd dralt M35, photos, and other zacred relics
of deceased writers. College students submit these based upon studies of out-
standing performers in this field.

And then, there is much reminisence of “The Golden Days™ which began
when, in 1923, Weird Tales opened strange gateways, revealing lands of won-
der, We know when the era hegan, Disagreement arises only as to its termi-
nation. No ane questions that it has ended.

Well, hardly anyone.

[ heg leave to point out a factor upparently overlooked: the reader himself
and how he changes with the years.

*“They don’t build them that way anymore,” is the sorrowful summing up
when speaking, for instances, of cars or of houses. Though the words are not
the same, the spirit is no different when there is talk of fiction written during
the Golden Days. No one bothers to add,"“Neitker do they read them that
way, anymore,”

We who met Weird Tales in its beginning entered new lands. Argosy and
others had for yvears offered the once-in-a-while story of the supernatural, the
uneanny, the tale of terror. Never before had there heen a magazine devoted
whally to the folks and the folk-ways of “across the border.™

Heraclitue said, “You can not step twice into the same river, for fresh wa-
ters ever flow about you.”

Long agn, driving out of Tueson, Arizopa, I saw for the first time, the sun
rise from the Maricopa Deserf. Over the vears, | have made that drive, lime
and again, sunrise and sunset—Picacho Peak to Gila Bend—the grim, iron pur-
ple shadows of sienile black peake—tall sahuaros, arms reaching skyward--ash-

rose and sullen garnet crags—the red-crested ocatilla stalks, stirring in the bre-
eze, like cobras when they hear the Hindu's flute—but, it is never like that
first crossing, early that morning of April, 1934.

Niether you not | can again discover the lands of wonder packed between
the covers of early issues of Weird Tales. With ali the skitl won vver the years,
the few writers surviving from the Golden Days could net infuse their work
with the ancient wonder that they used 1o feel. For too long, they have frater-
nized with the folk who live across the horder: they are somewhat toe much
at home.

Could a newcomer discover, and write with wonder in the spul?

Don't know. Find one and ask him. Or her.

Be recall the days before Heird Tales.

The newcomer can not recall a time when there wus not fantasy fiction.
Neither does he remember when there was nd T.V., no radio. Me, | remember
wiping the soot from inside the glass “chimneys™ ol the kerosene lamps which
lighted the farmhouse.

Wherever I go, I hear it said that there were giants in those Golden Days.

It was easier to be a Giant then, Today, you got Lo bust yourself to be
even & five-foot-seven, junior grade Goliath. There was much good waork then.
There was also a tot of stuff you couldn’t sell today. | know. I wrote some
of it. [ was embarrassed and unhappy as 1 re-read many & pound of tear-sheet
and cacbon copy, in trying to find a dozen yarns for reprinting in a hard cover
anthology. Some of the freshman composition muck | had written—and, had
sald!—I must have led a clean, Christian life to have got away with it. In fact,
a lot of us must have led clean lives, in those Gaolden Days.

I am not here to analyze, evaluate, criticize, nor Lo decide which was Lit-
erature, and which was Krap, My chore is to poke the ash-veiled embers of the
past, and invite you to watch the sparks of memary as they're wafted up-




wird; to tell of the fantasy fiction business of long ago. Firet, |1l say & thing
o two, not mentioning names, aboul current fiction, As to style and treat-
ment, some vf it is better than a lot of what the Golden [tays offersd.

It has to be.

Readers and Writers: the Golden Idays are here and now. Just a3 they were,
forty years ago and more. Now that that is settled—"“Sing, Muse, of days re.
membered and of those nearly forgotten—"

Msny—perhaps most—of those who appeared in Lhe old time fantasy maga-
line were amateuts in the lrue sense of the term, Although they got cash for
teit stories, those writers were lovers of the art and the craft. For them,
witing wns a mode of self-expression, a creative work, a hobby. When a fult-
tress professional did a story for Weird Tules, it was for the fun of it. Rates
were low. Payment often was long delayed. And this brings to memory one
who went to extremes in writing for the love of it. His legal, his business, and
lia political activitice make this self-evident.

His clients kniew him as Roger Sherman Hoar. Hig yarng appeared under the
byline, Haiph Milne Farley, a wynthetic composed of his mother’s maiden
wme, and other family names. [ had lung addressed him as “RM¥” before [
barned that this was not his “‘real” name. He was well known in Argosy and
sther publications before Beird Tales created the lands of wonder.

Although it appears that RMF specialized in fantasy, ondy a dedicated re-
sirther could detesmine the scope of his fictioneering. It was hecause of one
ol his most improbable projects that 1 finally met him, Avtumn of 1934, RMF
wu plotting the number three epicode of the Jim Grant series of lead novels
fw True Gang magazine.

What made this even more incredible was the rate: one half of one cent
1word,

Bemember that this was long ago, when the gangsier was glamorized, in-
tiead of being realistically presented a« an extoritioner, pimp, nareoties-push-
#, protection-pedier, and all-around hoodlnm,

In the number three epirode, Jim' Grant 2nd his henchmen were in trouble
beeause of a rival who had connections in San Franciscos Chinatown. My
pod friend, Otis Adelbert Kline, asked me to teamn up with BMF, and do the
Chinatown stuff. BMF would furnish the plot and all the series tags and char-
| wterizations: he would intergrate my first draft with the storys predecessors.
fle had already written the opening chapters. As for eansplanling a phase of
(hicage gangland’s operations in San Franciseo’s Chinatown, [ needn® be a
wickler for plausibility. No holds barred, except that certain key characters
nust not be killed off. And, naturally, those must be presented sympathe-
ieally—the gangster-hero, however far outside the law, had to be simpdtico -
sreally nice guy!

Lrepeat, the rate was one hall of one cent a word, und RMF and § would
1plit the micro-check. Writing for the love of it—sce what § mean”

Times were bad in 1934, but not THAT bad! After & long walk, devoted.
o much cogitadion, | vomposed a statement entitted “THOUGHTS WHILE
STROLLING ™, giving reasons why my school boy exporiences with Chinese
bitety und San Jose Chinatown were inadequate. That my knowledge of
things Chinese had been grossly exaggeraled. 1L included only such hilarious
wents @8 a gun battle in which members of warring tongs hlasted away un-
il they run aut of smmunition—net resull, one warrior seratched by a flying
diver of wood? y

| had never met & highbinder, a hatchet man, or a slave-girl, except in the
wwepaper columna, and 1'd never heen in an opium den, and 'd not recog-
xi¢z yen shi {pipe scrapings) if you fed me a spoonful.

All that I said was used against me. He declared that my entire statement
ndicated & broad and deep knowledge of Chinatown, and of the Oriental
nind. 1 set to work, The job way fun. Even more so was the vorrespondence
meidental to the job, The exchange of letters was az much an expression of
weiahility, gnod fellowship, of whimsy and the joy of living, as it was story
gmmicks and story structure.

This was a splendid build-up for our meeting, June 1935, when RMF came
loSan Franvisco to attend to some legal matters,

My wife and I met him at the Place Hotel, and drove hit down the “PFenin-
wl" to our home 10 the hille, u couple of miles vutside Kedwood City, and
wetlooking San Francisco Bay.

Beginning as disaster on the hoof, 1934 had ended in a landslide of saley,
Wz lought un eltra-modest cottuge, one third down and payments too trifling
1 be a problem; also, a second hand Terraplane to replace that horror of &
Model A Ford. All this, tick-tick, and now, a distinguished guest, a veteran
ietioneer. | wus having Golden Days of my own....after a couple of grim and
dicky years. . .

RMF was not far from six feet tall, and lean, angutar of face. Whether na-
tnlly swarthy, or deeply tanned, T could not decide. His head of hair, casu-

Aly flung back yet all in order, was quite black, with a few while ones as _

accents. The eyes, [hink, were blue-gray—how the years play tricks with menr
oty !—but whatever their color, they, like the man himself, were all ative, mag-
netie, so very vilal and, exceedingly friendly, His presence was the cealiza-
tion of his many lelters.

A detail persists in my memory: when he mentioned home and family, he
did not speak of “Elva™ or of “my wife.” Instead, he used the old fashivned
mode, giving il grace #nd charm when he referred to “Mry, Hoar.™ He pro-
nounced the name in two syllables, with an ever so slight yet unmistakable
severance, “Ho-ar.” Far from stilted or formal, his cxpression was so nulural
that any other would have zeemed less than appropriate,

His voive, his enunciation sublly suggested that this lady rated somewhat
higher than other ladies. It was fascinaling to-heat the intonation, and catch
the lilt, the cadence, the affectionate savoring of the name he spoke. The most
fragile of nuances -yel, living with me, these more thaw thirty-five years. . . ..

My best guess is that KMFE was then nudging fifty. His vitality, sparkle, his
relishing of every shade of word and thought and experience, might have made
him seem yuunger than he actually was.

t have no recollection of our food and drink.

We snid nothing memorable, exeept for one phase, during which he told
us of a strange encounler, in Muine or Vermont. My wife and 1 wure deeply
impressed. I suggested that he had evchanged words with an Adept, a Master,
a Mahatma RME- aeither agreed, nar contradicted.

I can not reconstruet that simple, soher narrative, [ know only that the
mood and the feeling, rather than the details, and such impact that those mo-
menis are important in m¥ recollection of RME,

The following evening, we prowled Chinatown, | pointed oul the various
landmarks of our story: here was where Yut Li cut loose with his sawed off
shotgun-—-there was where beautiful Tien Yuk made her final, [atal play, to
suctifice herself anid warn Jim Grant of danger—

We put in a few hours at the Chinese opera then, back to the Place Hotel,
whete we took leave of RME.

Later, thal vear, be revised a New Orleans crime novelette which had be-
more unsalable each time | reworked it tis touch did 1t and we split the
check. Better yel, 1 had leamed a thing or two.

After some years of the most comradely keeping in touch with cach other,
we lost contacl, The yeurs raced along, bringing wars, disasters, fresh starly,
new directions. . . Writing from New Zealand, Thomas G.1.Cockeroft gave
me RMEs address, Yes, I'd lost it. May, 1963, 1 wrote, saying that I was driv-
ing to the east coast, and that I anticipated most eagerly having a few words
with him,

Mrs. Hoar answered for him, telling me that in 1951, Roger had a coronary
and that since then, his health had been fuiling. That untit 1960, he had prac-
ticed Taw, with a Milwaukee firm. That now he saw only members of the fam-
ily. This was the jolt, the slug! Sadly, [ read on:

Roger had missed both his Harvard, and his Harvard Law Schoot 50k ve-
unions. Une of theit grandsons was graduated from Annapolis, class of 62,
A younger prandson had appointments for both Annapolis and West Point, to
enter in 1963, The lad would probably choose the [urmer. Roger, she added,
was a retired Avmy colonel—this [ had never suspected! —whereas she came
from a long line of whaling captains.

Comes now a mish-mash of statements which I can not guarantes, RMF
had for some years been associated with Bueyrus-Enie. an Ohio Corporation
which manufactured heavy machinery. He had served in the Massachusetts
State legislature. He had an outstanding knowledge and experience in the
physical sciences,

Several years after getting Mrs. Hoar's gracious letter  she went 1o far more
trouble than my message mreited! - | learned that a Canadian fantasy fafcier
had learned from one in Great Britain, thal Ralph Milne Farley —Roger Sher-
man Hoar—had died. In lica of condolenrey, | uel down these lines of appre-
eiation, and my happy memories of long ago.

There is so much that [ do nol know of RMF, and an tittle that [ do know,
that, as one fan pointed ount, 1 really had nothing to write. This in 2 way is
entirely correet, Yel this [ must set forth!

That RMF was a good friend und 2 gond comrade during my eatdy profes
sionat years. 1 learned some things from him. The words we wrote and the
words we spoke lo each other are long gone but [ still recall the man, and
picture him, however time-blurred the image is. There is nuthing clear, today,
except that the few hours we spent, in 1935, remain alive and vivid, so that
detailt are immaterial. This persistence in my memaory, [ think, & somethin,
which speaks for itself, and tells what manner of man this, “R.M.F." was.

Such memoriey are the reward of my years,

To him who is moved to say thal there could really not be much substance
in ao few hours ol face to face association, [ offer these Chinese lines: Thix
kour can not return: a shred of time is worth a bar of gold.
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How Far Must a Man Go—to Feed a Pet?

i
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ANP THE

by A.E. van Vogt

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT E. JENNINGS

Mark Gray’s main pleasure in life was feeding rats to his pet python. He
kept the python in a blocked-off room in the old house in which he lived a-
lone. Fach mealtime, he would put the rat in a narrow tunnel he had rigged.
At the end of the tunnel was an opening. The rut, poing through the narrow
space into the bright room heyond, automaticully spring-locked a gate across
the opening.

It would then find itself in the room with the python, with no way of
(!.i-il':up(t.

Mark liked to listen to ils squeaks as it became aware of its danger, and
then he would hear its mad scurrying to escape the irresistible enemy. Some-
times, he watched the exeiting scene through a plate glass window, but he ac-
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tally peeferred the sound Lo the sight, vonjuring his own deleelabile tental
pictures, always from the viewpuint of the python.

During World War 1, the U.P.A. forgol to pul a ceiling pries on rats. The
atching of rats got nu special priority. Rat catchers were drealted into the
armed forees as peadily ux the other people. The supply of rats grew less, Mark
was soon reduced Lo vatching his own rats: bt he had to worh fora living in
the ever leaner times of war, so thal there were periods of time when e
pythun was fed infrequently,

Then one day Mark, ever searching, glimpsed some white tals thraugh a
window of an old commercial style bilding. He peered in cageely, and though
the room was dimly lighted with war-time ceplalion bulbs, he was able (o
meke out that it was & large room with haodeeds of eages in it and that earh
of the cages contained rats. _

He made it Lo the Troml of the building at a dead mn. I pansing to calrh
hia breath, he noticed the words vn the door: CARRON LABORATORIES,
Resratch,

He found himsell presently in & dim hallway of Insiness uffiee, Beeanse
weryhody was clearly working twice as hard fserause of the war, il lonk a
fittle while to atiract the sttention of one of the women employees; and there
were other delays such as jusL sitting and waiting white it seemed an il he was
the forgotten man. Tint after all those minutes, e was finally led into the
office of a amall, light-faced man, who was introduced ax Eric Plode, and whao
Tislened tu his request and the reason for it.

When Murk dewcribed his poor, starving python, the small man lavghed o
sudden, explosive laughter. Bul his eyes tenained cold. Moments later, he
curtly rejected the reguest.

Whereupon, he made a peesonal thing out of it “And don't get wny ideas,”
he snarled. “Stay away from our rite, 1 we catch you filrhing around here,
well have the law on you ™

Until those words were spoken, Mark hadn 't really thonght about hecom-
ing & rat-stealing eriminal. Excepl Tor lis peculiar lave for his python. he was
¢ law-abiding, Lax-paying nobody.

As Mark wa leaving. Plode hastily sent a man to [ollow him. Theén, snailing

imly, he walked into an office that had printed on the door: TENRY
E\RRUN. Private.

“Well, Hank,™ he said gaily, 7 think we've gol one subjret.”

Carron said, “This had better he good, since we can’L even get prisoners of
war sssiggieed us for the job.™

The semark made Mode [rown a littie, He had o tendeney toward ironic
thoughts, unil he had often thought recently, “Good God. thee're going to
use the process on millone of the unsuspecting enemy alter we gel it tested,
but they won’l give us & G.IL so-amnd-s0 o try i out on beeause of some kind
of prisoner of war convention.”

Aloud, he said smugly, "1 suppose by a stretch of the imagination you
coulil call hign human.”

“That bad?™

Mode deseribed Vack and his hobhy, finished, 1 suppose it’s a maltter of
point of view. But | won’t feel any guilt, particularly if he snenks over tonight
amd with erimimal inteal tries Lo steal some of our rats,” He grinned mirth-
lesdy. “Can you think of anviliog lower than a rat slealer?”

Lenry Carron hesilated, bul only for moments. Millions uf people were
dead and dying, and o test absolutely had o be made on a tuman being, Be-
cause if something wint wrong on the hattleficld, the eifect of surprise might
B¢ lost with who knew whal repercussions.

“One thing sure,” he nodded, “there’ll be no evidenee against we, So po
ahead.”

I seemed Lo Mark, as he catne stealthily back that night, that these people
with their thousands of eats would never miss the equivalent of one rat a week
or s 1l was expecially pleased when he diseovered that the window was un-
locked, and Uhal the menageric was umgnarded. No doubt, he thought good
nmoredly, bahy sitlees for rats were in scaree supply because of war-time
worker shortage.

The next dav, be thrified again to the familiar sound of & rat syueaking in
feur of the pythion. Towards evening, his phone rang, 1L was Frie Plode,

I waened you, ™ saidd the amall man in a vicious tone. “Now, you must piy
the penalty. ™

Plode felt better for having issueid the warning, “Be it on bis own soul,” he
aid sanelimoniously, Vit he’s there.™

Mark hung up, contemptuous. Let them try Lo prove anything.

In his slewp that night, he seemed Lo be suffocating, Ile woke up, and he
was rot fying on his bed bul instead was on 8 hard finor. He groped for the
light switch but could not fimd it. There was & bright eectange of light aboat
twenty feet away. e headed for it

Urash! A gate slammed shol hehind him as he emerged.

FHle was in a vast room, farger than anything he hadt ever seen. Yot i was
vaguely fumiliar, Exeept for its size it resemhled the room in which he kept
hi= python.

i the flaor in front of him, an object that lu had nvticed und regerded w
some sart of a leathery rug thicker than he was tall, stirred, and moved Lloward
him.

Realization came suddenly. horrendonsly.

He was the size of a rat, This was the python slithering across the floor
with distended jaws.

Mad syuealing as Mark Gray ex perivnced the uitimate thrill of the slrange
nwethod by whieh he had enjoyed life for so many years . . . Experienced it
Lhin one and only time (rom the viewpoint of Lhe rat.
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BRUCE by Saliitha Grey

Unce upon & time, dragon-killing was the biggest sport
in England, But the dragons, who weren't very hot for fun
and games, declded things were getting out of hand and
emigrated. Some just flew across the English Channel
(whereupon the French took up the great British pas-
titne}. A few went to Argentina, A large group went to
America, which hadn’t been discovered yet and was rela-
tlvely free of freaks jn tin cans on horses with lances and
all that. But most of the dragons settled in parts of
Eurepe. One of these dragony was named Bruce.

Now Bruce wag sick of all the other dragons kidding
him about his name, 50 he set out on his owmn. Quite by
accident, he wound up in Transylvanla. Sinee the peas-
ants were plump and other dragons apparently avoided
the pluce, Bruce was fat and happy for about a month—
untll the first full moon.

Diragons, you sece, ave sensible and follow the habits of
the people who feed them, so Bruee worked In the daytime
and glept at night. He was understandably annoyed when
he wag awakened on the night of the full moon by a loud
howl from near the entrance of his cave and he grumbled
88 he peered ont. There sat & wolf In peasant’s clothing,

Bruce blinked, but the wolf was still there. %o like a
true dragon, Bruce let out a good fiery helch. Now, the
peasants in Transylvania are inclined to be garlicky, and
Bruce had snacked late that night, so the wolf was over-
powered by his breath and burned to death. But all Bruce
saw was a charred peasant, and he resolved to consult an
eye-doctor.

Just then s huge bat flew inte the cave, perched on
Bruce's back and bit hlm on the neck.

Bruce turned his head with a great roar and glimpsed
& pallid man in a cloak gnawing his neck. At that, Bruce = ; ) : ;
panicked. Freaks in tin eans were bad enough, but cloaked s P L h
men who bit dragons were too much. He shook loose his X
agitator and flew off, back to the dragon celony In Stock-
hoim.

“Boys,” he said as he arrived. “Guess who dropped In
on me tonight!”
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EMBARKATION OF EVIL
by W. 8, Cobun Jr.

The blanket of fog lay thick and strangling on the har-
bor, Robed in the swirling vapor, the dark figure drew
closer to the anclent ship that seemed suspended between
the dank billowing shrouds. He leaped sllently onto the
deck of the vessel and stole nolselessly into the forward
held hatchway,

The agent did his job well, The large boxes were stowed
in even rows, readily accessable. His effilency would never
be proclaimed, however, for even now hls cooling, bloodless
body awaited day and discovery in the dingy office. The
Baron exulted as he lay down on the mouldering earth in
the first box and lowered the heavy lid. Snon he would
be in reach of the more heavily populated areas of Europe.
This time there would be no mistake.

At what he guessed to be midnight or close to it, he
heard heavy boots walking the deck above. The captain




returning, no doubt. As the tide once again reached flood,
the creaklng of block and tackle and ratile of chain indi-
cated the ship was leaving its Black Sea port.

After a timme, in the black wooden confines of his vam-~
pitic refuge, the Baron once again sensed the approaching
night. Catlike stealth carried him through the blackness
of the hold onto the spray blown deck. Past several still
figures gazing intently out on the dark sea he crept until
at last he came up behind the helmsman, The bloodlust
was strong. The Baron leaped feroclously at the broad
back of the sailor, only to crash heavily into the great
whee), Amazed he realited be had passed completely
through the man.

A low chuckle made the maddened vampire whirl flercely
to face a large man in archelc salling dress. " “Welcome,
Meinheer. I see that you and I serve the same Master,
I am Captaln Van der Decken and the shlp you have
entered upon. ... Meinheer, have you ever heard of Der
Fiiegends Hollander?”

SMOKE by Leo Tifton

In s ¢ave at the edge of the Desert of Salt Tears there
dwelt a seer of such fame and sccompllshment that many
knew his name though they llved far beyond the desert's
borders. And to the seer’s dwelling place there came
daily, pilgrims whom he turned away, having vowed never
again to tell the future for any man.

One day there came to him & young mean In the ralment
of B desert warrfor but the seer knew him for a king and
s man of great bravery. “Turn Ine not away,” sald the
king.

“¥For years, O King, I have turned away every man who
sought me.” His volce was solemn and quiet, yet as
commanding as the thunder of the dlstant seas upon rocks.

“Do you so easlly pierce my disgulise?” shouted the king.
“You are indeed a prophet. I am determined that you
should tell my fortune now, more than ever.”

The seer gazed upon the man and knew how great he
was, a compasslonate man of much wlsdom who could lead
a people to prosperity and peace. But in his soft voice
the seer sald, “I have ceased to tell men the future. Even
kings."

“But I must know,” protested the king. And each time
the seer refused him, the king asked again and agaln until
far in the night when the seer realized he could not sway
the king.

80 the seer gathered kindling and built a fire of prophecy
that in itz smoke he might see thls young king’s future.
And the smoke grew thick and blank so that within it
there took shape the phantom form of the city of the king
and the king himself, still ¥oung, no more then a menth
of daye older, And the smoke showed the army of the
king and the armies of his enemles. And the arvmies of
his enemies pounded at the walls of the clty, vver sweeping
it, slaying the soldiers of the city and, et last, the young
and valiant king.

The seer stared at the rising smoke and thought of
others who had come to ask him of the future, He re-
called the vow he had made and the reasons for the vow.

Looking up at the king he sald, “I see & destiny of
greatness and a relgn of greatness and plenty, of pros-
perity and peace over a happy and blessed people.”

And the king heard and, satisfled, he left. So for &
long time the seer sat in his cave ag the flre died and the
stoke drifted away. And when it was gone, he ralsed his
voice and cried out s great curse agalnst the darkness of

the night.
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In a chaotic region left over from the realm of the demons who held
. sway before the coming of man's gods, Cromek found the Tower-
and a sorcerer who used h;m like chattel for his magic,

by David A English

ILLUSTRATIONS BY STEVE FRITZ

T he cries of his pursuers, deprived by distance of all humanity, drifted
up the mountaingide, Like the baying of hounds, Oh, very like. For
the time being he crouched in the sparse concealment of a narrow copse
and watclhed Laxil’s mamelukes wander aimlesaly over the lower slope.

Cromek was not encouraged. They would pick up his trail before
long. And soon it would be their strength against his—and they were
many ...

Maybe this would teach him better to avoid the snares of women, he
reflected bitterly, Although it was a litttle late *3 be making maxims
for future gunidance, The mystery-priests, most likely, had all the
maxims he was going to need.

He only hoped Laxil would deal as sternly with hia deceitful con-
cubine. Small chance of that, though, She was wonderfully sly and had
probably already persuaded the old fool that Cromek had led her
agiray. Cromek laughed, not pleasantly.

As he watched, the horsemen gathered into a tight squadron onee
more, Having picked up his trail, they rode into the pass.

Cromek sbruptly brought his thoughts back to the present. He
quickly determined on a final sleight to gain time.

Slapping the flank of his weary steed, he sent the animal galloping
down the main trail, When Laxil's men emerged from the pass, the
horse would be out of sight. Perhapa they would follow the false trace
for a while. He doubted it.

With hope or without it, Cromek ran to the mouth of a raw-edged




cleft that split the side of the looming cliff. Even if it led nowbere, at
least it waa narrow and would be an advantageous place to stand and
sell his lfe dearly.

He proceeded cautiously up the slide of scree that formed a kind of
floor to the cleft. The debris was treacherously loose, and he did not
want to start a rock-slide that would persiat after his pessing and
betray him.

A change in the quality of his pursner's voices warned him that they
had emerged from the pass. He cursed. He could not reach the upper
end of the cleft beforc they came abreast of its lower opening and were
in a position to obscrve him.

In the seconds that remained, he wedged himself into s narrow
fissure, It did not completely concesl his big body, but he hoped the
breken shadows would distort his outline enough so he would not be
noticed,

Cromek looked around, surveying the possibilities, which were few
enough. At the upper opening of the cluit, half embedded. in broken
rocks and gravel, stocd w great boulder. He decided that he wanted
that boulder al hiz back if lie must stand and fight. If they succumbed
to his trick, however, lie would try lo lose himself jn the mountains.
Tliat was all he had in the way of plans.

Damn Lexil's worr-n—
Down below, Cromek’'s pursuers wheeled and milled. Anxiously, their

quarry peercd and cocked his ear, trying to discern their intentions.
Their voices reached him Joud but incomprchensible, confused by echoes
and the singing of the blood in biz cars.

He could not tell what decided them. Perbaps his horse, with mis-
guided loyalty, had returned along the trail, Or some sleuth, too wily
by half, had noticed that the hoofprints were mot those of an animal

bearing a man's weight.
Whatever it was, his pursuers suddenly dismounted and began to

climb the parrow path.

Cromek broke from his covert and scrambled toward the boulder, the
goal he had set himself. Facing Laxil's dozen was no pleasant prospect
under sny circumstances, but braced against that stout backstop he
would make a moiety of them bleed before they reaped his head to
gratify Laxil's stupid jeslousy.

When he attained the boulder, he turned to look back. They had come
about half-way. But now their steps were slowing.

They saw the advantage he enjoyed, such as it was. And each one
privately wes beginning to fear that he might not be among those who
went back te receive Laxil's praise. The purauit was turning into one
of those ludicrous races where the prise goes to the loser.

In his impatience with its slow approach, Cromek turned from the
creeping doom below him. In the shadowy valley on the other side of
the ridge, he saw age-blackened ruins of wall that poked up through
the brown, hummocky grass, and & stark tower which, even to his lenging
gnse, Jooked wicked and menseing.

And even this dismal prospect, gods had decreed, he was not to
atiain, No need even to think of the broad, blue vistas of plains beyond
that, or the snow-covered peaks of the farther reaches of the mountsin
range. These were landa of escape, lands of freedom and never-dying;
Iands, if that must be, which he would never enter....

He turned to the on-coming swordsmen of Laxil and drew his sword.
He shook it at them and whirled it about his head in the high sunlight
until it was as a glory around him. He raved at them and cursed them,
ealling down bloody death for those who fell under its glancing besms.

Slowly and mere slowly still they came on. And Cromek grew even
more furious that he should get his bane from such nidderings. Through
mere numhers they would overcome him, and what renown could they
expect from that?

In the end it was not cunning or valor or might in battle that saved
him. It wes sheer rage and despsir that finally inspired him, a will to
survive that was ravening and mad in its intensity.

No man in his right sense would have attempted what he did. No
one lacking a Junatic’s demon-given strength would have sycceeded.

In all the region around him there was only one missile sufficient for
his blazing westh. The boulder itself, the landmark on which he had
fiyst fined hia eye from far below.

At first he grappled with it face to face, as one who would heave it
up sbove his head and hutl it down. He was as crasy as that with rage!
But even Cromek's mighty back was not adequate for that heroic feat.

But he felt it wobble! He felt it move!

It rocked—as a loose tooth might twist in its socket.

As by a levin-bolt of revelation, vistas of possibility were illuminated
for him. They spread out like those regions of freedom he had a
gwment before bebeld. Men experiencing far less in the way of {llumina-
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tion have claimed unmediated converse with the gods.

Cromek leaped to the oppasite side of the boulder and set his back
against it. He dug in his heels and heaved,

Muscles of back and legs knotted like ship’s cables uander his coppery
skin, The veins lay like tangled rapes on his brow and aweat alicked
his straight, black hair te gleaming rat-tails.

The bones of hin hack crackled audibly.

One more effort—only one more . .. and then another.

"By the gods,” he croaked, "'it moves—it gives—way-—"

Nearly blind and numb with the titanic expense of strength, he hardly
knew what progress he made—if any at all. The air seemed suffused
with murky redness, or did the very veins of his eye-stones lesk under
the pressure?

Then there was a sudden great rending like the bursting of his vitals.
He thought the effort had been too much, had killed him: for in void and
emptiness he floated, permeated with unendurable ecstasy.

The return of his spirit found him stretched on his back under a
night sky throbbing with monstrous stara. Thunder and squealing filled
his cars, which might liave been the tombling of the boulder and the
dying of Laxil’s men ... or only ghosts of his disordered senses.

Slowly the blackness leaked out of the sky. The monatrous stars faded.

Cromek, staggering a . little, descended to the shambles. Broken
bodies sprawled about like pieces of a chess game that had ended in a
fit of lemper. The boulder, horribly smeared, choked the narrow
entrance of the cleft.

It was grisly work rummaging ameng the mashed company. Never
theless, he would need provisions for his journey. And he thought it
fitting that Laxil should render up the parting gift he had so oafishly
forgotten, Cromek was far too familiar with the red fruit of battle to
let superstitious dread siay him.

But something very like terror lunged in his guts when s voice nearby
moaned out:

“Cromek . . . atrange one. .. hated of the gods ... you will die...."

In a moment he regained his composure.

“How ia this?"' he asked "You still live? But not for long, I think.”

How did the crumpled thing on the ground draw breath for speech?
Its skull was soft and pulpy, a single great bruise, and the tormented
eyen stared divergently from puffed slits,

“You will not out-live me long,”" the thing panted, each word a pink
bubble bursting. ‘‘You dare not return the way you came, and beyond
the ridge lies the valley of the sorcerer Morophls, and the belleat
Uathacht.” .

"Be quiet, man,” Cromek growled, “Get your dying done.

“T will be silent long enough. You will pay for my death. You will
puffer worse than 1. Evil dwells in that valley, in that tower. Terrible
evil Monstrous forms and hellish tortures long drawn out. Ugly, ugly.
Vile transformations of body and spirit. Things hideously awry. You will
suffcr it all, You will pay for my death, You will—will—"

The pain of hig massive injuries overwhelmed him suddenly. His
voice dissolved in blubbering.

“Now slay me, Cromek! Quickly!"

Cromek bit his lip, then picked up the man's sword and struek off
his head.

Little enough had Cromek liked the valley on first seeing it from
sbove. He liked it still less as ita ugly slopes rose above his head. The
threats of & man half s corpse did not make it more attractive.

Almost willfully, crawling weeds impeded him. The tough, tangled
gtalka elung to his ankles with a kind of lechery.

Even the rocks and pebbles had a kind of inherent wrongneas. They
seemed nat to have sprung from any normal processes of weathering
and flaking. They might have been formed in some jong-gone age when
even the powers of aiv and frost were different. They resembled the
broken forms of dreams, the haunting shapes of delirium,

Of this sick stone were built the ruined walla that rose like the backs
of snakes out of the long, yellaw grass.

The alr grew cold as he went lower. The sun hid behind th‘e mmm_wn
range and let the valley sink in gloomy twilight. A clammy mist distilled
itself from the heavy air to freight the landseape with dire ambiguity.

He didn't like it, walking blind into that suspicious terrain. In the
sudden fog he could hardly make out the cruel tower that struck Hke
a figt from a grave at the dismatl sky, ‘

Cromek unshesthed his sword. The weapon gave him no reassurance.
It cut casily through the fog-phsntoms that crowded close upon him—
too easily to have any effect.

He pli.ferred ﬁghtying something which, when cut,_atayed cut.

Necarby, pebbles rattled on the path. But the mist was too thick;
he could not see the spot where his eara placed the disturbance.
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Which way was he going now? Which way out of this valley of night-
mare? The flthy chill of the malefic fog penetrated his bones, causing
a dolor like the remembrance of mortality. ... What was that? Some-
thing panted close by,

“"Whe is it} he challenged. '‘Man or devil, come no nearer—"'

Squealing laughter. He heard the slithering movement of many
bodéea, supple as rats.

omething big and black fluttered past him and its stink
brushed his face. On its second pass he was ready for it mdii‘tgruzni‘t
out of the air with his sword.

Softly throbbing it lay at his feet, At first Cromek thought it waa
& man with a dark cloak crumpled about him, But the cloak was actually
part of the creature, a leathery membrane that made ita longer-than-
kuman arms into the winga of a bat. Its face also was a bat's, a blont
anout; but there was human intelligence dying in its tiny red eyes,

He saw then that the valley was no natural place. It was part of the
old domsin—a chaotic region left over from the confused realm of the
demons who held sway before the coming of man's gods.

i The mist parted a little to reveal the terrible form that Ioomed over
im,

Well, now he knew, He had been driven here by the soft threatening
and prodding of shapes in the darkncss—herded ]{ke a sheep by phan-
tom dogs. The tower hung over him.

The deer swung open. A figure slood outlined agsinst the green
deaéying glare from within. !

romek saw no advantage in flight. Nor was it to hin lik
hunted down in the crawling fog, hounded by stinking bata. g fobe

Sword raised, he charged.

Light exploded in his face, a fierce glare that drove like cold iron
through the portals of his eyes, deep into his brain, fooding it: and alf
sense, all impression rushed away from him...away...away. ..

For the second time in too brief an interval, Cromek had to drag
together his scattered senses, At first only cool touches and confuged
sounds reached him in the humming void.

Then a pale oval framed in darkness moved across i
veil that hung before his eyes. salvesingient
th'li; mnvedf hisbha.rl:}d tl;;aug’h the veil. Strangely, it felt like many

icknesses of cobwehs, But that was only the tingling i
The redness eleared. 4 Blog Iy e Sngers:

An avid face moved back from his, hung over him,

“You sre awake,” her husky voice informed him. *You are indeed
strong—to recover so quickly.”

Cromek, too sick to care, regarded lLier. He saw no need to sct nntil
he had better appraised the situation. He did not doubt it was bad,
filthy bad.

“You are very self-possessed, sren't you?" the woman said. '‘You
stir not, neither de you question me. You would press the burden of
speech on me, ia that it, dear Cromek " 3

She laughed, lightly but not sweetly.

*You are surprised? But I know raany things about you, not just
your name. Am I not Usthacht?”

“Are you?" he said, and that made her laugh.

He knew that she was. A man more than half a corpae had promised
him thiz meeting—and worse.

Tall and well-shapen, that was the fashion of her, and smooth of skin,
which was like the snaw drifted against a gravestone. Her hair was
biack and fragrant as the smoke of herbs that burn on = demon’s altar.
But her eyes: he was reminded of those nameless gems, dusky and
teanslucent, employed by desert tribesmen in their malignant rites.

For all her comeliness, Cromek disliked her. The gase she bent upon
him was avid, too hungry to bode well. And he had heard ill rumors
of her.

When he apoke it was more for relicf of the discomfort he felt in
her gase than for desire of conversation with her.

“You have an ugly way of greeting wayfarers. It waa not my
intention to intrude, and had you not stricken me I would have passed
quickly,” :

Uathacht bared small, white teeth. Perhaps she meant to smile,
but there waa no kindness in it.

*That would not have plemsed me, Cromek,” she purred. “But if
the choice had been mine, a softer way would have been found of gaining
your company.”

“Then...there are others here?”

“One other. Now hush—he comes.”

She pressed him hack on the couch and closed his eyes with & past
of ber pale, cold fingers.

The door opened with & soft hise,







“Has he awakened?"

“Not yet, Morophla.”

“Thal is as you say,” he sneered, 1 know your ways, lady.”

When the man called Morophla laughed, it was not an expression of
mirth, If he had mirth, it wus thin and oruel a3 a blade, and he kept it
within for his owm pleasure. His laughler served only to indicate con-
tempt for the one he addressed. A sharp cxpulsion of breath throngh
his nustrils sufficed,

“Let him feign unconseiousness all he likes——crudely though he does
it. But let him plainly understand that T can at will make the fiction
a fact.”

Uathacht said, "I see that my brother is pleased to liave another on
whom to hone his sharp tongue. Open vour cyes, Cromek. Gaze on the
author of your discernfort.”

Cromek did ns he was bidden, not gracefully. Tlis smouldering glance
engaged with that of the tall neweomer,

iz eyes, Almost, Cromek’s fell hefore them, A plenum, paradoxically,
of emptiness harbared there. Cromek had seen their like only once
hefore, in the eyes of a moon-priest of Ishth, who claimed to have
shared that spherc’'s monthly decline into non-being, Morophla, toe,
had eyes that hind been scoured by the obsecie mysteries of the Void.

Warily, Cromek rose from his pallet. Tn a low erouch, like a wrestler
stalking his adversary, he eased forward. He advanced dubiously, for
he suspected the olher’s powers, But at least he would take their
measure.

“Stop, Cromek,” Uathacht said. “You cannot overcome him."'

Morophla smiled sourly. "' know you regret that, lady. But he will
not helieve you—"

Cromek's huge hand shot out. He intended to tangle it in the black
locks of the wizard's beard and haul him off balance,

He did not do that. His hand, extended {o the length of his arm,
closed on air several inehes before the wizard's face. But the man had
not maved at all!

Cromek jerked back from Lis unbalanced position. He had seen
s comrade, 8 swordsman who had lost an eye, make similar errors.
His own eycs reemed all righl, although he was suddenly aware of an
obscure malaise somewhere behind them. And yet, when he grabbed he
was aceustomed to getting—

Desperately, he lunged straight at his oppoenent, forgetting all
caution, with his arms flung wide.

The lunge prelonged itself as in a nightmare, but he got no closer
ta the mocking form. Just in time, Cromek pulled up, barely avoiding
a stuoping collision with the wall.

Uathacht canght his hand. “Stop it!
tormanting you?"

“The room is-—twisted, is that it?" hesgrowled,

“You know a great deal,’” she marvelled, “"But, no, this is not one
uf those illusion chambers in which the mystery priests befool the
initisted. Morophla tangles your seeing with his magie.”

Marophla lsughed, seeming (o expel a bit of lint from bis nostrilz,
and said, "Whilr vou are explaining matters to your dear freind, why
no tell him what ured we have of him?”

He added bitlerly, “He must already divine yours.”

Uathacht's eyes glittered with pain and anger. Cromck atill did
not like their craszy intensity, but he scenscd that in her lay his only
hope. He pressed her hand confidundially before he starled again
towards her brother,

“Again? Amusing s your antics are—"'

Cromek could not properly hear what be then utiered. Guttural and
gibilant at once, the stange syllnbies were inslunlly swallowed up in
the rattling and chuckling of their own echo.

Instead of dying away, the echo mounted to an car-shaltering inten-
sity, Cromek was envelaped by a formless, erushing pressure. The
syllsbles themselves seemed to take substance and beat like the sea
against him. He was borne back against the wall and held there.

“He is strong, Usthacht,” the wizard commented. "'T cen feel the
force he exerts against the words of power. There must be good bleod
in him,”

Uathacht began haughtily, “Your thoughts flow always in one chan-
nel—" Rut her voice broke and she grew pale.

“It is well that it ders—for both of us. You would not be half so
Lckerish, lady, did [ not strive to keep the pens filled. What would
you be? Nut white wanton flesh and rouuded limbs of lust, no—"

“Hold your longue!”

She turned from lim, hands at ears; eyes wide with fright and pale
lips that trembled. . ‘

“Bones and dust in some dry tomb!" raged Morophla. “That is all
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we are, dear sister—aave that I pustain us with my science. What good
then your juices and your heated belly?”

Uathacht cringed under his words, then blubbered outright. With a
howl, she fled the chamber.

Morophla turned to his captive., His strange eyes flashed.

"'She hankers for you, man. It's been ages since she's bad a atrange
man to her, So it galls her you should know that her plump flesh, which
I doubt not she hae shaken in your face, rearce belongs to her at all,™
; Cromek gazed at him hlankly. The wisard flicked him asharply en
the ear.

“Don't play st being stupid. Yau are not intetligent enough for it.
You must know Lhat the life in us, unnaturally prolonged, is but the
stolen life of others”

"“You are vampires!”

Morophla expelled, perhaps, an in-turning beard halr; he said:
“"There iz an analogy, yes. But ours is not such a simple case. I prefer
not te acquire, in the manner prescribed by legend, the vampire's sbility
to assimilate straightaway his victim's red life. Not at the price of
assuming his limitations,

“No; I choose the more complicated method my science teaches me,
although it needs red lakes of human life and innumerable complex
operations. There are incubations and putrefactions and distillations;
rare extracts to be divided out during the relevant phases of the moon.
Elusive essences must be exposed, prior to re-comhbination, under various
conditions to the steeamings of certain pameleas stars.

*'Thus is prepared an amber elixir which has preserved our lives
through such intcrminable ages that men leresbouts believe there has
never hecn a time when we did not inhabit this lonesome tower.”

Cromek shuddered. Mere vampirism had been homely by comparison.

“And that is why you must needs waylay travellers, ..."

“Not exactly, my friend. Vast dungeons scooped out of the rock
beneath this tower contain a population ample for my needs.”

“Then what vuse am I te you!?™

“Nathing so terrible as you might imagine. Lately-—an time in seen
by us—I lave naticed that my herd grows feeble and snedie, the
result of excessive in-breeding, Their bleod has become aswatery and
degenerate as that of the ruling family of ancient Merula.”

Merophla smiled tenderly at Cromek. “'Well, in such event the effete
aristocrat secks an alliance with a younger, more vigorous house. .. and
the cattle-breeder acquires .. a stud animal. , ..

"Yes—yes ... I frel you struggling against the spell. What atrength !
What vigoer!”

When the wizard said come, Cromek went. Something invisible,
irapalpable except when he saught Lo resist it, moved him this way, that
way, wherever Morophla wished.

Morophla tock him through tapestried corridors and down winding
flights of stone stairs. Onee he saw Unthacht's paie, sick face peering from
behind an arras. The wizard did not notice, or so pretended.

Saon they entered winding tunnels under the tower, where they
frequently encountered the bat-things that had attacked Cromek in the
fog. With a cringing respecl that was nine parts fear, the creatures
made way for the wizard and his captive.

“1 call them Afterlings,” said Morophla, "because they spring from
a later creation Lhan that first apawning of men and demons that pop-
nlate onr sphere. Mere trifles that 1 dashed together to do my bidding,
from mine cxerements as it were.”

“It makes me wonder why you are at such pains to prolong an
existence conducted amang filth and vileness,” said Cromek.

“Indeed? You would get on well with my sister. It would be a
meeting of minds, such as they are. It is her incessant plaint that our
establishment is gloomy and not conducive to delight. She would have
me, by magic, conjure here some oriental court for her to queen it over,
replete with her personal harem of lusty. .. Cromeks, I doubt not, Not
for her the joy of knowledge and wirdom that need never perish, the
solemn delight of a mind able to graw through endless ages beyond the
limite that mortality imposes . . . well, a thousand years of my lecturing
have not sufficed to chahge her; she remaina what she always wsa.”

“You are s greast magician,” sneered Cromek, "'but are a great
coward, Your dread of death is measured hy the acope of your sorcery.
If you delight in your mind so much, why not die and be free of the
flesh altogether? Why nat be mind only?”’

The wizard dismissed that with a sniff, '‘Surely you are not ona
of those who imagine that we persist s airy confections in a shadowy
realm beyond death? Mind, sir, is but a certain form imposed upon
matter. Although this form or patlern can be projected forth from
its material basis, a8 when in certain dreams of which I sm capable I
wander among the beings of other stars and spheres in scarch of wis-



dom, it must always retin its connection, however tenuous, with the flesh
that harbors it. For if the flesh perishes, like a flower torn from the
s0il, 50 does the mind, When a man dies, he becomes nothing—forever!”

Cromek shivered. He would have stood atill and marvelled but for
the compulsion that was on him, Death and non-being: it was a gulf
that yawned at his feet, drawing him as much az it repelied him,

“Nothing is left when the meat dies and begins to rot?”

Moreplila smiled, “No, barbarian, it is not, The motion of mind apart
from flesh is but a delusion' that our languages impose upon us. As
are most of the questions that philosophers debate age after age.

“And yet,”" the sorcerer mused, 'if my mind be but & rertain form
or image wrought in the matter of my flesh, might it not be reproduced
in some more durable material? None of the strange beings whom I
have visited out nmong the stars knows this secret, true. But who knows?
I bhave not journeved far in my search for wisdom--and the universe is
vant. .., "

Morophla fell silent, lost in, musings, snd let Cromek pussle over
his specch, It all sounded like clown's patter to the fighting man, like
words used to mock the pattern and flow of language but convey no
meaning at all,

Abeuptly they entered s great, vaulted chamber at the end of the
tunnel. Cromek found himaelf on a narrow lip of rock that overlooked
s gloomy pit.

In the murk down there he saw pale figures moving. White bodies
clustered like knots of wormp. He shuddered and drew back aa far as
the crowding power would permit.

Morophla took down a torch from the wall. Vacuous faces, flabby
and indefinite of conlour, lifted to follow its slow are,

“"Regard your zcnana, Cromek."

Thetr huge vyes blinked repeatedly at the unaceustomed light, unable
to lurn away. But when the sercerer withdrew the torch, all intereat
mbsided. The listless wmilling resumed, as if with the fading of the
faint memory trace left by the light. A squeaking chattering fight broke
out, and a pair of man-hats, sworping lo-, drove the quarrellers apart.
Once separated, they quickly forgot one another and their contention.

“"You will grow used to the darlings, Cromek.”

Without much confidence, Cromek gaid, “Whatever your wizardry,
you will find there are some things in which man’s cooperation can-
not be compelled.”

Morophla snickered.

He had reason to laugh bis dirty laugh,

The days that followed became a series of nightmares, or one long
nightmare interrupted by sleep. And sleep itself was no respite, only
the supcrfctalion of nightmare upon nightmare, The events and images
of wakefulness were then reduced to rubbish and built inte crazy tawers
that tottered, erumbled and fell.

For the wizard was entirely adequate to deal with his captive's
reluctance, There was & demon of lust that dwelt in s crusted stone
jar, end when Morophla poured it forth, straight it flew to Cromek’s
fesh. It did him on like a closk, and Cromek, released from his cage
under the control of some smoky demon, descended inte the pit to join
the mating-dance af the pale herd, The fife wailed and the drum rattled,
and he knew their cold flesh,

Stung out of sleep by some recollected horror, he awoke in his cell.
Or had some nirange sound penetrated and burst his sleep? Was some-
one near? “It isn't time yei,”" he protested. But he could not know
that; time in that place was determined entirely by alternating abomina-
tions. Fle stecled himself, knowing it was useless, sgainst the demon's
invasion.

It did not come.

Nor did he hear the fife, prepering the herd for the descent of the
god of its sabbat. .

A husky voice whispered, “Are you aleeping, Cromek? "

“How cate you here?” he snarled. ''T did not hesr the gate.

Uathacht laughed. ‘“Then I must not be here at all. For I could”not
pass through the strong bars that cage you, my magnificent animal.

He hurled himself off the pallet and drove his fist at her taunting
moubh. Then huwled with rage and pain. His hand felt broken,

"Nay, be carcful!’” she cried. “'Tt is only a gending. You cannot
touch me, for I am far from here,”

Crotek cursed her, a round soldierly oration full of foctras and
strange gods. .

She said softly, 'Do not curse me, dearest. I wish that 1 could bring
you...sll of me, not just my voice and secming. For I think I love

ou, Cromek.”
7 "'You are strange people, you and your b};olhﬁr. Your bospitality la
strange, but your love is most strange indeed,

‘*Oh, please; it is not well thal you are used thus, wasted I should
#ay, on those who arc incapable of appreciating you, But you know the
strength of my brother's magic. I have a little sorcery, but it is a
pitiful thing compared with his.”

He studied her image for a moment. It was only her likeness that
ttood before him after nll. Her figure, on close examination, seemed
flzt and followed the contour of the rugged wall, like & painted image
that somehow maved and spoke,

When he answered her, he spoke craftily: “Well .., if you had no
part in my loathesome captivity, I will admit I grew an all teo
hastily. You are too fair for me to find it easy to hate you,’

Her face went soft and vacuous at this flattery. There might be
hope yet....

"Bnt what good is any understanding we might come to?" he ssked
bitterly. “‘Your sending is not yourself, and we can have little joy of
such nssignations as this.™

Suspicion shadowed her eycs, but Cromek smiled inwardly, He did
not fear that she wouid divine his true motive! no, not if her magle
were thrice a5 great. As Morophts said, she was lickerish, and her
headlong infatuation would sweep aside all misgivings.

“And is it for the great love you bear me that you ask this? Or
would you merely use me to gain your frcedom, then shendon me to my
brother's wrath?”

"I admit that I like not this subterranean life,” he replied, nor Ite
pale, cold companions.” He east her as moony a glance as he ¢
contrive. "‘But one of the kindest memories I have from the world of
sunlight is of the touch of your hand.”

While he hated himself somewhat, she mused: “What you suggest
is mot impossible . .. Morophla's magic is not impregnable ... His sor-
cery could be used as well by another.,..™

“"Can I rely upon you in this, my ladg? After all, he is your brother
and—"

A masterful move, he congratulated himself: to shift the burden of
proving good faith to her!

*'What good ia that to me?"" she spat. "'I have no love for him, for
he is insanely jealous und thwarts me always. Nor is it meet that a
man shonld use his sister in that fashion—'"

Cromek's skin crawled at the implication. Too slowly, he recomposed
hia features, for she read the horror in his look.

It is not at all as you think!” she stammered. ‘‘Let me gonow ... T
must think on this...it will take time to prepare the spell. But do
T dare? Do I darei”

Her image tippled likc a reflection on water; then the sending was

.

In the days that followed he underwent alternations of hope and
despair. Had his unwelcome insight into her odd way of life cauned
her to repent her resolve to ald him? Indeed, had she ever had any
guch notion? And waa there anything she could do? Againet the might
of Morophla's sorceryl?
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Meanwhile, the monotonous horror of his existence proceeded in lta
accustomed channels. At intervals that made no sense to him, the lusty
demon entered into himn and he went to enact the vile sabbat.

But not really he, for ke was only a small sereaming thing, an an-
guished shread of consciousness, thrust far back into scme cranny of
the brain. He was only that tiny core of revulsion against the abomina-
tions that bis flesh worked with the sub-human cavern dwellers.

Afterwards, only images and sensations remained to him. Nor could
ke bear to dwell on them and order them in recollection. So they grew
steadily more confused, hecoming like a wrack of sickly dreams puch
a8 may vaguely poison the ensuing day,

He swore the wizard would pay for making his own #fesh detestible
te him, But when? Whenf

At length, Uathacht returned ta him.

Cromek regarded her, careful, very careful, not to betray his eager-
ness. He knew that he must remain unreadable to her and give her
faney all possible scope,

*I came back,” she said.

“Yes; und this time you need a key ta enter—like a proper person——
don’t you?™

She hesitated. “'I have the key, but now I don't know if I dare use
it. And yet—and yet, cverything is in readiness. Three days at noon
I gazed at the sun with tear-streaming eyes and gathered the gleaming
strands of the Sun Spider's web, gathered them in my own smarting
eves so that at the appointed time I might bind down my brother's
soul. Now he is trussed like a fly in that unbreakable web and cannot
throw his spells against us."”

“What about the bat-things?”

*'Oh, them! He rules them by spells and forces, which he cannot
use in his present state. They would not sct on their own to aid him."”

But her eyes were wild and confused. With uncertain fingers, she
turned and turned the key on its ring. ““Nothing to hinder ua, then,'
he pressed. He did not trust himself to snatch the key.

“I am afraid,’ she whimpered,

Cromek said nothing, Anything he might say could only arouse her
resistence; but her own hot blood would be his most effective advocste.
Let her carry on the debate within herseli.

“'You...would not betray me?"

He made her anawer her own question. “‘Don't be angry,” ahe
pleaded. "1 didn't really doubt you."

With the abruptness of one racing agalnst the onset of misgiving,
Usathaeht unlocked the cell and ran in to him, Her long white arms
snaked round his neck. The suddenness of the cnslaught was her
undoing.

The dregs of a hundred revolsions past, thwarted in thelr time,
swarmed in his nerves, The shame of a hundred unwilled embraces
cried for vengrance, and that which had thwartcd vengeance—sauddenty,
it eeemed—was not there. Involuntary as thanght itself, his huge fist—

Neck broken, she lay at his feet. Hcr last breath sighed from her
Lips like a ghest Heeing, and befare it was entirely free, she wan dead.

Cromek shook his head, more amazed than sorry. Noj not sorry
at all. The only regret he felt was at not having waited until she had
led him out of the caverns.

8till, ke would manage.

He loocked back once before he left her forever, and wished he had
not. Dissolution, so long frustrate, hastened obscenely; alresdy her
face had darkened, ns with a erow's shadow.

In the dismal, cresset-lighted corridor, he encountered one of Maro-
phla’s Afterlings. Ife watched the ceature closcly as he wrapped hisg
closk around his lefl arm. It was small and fragile-looking, but he
feared its teeth.

Boftiy, it said: Do not alay me, Cromek. I offer no resistance.
Escape if yon can' .

“If you do not attempt to stop me, the wizard will be angry with you."

“No; even as the god who created men knows them, our creator
knows us. We are but instruments of his will. 8o he chose to make us
80 he would not have to bargain for our loyalty.”

"I intend to slay him. Does he nat will that you prevent mel}”

“He may, But he is bound by hia aister's spell. His will cannot
force us te act.”' The man-bat hesitated, '‘Nevertheless, he still has
resources. Ga cautiously, Cromek.”

Cromek passed on.

Tengently he found his way into the tower proper. A feeling of
surveillance had grown upen, though he could not indicats its source,
only guess it uneagily. His skin crawled, as it does befors s summer
storm, The rising tide of dread slmost drove him to flight now that he




had the chance; but his fear of the magician's inevitable pursult was
greater.

While he could, he must seek out the wizard where he lay entranced
snd slay him. He thought of the horrors the mwagician had already
visited upon him; snd that had been only eamsually, az a means to an
end. Only a demon of perversion could imagine what he might conjure
up in a vengeful spirit!

But how long would Usthacht's spell retain its power? 'The un-
certainty of it was maddening,

The tower was Jarge, the arrangement of its rooms complex. He was
noon confused by the innumerable turnings its corridors took, and became
Incressingly uncertain, because of their bisarre shapes, that he had
thoroughly searched every room. His eyes burned and leaden exhaustion
welghed his fecl. Somectimes he thought that he wag dresming, trapped
in delirium; Bometimes it secrmed that the tower, and he himself, were
drcams in a madman's skull. The feeling of surveillance grew.

He had searched a hundred rooms, corridors, closeta. In rooms fitted
like laboratories, filled with strange instruments and papered with
incomprehensible diagrams, he hunted frantically. He had found curi-
ously-shaped vessels filled with blood in various stages of decomposition,
vats in which Afterlings took form in the midat of unspeskable carrup-
tion, and innumerable manuscripts, some of them crumbling with age,
in what he took to be Morophla's hand. But nowhere could he find the
wizard himsclf.

He left off tearing the tapestries from the walls of an unuzed andi-
ence chamber. “Fnough of this!” he muttered.

He suddenly understood that his increasing confusion, the feeling of
survcillance, were the doing of the wizerd, Even bound by a prepotent
spell, he could still watch and subtly twist Cromek's seeing—

The Afterling had said Morophla had “‘resources,...”

“And so have I, damn it!"”

He went quickly to the storeroom adjoining one of the laboratories,
in haste lest the unseen Watcher divine his purpose and prevent him.
Prying open the strange-figured urns of chemicals, he soon found what
he wanted, ' )

He carried the heavy vessel to the ground floor and began to dash
its contents on the wooden flooring and walls. A sharp, resinous odor
filled hig wmogtrils.

And suddenly—Morophls was there!

The wizard's rage-distorted countenance glared down upor him.
Cromek shrank back. In a moment that terrible will would enter into
him like the fingers of those puppeteers you saw in basaara.

But that did not happen, and he understood why, “‘So you are come
to this, Morophla. No longer de you come like n mighty wave, to toss
the wills of your victims like sheils on 8 beach. No; the worst you can
contrive now is to project your image and trouble me with your ugly
face, or twist my seeing a little like a bairless old woman engaged in
glamoury.”

The wavering form spoke: “Beware, Cromek. Though limited by
that slut's spell, T might yet overcome you.”

Cromek lsughed and capered. '

“But why speak of that?”" Morophla said, as one who would dismiss
harsh words spoken thoughtlessly between friends. “Surely it was
no lnsult, rather a compliment, that you were chosen. And were the
labors enforced upen you so terrible?”

From a heart charred black with horror, Cromek snswered: “‘Yes—
more than filth like you could conceive, I have reason enough to slay
you, Morophla.”

“Be lenient, man, and see if I do not reward you. I can give ..~
much with my magie—"

He promised much, but Cromek only continued to pour out v
flammable liquid, a little lingeringly new. When the urn was empty,
he took a torch from its socket and moved to the door. I cannct find
you, but the fire will. ... "

Mrophla, beside himself with rage and frustration, seemed almost
to lose control of his sending. His grotesque figure, now awelling, now
shrinking, writhed snd twisted across wall and ceiling. It danced L}
s flame, Jike a flamc already.

"How can you? " he raved, "Darken eyes that have looked on the
distant marvels of other stars and spheres? Burn the brain that har-
bors the lost secrets of the gods, the most interior mysteries of matter
and energy? Noj put up the torch snd I will make you co-equal with
me, share my power and my immortality with you.”

Cromek hurled the torch. Flame leaped up with a snarl like a lunging
beast. The wizard shricked.

The hot glare brought tears to Cromek’s eyes, He backed towards the
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door, watching the flames mutter and gnaw at the wooden panels. The
tapestries turned to falling, flaming iscework.

“You animal, you eretin!’’ the wimard gibbered. ‘"You've destroyed
mwe—but you will die with me!”’

Cromek reached for the door, but before he touched it it burat in-
ward, A great, threatening confusion bore down on him—something
that thundercd like a stampede, or roared and clanked like a host of
men-at-ayms. He couldn’'t put a name to it; he could only give way
before it.

He was driven back through the wall of flume and up the smoky
stairs,

The attack—bul what attacked?—came on and on, continously
squealing and gibbering. Its high-pitched wail paralysed thought; only
the instinctive reaction of Aight was possible,

And suddenly it became an enormeus mouth in which innumerable
teeth clashed and ground together, But when it overtook him, it only
gnashed impalpably around him for a moment— ;

Then vanished!

“Yes, Cromek; only an illugion,” said Morophla. “But you know
that too late. The fire has already cut off your escape and you must
perish with me.”

He smiled sourly. "'But don't bother to repent having rejected my
offer. I should not have kept that bargain snyway. This is the only
fellowship we two can have—in the fire, which has & trick of levelling
all flesh. I could not have raised you to my level, although you have
reduced me to yours.,.."

Cromek, no philosopher, ignored him. Before a wall of hot gases
he fled up the tower stairs. He could hardly draw breath to curze the
sorcerer, whose sending drifted always before him.

The projected image changed from moment to moment. Not only
did it ripple and flicker as it drifted like & shadow or & flame along the
walls and stair-treads, but it underwent other transformations, more
painful to see as well,

*Yes, murderer, it is your work. The flames have found my body
where it lies bound by the Sun Spider. Oh, you cannot imagine how
painful it is. But I need not describe it; you will learn scon enough.
Of course, you have the option of leaping from the roof. Nf.:‘ option
really; you will inevitably do so when the fire touches you...,

Cromek could scarcely see the stsirs and corridors slong which he
fled. But the image of Morophla's disintegrating corpse remeined with
him alwayn, sesled within hia clased eyes; its voice droned in his ears.

“I hate you, murderer!"” the thing screamed. “Not just for the
sgony I endure. Even if I had to endure it as long as I lived, I would
atill choose to aurvive. For there is much that I would yet learn in the
yasesa of the cosmos snd the vastness of the mind—matters that you
and that bitch with your little, animal minds could not conceive of. I
hope you don't die outright when you leap from the tower. Be s long
time 'dying with the ache of mangled nerves, bone splintera piercing
your gute—

The ooning, blackened horror shimmered and faded.

“No: I can't follow you anymore, 'Wanted to see you dying—but I
ean't—nat strong enough—anymore. ..."

Gone: leaving only a dying curse.

Cromek crawled onto the roof, gasping. Night. Those stars whose

marvels the wizard regretted appraised him and found him of little worth,

Already the boards were hot under his feect. From the teapdoor
through which he had come, the flames leaped: a pillar of fire which,
like Morophla's spirit, clutched at the stars. While he watched, a
cluster of strange instruments, gleaming copper tubes and lenacs, sank
through the roof, engulfed by a muttering mouth of fire.

The tower was high and its walls of closely fitted atones appeared
almost smooth. Staring hopeleszly down, Cromek felt the cluich of
the gulf at his loina. His belly crawlied with its cold stroking.

Nevertheless, he had to attempt that impossible descent. Better to
have his last moments absorbed in some arduous task than to sit waiting
for the fire to est through the roof,

Lowering himse!f over the edge, he sank almost to the length of his
arma before his foot found what purported to be a toe-hold. With one
hand on the ledge, he supported himself while he fitted blunt fingers
into & narrow cranny. The effort waa tremendous: it seemed that bone
must crack, musele or tendon tear,

He flattened himself against the wall like & vine or lichen, It waa
insane, he knew that-—already sinews stuttered their plea for release
from a task heyond their capacity. And still he persisted, relinquishing
each impassible toe-hold only te seek another. . ..

He knew that eventually he must fall—drop like a dead fly, But
it would not be willingly. Never would his soul ery, enough! and order
his cramped fingers to open.

It came as no suprise, however, when his bleeding fingertips alid
from their precarious clutch.

He fell.

It was strange when you fell. At such a time, when your weight
was most active, you felt no weight at sll. Almoat you were bodiless, as
in dreams when you drift like smoke across some broken landscape.

The wind, like his own cry, sang in his ears,

There came a beating of lesthery wings round his head. Clawed
fingers sank into the mnscles of his arms and bore him up. His fall
wag not halted, only slowed, and he dropped, struggling in the hands
of his rescuers, until the earth smashed his knees up into his chest.

When he could breathe a little, Cromek gasped out, "I thank you for
my life,”

The Afterling eaid, "“We thank you for nurs, now truly curs. In
slaying our creator, our god, you sct us free.”

“God-slayer...." Cromek smiled. “‘Among my people it is the
custom to bestow vaunting titles: but never have I heard one so grandlose.
You account my deed a boon?”

“'01f course. Wouldn't you?”

Cromek glanced skyward and did not anawer,

They gave him food and drink, and would have had him remain with
them, but thia last he refused. "“You might come to look on me as your

He departed along the winding road, the road downward out of the
mountains. As the atars faded and morning came, his thoughts returned
to Morophla. He did not understand why he should be at such offorts
te prolong a life which, to Cromek, seemed only a mounting confusicn
and horror.

He shook hiz head and tried to think of other things.

.
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The change came, turning him into the killer beast.
' But the change faded with morning...

WERE-CREATURE

By KENNETH PEMBROOKE

ILLUSTRATED BY STEVE FRITZ

He stood hidden in the shadow of the tree, its bark biting into his naked
back, his ears straining for the sound of the crunch of leaves beneath the
hunter’s feet. The hunter, a movingshadow among a forest of shadows, passed
the tree never knowing how close he was to his prey until it was too late. As
the hunter passed the man came suddenly behind him and strong hands closed
tightly against the hunter’s throat. The hunter tried to cry out, to struggle
free but could not. The fingers dug tighter into his throat until he ceaged
his efforts.

Overhead, the moon full and bloated, drifted indifferently.

When the killer wae finished he stood over his victim for a minute until
breath returned, then bent and stripped his victim. He was naked and very
cold, in need of clothes, and the hunter was close enough to his size. When
he was dressed, he found a sharp pointed rock and began very carefully rip-
ping the flesh from his victim, ' '

It was very important that the hunter look as if he were killed by an ani-
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mal, he felt, The rock was not a perfect instrument to simulate claw and teeth
matks, but it wes good enough. Presently he stood hack from his work, look-
ing down at it indifferently. Jt was good. [t was necessary.

He turned and moved into the trees.

He was a young man, not tall, but lean and guant in the way that a wolf is
lean and guant. He moved among the Lrees with sureness, despite the dark-
ness and his movement was loping, almost athletically graceful and quite
soundless. He moved with such assurance that it came as a complete surprise
to him that he suddenly stepped into a clearing and found himself face to
face with another hunter and that hunter’s rifle aimed straight at his chest.

“Damn!" the hunter said. “Boy, you don’t know how close you came to
getting yourgelf killed.”

“—I'm sorry,” he said.

The hunter lowered his gun. He gave a rasping chuckle. “God damn, that
would just about do it. Bagging another hunter instead of whatever it is we're
after.”

“The wolf,"” the gaunt man said.

“That's right, the wolf.” The hunter peered through the darkness at him
a minute. Overhead light from the full moon poured down, catching the youn-

r man’s face.

“Say, | don't know you, do I!" the hunter asked. “What's your name?”

He was hesitant only a moment. *Mann,™ he said.

“Mann. You're not from around here, are you? I'd know you il you was,
I know everybody in these parts. Hey—what happened to your gun?

Mann realized he had taken the dead hunter’s clothes, his knife, his boots--
everything hut the man’s gun.

*“Well?” asked the hunter.

SI_I lost it. Back there.” He pointed roughly in the direction from which
he came.

The hunter came toward him, peering at him intently. “You ail right, bud-
dy? You seem to be a littie. . . I don’t know. Flustered, maybe, You see some-
thing back there? Something maybe caused you to drop your gun?”

Mann did not answer.

The older man put a hand on his shoulder and when he spoke, his voice
was more friendly, more reassuting. “Now, don’t worry about it, Lknow what
it is to see something that scares you. It’s no disgrace. They % two of us now.

“We can go back and look for it together. The idea of people hunting seper-
ately at night is plain foolishness anyhow, right?™

Manh nodded, unable to think of anything else. “Yes,” he said.

“Now we'll go back and take a look for your gun and for what made you
drop it, right? That's the way. My name's Charlie Henderson, incidently.”

Mann managed » smile. He turned and started back into the woods, Hen-
derson behind him. _

He retraced his steps, ewearing at himself for forgetting the gun. Henderson
was smart—snd alert. He wouldn't be 80 easy lo eatch as the other huster.

Near where the mutilated corpse was, Mann stopped and looked about as
if trying to get his bearings.

“This the place?" Henderson asked.

Overhead the moon was full."Mann looked around again. “I think so.”

“Well if you dropped your gun it should be around here, somewhere,
shouldn't it?"

l‘YeB.‘|

“Then let’s have a Yook for it, all right?”

Mann nodded. He looked around, saw nothing, He turned and saw Hender-
son carefully probing into some hushes. Henderson looked up at him. “Well,
get looking, ™ he said.

Mann probed and prodded into the underbrush, pretending to search for
his gun.

‘Eilt doesn't seem to be around here,” Henderson said after a while. “You
sure thie is the place—?"

“No. Not sure.”

“It’s pretty dark tonight, even with that moon, I guess maybe one part of
the woods looks like another part. Let's move on. You feel like telling me
what happened?”

But before Mann could frame an evasion there came a sound. It was the
sound of something moving through nnderbrush and both men whirled to-
ward it. At the edge of the clearing a wolf crouched—and as the men whitled,
the wolf sprang. .

: With a enar} of pure hatred, the creature leaped straight for Mana, fangs
bared, ripping toward the man’s unprotected throat. But Mann ducked and
rolled b the ground with greater speed than he scemed capable. The wolf
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landed harmlessly and turned for ancther attack. Henderson raised his gun
but before he could fire, Mann was on hie feet, rushing toward the wolf. Be-
fore the creature could gather itself for a second attack Mann was on s back,
snarling and growling like & walf himeelf. Moonlight glinted from his hunting
knife as it raised up and plunged downward, again and again. The wolf cried
in agony, thrashed, trying to free itself of the human, But it could not. Again
and pgain Mann's hunting knife plunged home. Within seconds the wolf stop-
ped its cries, its thrashings,

Mann, shaken and fighting for breath, stepped away from the dead animel.

“Damn it all, [ ain't ever seen anything like that,” Henderson aaid, after a
moment.

He took Mann by the arm and led him to & log. “You sit for & minute, get
your wind back, all right*™

Mann nodded, sat, holding the knife limply in his right hand so that blood
dripped from the point to splatter on the leaves.

Henderson went back and examined the wolf. “That’s sure 2 big one,” he
said. “And it went right fot your throat, just like it knew who you were and
had & hatred of you. This what scared you?”

Mann was still too shaken to talk.

Henderson got to his feet, puffing with the effort. “Son of a gun, I pever
seen a night like this one. Out hunting a thing nobody understands, a thing
¥ don’t rightly believe in anyway. And I sce u men kill a wolf, just like that,
with a knife. Just like old Tarzan tearing inio one of them jungle lions. What
a night!”

“That the one we’re hunting?™”

“Likely. Df course il hasn't turned back into a man. Do were wolves turn
back into & man when they're killed or do they wait for sun-up? Course, |
don’t believe in werewolves. These full moon killings don’t prove it was a
werewolf, that’s a lot of poppycock, anyway you look at it. I guess the moon
drives wolves crazy, is all. They howl at the moon, sure enough. You don’t
believe in werewolves, do you?™

“Yes, 1 do.”

“You do? You got the look of an educated man about you. I figured you
wouldn't believe in nothing like that. Well, 'm going to take a look around,
There might be another wolf arcund.”

“Good idea,” Mann said absently.

Henderson moved into the darkness. Mann seated on his log, looked up at
the sky: the moon, full and yellow as if it were ahout to burst with its ripe-
ness, A ripeness of evil. What was it doing to him? Turning him against his
own. . . Turning him into a killer. . . But soon the sun would be up and it
would be over for a while.

He zat on the log waiting. He knew the direction in which Henderson had
gone and il was just a matter time.

And sure enough then came the sound of Henderson calling him.

Mann moved into the trees toward Henderson, He found him standing over
the mutilated corpse. .

“ft’s Fred Riley,” Henderson said. Looks like that wolf, all right. But hie
clothes are gone. Who could have taken his clothes?”

Henderson’s back was to him. Mann didn't take the time to explain thinge.
He drove his knife through the cloth of Henderson's jacket, thraugh his shirt,
into his hack in the region between the shoulder blades. Henderson cried out.
Mann jerked the knife out, plunged it in again, Henderson fell dead.

There was no time now, no time to rend the body. Not even time to pull
the knife out. Soon the sun would be up. Soon -

Mann moved away from the two bodies. Through the irees he thought he
could detect the faint lightening of the night sky in the east. He stopped.

There was no time.  *

He undressed.

He dropped the clothes on the ground at his feet and stood naked as the
sun rose. He felt the change that gripped him, the homible agony of meta-
morphotis,

The change. . . .

He dropped to his knees, unable to stand erect. His hands fell wpon the
damp leaves. He could feel his body begin to melt and flow inte the other
shape, fiis shape. He felt fur growing on his back and sides; his face chang-
ing, the nose and chin elongating into muszle.

The sun was rising.

As daylight colored the sky in the east a wolf stood beside a discarded
pile of clothes. [t tarned, detecting the scent of ita enemy, man. It’s hack-
les seemed Lo rise and it gave & low, meaningful growl.

Then loped away.




READERS' EYRIE

Send atl letters intended for publication to The Reader's Eyrie, COVEN 13,
P. 0. Box 1331, Atlanla, Georgia, 3030].

When we took vver COVEN I3 we senl letters to all subseribers as well as
placing sume notices in fan publications. Loecus, referred to in some of the
letters below, is 4 newslelter covering Lhe science fiction and fantasy field,
edited bi-weckly by Charlie Brown, 2078 Anthony Ave,, Bronx, N. Y. 10457,
Subscriptions are $2.00 for 10 issuea.

And while we 're being so free with plugs, we'd like to mention the AGACON
*70, & convention of svience fiction and fantasy fans, readers and writers to he
held in Atlantu at the Howell House Hotel, August 14-16, 1070. Well be
there, anxious to discuss fantasy, COVEN 13 and just about any other subject
thal vomes up, with uny reader, fan or writer who'll listen to us, Guest of
horor at the convention will he the redouhtable Sam Moskowitz, anthologist
and historian of the ficld. Also on hand, novelists Joseph Green and Richard
Mercedith among many uthers. Altending membership is $2.50. Information
from Glen T. Brock, Box 10885, Attanta, Ga., 30310,

Now, on to the letlers:

#

Dear M. Page:

As g subseriber and former contributor to COVEN 13, let me congratu-
late you for continuing this superh magazine.

In past issues 1 have been pleased to read such stories as “Leona™ and
“Odile™ by Alan Caillow; *T1l Come o You by Moonlight™ by Jean W, Cirrito
and “The Littie People™ by Rohert E. Howared, If T mention more it would
be like listing aimost every story. [ have enjoyed the articles in Bell, Book and
Taret. Not only do they reflect or wupport the theories presented in the maga-
zine's fiction, but also these artieles represent a history to which we are not
famitiar. ]

One thing I've enjoyed about COVEN 13 is that the most amazing events
those which can be most horrifying—do not aceur, as one would suppase,
during the hlackest periods of night. They happen brightest daylight and in
familiar surroundings.

I'm looking Turward te seeing Lhe changes you propose in making COVEN
13 better.

Yours Truly, _
James Benton Care
Bloomington, Minaesola.

Dear Mr. Pagr:

The news of COVEN 13's new ownership did not please, and | do not look
forward to whe™ hie magazine of “Witcheraft, Horror, and the Supernatural™
might have become.

What thir world needs is not the “unly sll fantasy magazine in the English
speaking world,” but a magnzine devoted to WITCHCRAFT, HORROR AND
THE. SUPERNATURAL! Fantary and sword-and-soreery are fields of them-
selves, totally different from horror and the supernatural and the practice of
witcherafl. 1 don't like science fiction either, bat I'm nat condemning fantasy,
sword and soreety, or science fiction; I'm looking for a magazine which will
concern itself solely with what I describe 1o be Supernatural.

Horror and the Supernatural are identical for me, and authors such as Poe,
Bieree, Lovecraft, James, Blackwaood, Wheatley and E. Chater {in the last is-
sue of COVEN 13} are the writers of this kind of fiction. %o 1 do not imagine
[ wilt enjoy mueh of what your magazine offers in the future, but 1 will al-
low my subscription for 3 years ta expire and during that time mve the “new”
COVEN 13 a chance,

Gothically yours,

Gordon . Guy,

22 Canterbury Street,

East Hartford, Conn_, 06118

WITCHCRAFT & SORCERY READERS POLIL

To help us decide the sort of stories you want to see in SORCERY,
please rate the atories in order of preference 1, 2, 8. .. ete. List ties,
if you feel any stories tied for any position. If you feel a story was
outstanding, please indicate with a check mark beside your rating.
Stories you feel to be bad, please mark with an "'X." '

THE MOMENTARY GHOST—— How do you rate our features?
MISTRESS OF DEATH EDITORIAL

TOWER OF BLOOD LOVECRAFT LETTERS
HE IDEAS
x JADE PAGODA

THE HATE _
PORTRAIT OF TOMORROW. READER'S LETTERS .

THE RAT AND THE SNAKE . GHOST TOUR
WIND MAGIC—— . ___ POETRY

WERE CREATURE POINTED TALES— .
(See other side)

PUBLICATIONS NOW AVAILABLE

WITCHCRAFT, MAGIC and OCCULTISM, a fascinating survey of
the influence on both ape-men and men of magic, witchcraft and
occultism, Covers voodoo, shamanism, elementals, satyrs, the Black
Mass, magical fraternities, atc. Excellent for reference. Paper, $2.
WITCHCRAFT THE SIXTH SENSE—another book for the reader
seriously interested in this subject. Paper, $2

THE TAROT AND THE BOHEMIANS. For the reader who is in-
terested in the Tarot and the Tarot Cards. Paper, $2.

DARKNESS WEAVES—a nove! by Karl Edward Wagner in the
Robert E. Howard tradition. Kane is superhuman, centuries old,
part hero and part ageless monster. Thrill to his adventures as he
battles the forces of darkness... Pocketbook, $1 pp.
GODMAN by John Bloodstone. A novel in the Burroughs-Merritt
school, Godman is myth, fantasy and science in a spellbinding
adventure by the man who wrote the unpublished—and apparently,
not to be published—story dealing with the Burroughs character
Tarzan and his adventures on Mars. Paperback, $1 PP

IN PREPARATION

STARDRIFT, AND OTHER FANTASTIC FLOTSAM-—a collection
of fourteen stories by Emil Petaja.

A limited edition of this great collection of fourtesn of the
author’s best short stories is now in preparation and will be ready
for release before the end of this year. Fantasy Publishing Com-
pany’s first cloth-bound book since 1955]

Emil Petaja has had one hundred and fifty stories published
since he sold his first story to Farnsworth Wright for WEIRD
TALES. His stories have appeared in English anthologies and have
been translated into Spanish and Swedish.

Perhaps it is fate that his first book should be published by
Fantasy Publishing Company, since his very first story was printed
in UNUSUAL STORIES in the middle 30's by Bill Crawford, founder
of F.P.C.I. Anyway, we're happy to be publishing books again.

Strange and unusual jacket design by Hannes Bok.
$4.95
Send Your Orders To

F. P. C. I, Book Dept., 1855 W. Main 5t. Alhambra, Ca, 915801
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How do vou rate
SORCERY's artists?

What did you like most
about SORCERY?

JENNINGS

JEFF JONES Leant?

BUURGE- -

STEV]E FABIAN Comments? —_

STEYE FRITZ
Did you like the cover?

Your name and address:

Please cut out and mail this conpon to READERS POLL, WITCH-
CRAFT & SORERY, P.0.Box 1831, Atlanta, Ga. 80301, If you do not
wish to mutilale your magazine you may use a separate piece of paper or
a pasteard. Or send a letter. Your ideas are always of interest to
WITCITCRAFT & SORCERY's editors. Thank you.

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

Clothbound
THE SHIP OF ISHTAR by A. Merritt, Borden edition, new condi-
tion. A beautiful production of Merritt's great story of a man who
is carried sixty centuries back through time to the weird world of
The Ship. Interior illustrations by Virgil Finley. Still only $3.500

UNDER THE MOONS OF MARS by Sam Moskowitz. A reprinting
of portions of a number of early fantasy yarns from ARGOSY maga-
zine, with some hundred and fifty pages by Sam M. devoted to
the history of fantastic fictien in the Munsey publications. No
one really interested in the field can do without it. $7.75.
HELLLFLOWER is an inhibition-destroying drug which the Solar
Anti-Narcotic Department and Charles Farradyne, discredited space
pilot, must stamp out. Exciting fantasy by George O. Smith, $2.75.
THE RAT RACE is a scintillating fantasy from the pages of Collier’s
magazine about a personality transfer caused by an atomic ex-
plosion. By Jay Franklin, Alternate ending. $3.00.

THE SWORD IN THE STONE. Famous fantasy by T. H. White,
Used copies, excellent condition. No wrappers. $2.50.
MISTRESS MASHAM'S REPOSE., Also by White. Condition ex-
cellent. No jackets. $2.00.

DELUGE. 5. Fowler Wright's best known fantasy. Condition ex-
cellent. No jackets. $2.00.

We also have Grosset and Dunlap editions of many of the Tarzan
books, such as Lord of the Jungle, Tarzan and the Ant Men, Tar-

zan and the City of Gold, Tarzan the Untamed, and many Double-
day Book Club editions of such fantasy titles as C. L. Moore’s,
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Dear Jerry:

Saw your long notice in Lecus, sure hope your COFEN 13 project s a
sueeess | have the fitsl Lwo issues, bul musl admil | was not impressed with
il. You do nol mention the serial by Keaveny 1 hope you don’t plan (o com-
plete the ridiculons thing, though [realize you may have no choice.

In the Lwu issues, the only two stories | found worth reading were "Rock
God” and “The Shadow Trader.™ The ‘Welsh™ bard Walden Mans strikes me as
singulurly uninspired. . . Also dloppy--isn’t the posiessive of "Cymes” supposed
to be “Cymri™ On page 72 of the second issue he has ™. . Land of the
Cymiru. . .7

Your plan to use fan artists is good, there are quite a few around thal are
much better than what COFEN has been using. | don’t like Stout’s sloppy
imitations of Jeft Jomes, and the rest was even worse, Anide from (George)
Barr and Fabian that you mention, you should try (o el Alicia Austin (who
has naw moved heyond the fabulons Beardsley imitations she started with),
and of course Tim Kick. And maybe you could lure Walt Simonson away
from comic work before it ruins him allogether,

Best,

Medd Brooks,

71T Paul Streed,

Newporl News, Va, 23605

Keaveny's serial was compleled in the fourth issue. We like Stout and would
use him if he were availehle to ws ) think rather than imitating Jefl Junes,
Stout represents a parraflel developnent in the FrazettaiKrenkel schaol of
ilhustration. AL any rale, the faet that we have Jeff Jones iilustrating for us
should make you lappy. | sospret you’ll enjoy our other illustrators, too,

(W
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BOOKS AVAILABLE FROM FPCI

Deomsday Morning, Jerry Sohl’s Point Ultimate and Costigan’s
Needle, Max Erhlich's Big Eye, Mantley’s 27th Day, Macintosh's
Born Leader, Castle’s Vanguard to Venus and Satellite E-1, Tucker's
Time Bomb, Gantz’ Net in Solitude and many more. $1.00 each.
Alsa ore and two coples of many very little known fantasy titles.
Let us know your wants.

Soft-Bound

THE SUNKEN WORLD by Stanton A, Coblenz. Modern submarine
discovers a glass-domed city beneath the sea. $1.50

SCIENCE and SORCERY a collection of fantasy and science fiction,
Each story an example of a certain type or style, Ray Bradbury,
Cordwainer Smith, Isaac Asimov and lames Mac Creigh, Stanton
Coblentz, Arthur Burks, Sam Maskowitz, J. T. Oliver, etc. $1.75
DROME by John Martin Leahy. A classic novel of science fiction
from the pages of early WEIRD TALES. Drome is an alien, un-
canny worid of mystery and terror, $1.50

THE DARK OTHER by Stanley G. Weinbaum, Two independent
personalities in one human, with seductive Patricia the catalyst
that brings the evil one to life. $1.50

OUT OF THE UNKNOWN, A E. Van Vogt and E. M, Hull, Six
exciting tales of weird-fantasy by a famous writing team. $1.50

THE UNDESIRED PRINCESS by L. Sprague de Camp. Fast paced
fantastic adventures of a modern man in a barbaric world of mirth
and madness. (Few copies left). $2.00

F. P. C. I., Book Dept., 1855 W. Main St. Alhambra, Ca. 91801




COMING NEXT ISSUE

Next issue’s lead novelet is THE DRAGON'S DAUGH-
TER by E. Hoffmann Price, a story of Taoist magie in
ancient China. It's the story of a man wrongly disgraced
and impressed into the Tmperial Army, from which he
deserts. It's the story of the two women in his life, one
of whom is the Dragon’s Daughter, and of the gift of magic
she gives to him. It's a gift that can only be used once and
therefore must be used wisely. But choosing the time to
use but a single gift of magic can be difficult indeed. ..
Steve Fabian illustrates this one, adding to the fun.

Other veteran writers on hand will be August Derleth
with GHOST LAKE, the story of a lake with it's own
unique brand of water pollution; and Ewmil Pelaja, whose
story TOMORROW'S MASK features a very unusual
witch.

But there’ll be newcomers in this issue also: newcomers

capable of keeping pace even with such superior writers
as Price, Derleth and Petaja.

David English, for example, returns to SORCERY for
the second time with THE HUNGRY GHOSTS, the story
of a man who knows a way to kill by invading dreams—
but who cannot guess the penalty exacted by dreams. THE
HUNGRY GHOSTS is a powerful and moving story and
should establish David English as one of the most important
writers of fantasy today. Don’t miss it.

And don't miss SILVERHEELS, by Glen Cook—a
story of heroic fantasy with a most unusual hero. This
is, we think, Cook’s first story—but it won't be his last.

Plus other stories and the usual features including
Jennings' WITCH WAYS, E. Hoffmann Price’s JADE
PAGODA and THE DEPARTMENT OF POINTED
TALES, illustrated by Tim Kirk; and some surprises.

—Gerald W. Page

THE ADVENTURES OF GEORGE SUPERDRAGON
by Saliitha Grey

Once upon a time there was a dragon named George.
Being the ninety-third child of very religious parents,
he was stuck with the only saint’s name they could think
of. Well, it was bad enough for a young dragon to have
grown up among the jeers of his companions but when the
Pope struck St. George from the list because he doubted
whether St. George really lived... The dragons knew
St. George was real, all right, but they never really
approved of him, so George Dragon had to put up with
more and more teasing.

Now George had a talent he thought he could use so
that other dragons would love and respect him. Under
certain conditions, George could miraculously increase his
powers so that he became nearly invincible. He decided
he would become George Superdragon and go around
doing good deeds among his own kind. In order to a-
chieve the change, however, he had to read a new fantasy
story to create the proper atmosphere and then say
“Chrysophylax” very fast eight times.

After much searching, George found a magazine to suit
his needs. It contained a plentiful supply of new fantasy
fiction and was published bi-monthly. And that is why
vou've never heard of George Superdragon before this.

You see, George took out a subscription. Came the
first issue and he selected a good deed and began to read.
Unfortunately, he couldn’t decide on just one story. The
artwork was so appealing and the stories so varied and
entertaining that he couldn’t resist reading the whole
issue from cover to cover (including the editorial) and
by the time he finished saying “Chrysophylax” eight times
very fast, he was three weeks late for his first grand
rescue. He was driven back to his cave in dishonor, but
he didn't mind. He lives there happily, eagerly awaiting
the arrival of the next issue of WITCHCRAFT & SOR-
CERY.

Get the Point? Witcheraft & SORCERY contains the
finest macabre fiction being published anywhere today.
Great weird tales, fantastic fantasy and the most exciting
heroic adventure fantasy. Beautifully illustrated by Fab-
ian, Kirk, Burge, Jennings, Fritz, Jones and others. For
the best written, most exciting and most unique fietion
value around today, follow George’s advice and subseribe
today. You can subscribe for six full issues of the most

modern fantasy magazine in the world for only $3.00.
Twelve issues for $6,00! Use the handy order form on the
opposite page, or—if you dont want to mutilate the mag-
azine, send us your name and address on a plain piece of
paper, along with your check or money order. But hurry
s0 you won’t miss the next great issue!
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. Price $2.00
$4.00 2 -4 S Wl
THE LEGION OF TIME
THE PRIDE OF By Jack Williamson
BEAR CREEK

A thrilling expericnee awails you as you join Lan-

b y ning and his associates in The*Legion of Time. Aboard

" the Chronion, a strange, ghostly ship built to cruise

Rosert E. Howarp through probable existences, they fight for the world

of Jonbar and against the opposing land of Gyronchi

Mare episodes about the fabu- Jombar—with the possibility of perfection for the hu-
lous gent from Bear Creek, Breck- man race; Gyronchi—and eventual extinction

o ol 1L . e Strange and paradoxical warfare, this—yet William-
|nr1dge ]:Ikll‘ls, e gathered here son makes it amazingly real And the climax and con-

for the first time in book form., clusion—one of the most striking in modern science

LILE its Pl’E’dE‘C{_’SSOT, A GE\T rl.thi”l'ln'.l enjoy good science fichhon—and today, who
FROM BEAR CREEK, the new doesn’t? -_\|n|I will eall The Legion of Time one of
Breckinridge Elkins book is ne your favorite books
ordinary western. When you fin-

il i s e Two beautiful Fantasy Press first
ing number of readers that Breck- sas e v . 1"
inridge is no less a hero than Con- edltllons ‘Tbe ]"egjoln _Of Time

an the Barbarian or Solomon Kane published 1952 in the original green
or any of the other heroic charac- cloth binding, '"Darker Than You
ters from the talented pen of Think" published 1948 in handsome

Robert E. Howard.
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DARKER THAN YOU THINK

By Jack WinLiamsox

In “Darker Than You Think”, Jack Willlamson has
written a story which Iz peculiarly disturbing, for
despite its fantasy it is convincing; and it accounts
for a great many things that otherwize are difficult
to explain—and for some things that otherwige can
scarcely be explained at all. The primitive bellef in
witcheraft is absolutely universal, It exists in com-
munities, from Europe to Tasmania, which have no
cultural connection whatever. “Darker Than You
Think™ offers the most convincing explanation of
witcheraft ever set forth.

In this strange study of our own (roubled times and
our own secret lives, Williamson has skillfully blended
such seemingly unrelated subjects as lycanthropy and
witcheraft with parapsychology and psychokinesis,
He has written a story which may well be unigque,
enibracing a theory new 1o anthropology, and an in-
terpretation of human behavior never anticipated by
psychologists. But above all, he has produced an en
thralling story.

And, who knows? The time, indeed, may already be
later than you think, and man's future darker!

Hilustrations by Edd Cartier
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Here is a unique and huge book that is,
perhaps, the greatest science-fantasy his-
tory/anthology ever! r

A 70,000 word history of the Scientific
Romance -- a nostalgia trip into the days of
the old pulps. If you have owned, or seen, or
heard of any of these magazines, this be-
comes so much more than history. Look at
the chapter titles and see what is in store,

Look at the list of nine stories that are
also a partof this book; glorious fiction itis.
Bold, marvelously adventurous, imaginative,
fascinating, relaxing -- wr’ . when the
world was so much larger fud uncomplica-
ted. Great reading today, and yet material
that couldn't be written today. ;

AUTOGRAPHS

The compiler of this unbelievable anthol-
ogv/history has inseribed copies of this title
for us to supply to ourlcustomers. We be-
lieve it is destined to become a desirable
collector's item -- a wise investment -- as
well as a great reading thrill for you.

NEW PAPERBACK SERIES:

WHA'T ARE “TIME-LOST” BOOKS?

I'he basic premise of “Time-Lost” books is swashbuck-
ling high adventure and heroic action. The setting is almost
always in a realm that is strange to civilization. It may be

THE PATHLESS TRAIL by Arthur O. Friel 60¢ The Pathless Trail - Friel .60
THE MOON OF SKULLS by Robert E. Howard ~ 60¢ The Moon of Skulls - Howard .60
THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS by J. Allan Dunn 75¢ The Treasure of Atlantis - Dunn .75
THE HAND OF KANE by Robert E. Howard 75¢ The Hand of Kane - Howard .75

The Pride of Bear Creek - Howard 4.00

The Legion of Time - Williamson 2.00
Darker Than You Think - Williamson 3.00
Under the Moons of Mars - Moskowitz 7. 95

the fearsome jungle of Brazil, flavored by the fertile imag- All books postpaid. Minimum order $2.00.
mation of Arthur O. Friel as in THE PATHLESS TRAIL. Make check or money order payable to:

Or 1t may be the sword and sorcery exploits of Solomon

Kane in Atlantean Negari as in Robert E. Howard's THE DONALD M. GRANT

MGON OF SKULLS. : Publisher/Bookseller

West Kingston, Rhode Island 02892
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