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fabficbks@aol.conor
thru regular mail at 29 Whiting Rd. Oxford, MA 0152035

You may learn more about the N3F by going to our website at n3f.org

EptornaAL RAMBLINGS

by Bob Jennings

ODDITIES ON THE WEB  OK, th astpietty much an understatement. There are zillions of
bizarre and unusuabdities on the world wide wehése days,

some of which may even be interesting, or even (gasp!) true.

I A not referring o that stuff. The oddis| have been noticing over the past month or
two has to do with the advertising that shows up along the borders and top/bottom of assorted web
pages | look at. It is no secret that IPOs are now using targeting search aduertiskgp with each
individual useés persoal interests. What this means is that if someone has recently been looking over web sites
selling, say, snow blowers, that when he moves on to other web sites, including social media pages, that the IPO
ad link will automatically begin showing up spot ads for snow blowers of different types and prices on the new
web pages.

When user targeted advertising first showed up some yearbergonas a great hue and cryabit.
But now most people have gotten pyetuch used to the whole gimmickike most peofe, Ican ignore
targeted ads with the best of them.

But lately somethingnewas come al ong. I donét buy much off
tends to be booksideomovies comic strip repriticollections or the like. But for some reason the ad bars on
sites | look at now have suddenlytedint o ads f or wobme nnbost cnaortrhiiendg,! and
womenos cl othing for | ady friends einytwelebrowserp&es? why i

One series of ads shows beautiful young damsels in fashionable dresses withshdrat seem to be
barely bebw the crotch area. bhis mix are some backless psajt type thingsnade ofgold or silver lara
cloth. I have no olgctionto looking at beautiful young women in sexy clothes, but | wonder how the marketing
software decided | would evbe a customerfor this kind of nerchandise

Then, as an added wrinkle, over the past couple of weeks Isargedting ads for women mddey
more traditional style dresses with hemlines at or slightly@alkoee level. These are women who might
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charitablybe described as way more than pleasantly pluvpy, way more. A few of theladieslook like they
couldeasiymo d el f or pictirein thobearfiracle weight loss ads that used to appear in the back pages
of popular magazines.

Why would the ad goblins assume | would have any interest in this stuff? Could it be that gremlins
have gotten into the ad software programs and@esvingthings up? Has anybody else out there had any
similar bizarre expgences with targeted internativertising?E ma i | me , | ibadybddyoelseehas o0 h e a |
experienced this kind afeirdness

THE COVER THIS ISSUE is yet another of those impréas posters for interplanetary travel desigimed

the retroart-deco style of the early 1930s by The Jet Propulsion Laboratory of
the California Institute of Technology. They were developed as a promotional effort for their organization,
which as theyote, has always been concerned with turning positive technological developments into workable
solutions for the future. Fourteen differentfutsre y | e t r av el posters, collectiyv
were created by a team of nine differenttai st s, designer s, and il lustrator
science and tech experts. The whole series is well worth checking out, and, as noted on the website, any and all
of those posters is free to download, print up, share with friendsy@mose make positive use of. The website
designation is- https://www.jpl.nasa.gov/visionstfefuture/about.php

STILL TIME TO VOTE IN THE FAAn AWARDS As mentioned last issuddse
awards are specificallinked to the

people who produce fanzines for our hobby. This has nothing to do with professional
publishers, movies, TV, media, or any of the other things one might normally associate with
such indistrywide awards athe Hugos.

= The FAAN awards are specifically and very narrowly devoted to fanzines and the
people who write, draw, edit and publish fanzines. This year Nic Farey is in charge of distributing and handling
the ballots, and he has done an excellent job &f &xplaining the awards, along with the separate categories,
plus he has also assembled a pretty comprehensive ballot listing almost everything concerning fanzines that
appeared in the past year of 20¥u can read the entifist (and | urge you to dso), by going to this web
link--- http://efanzines.com/TIR/Incompleat2017.pdfhe title of theinfo zine, if you forgetjs The Incompleat
Register2017, and it is posted on the efanzines.com webBigase go there, look over the entire zine and the
ballot in particular, and then vote. You can vote by email, or by printing out the sheets and sending them in via
regular mail. The deadline for all voting is 15 March.

A BLATENT ATTEMPT TO SWAY SOME VOTES Please go directly down to page 8 in this issue
and read the article by Andy Hooper

discussing a newish book written by long time science fiction fan William Breiding. Please do this right now.
I 611 wait here for you.

OK, good, you read the articleyou lhawaemtndto yeth or
Mot el 6, please hunt down a copy and do so. 't hapj
selling sites, including Amazon.com for $15.00r copies can be ordered direct from the author for $15.00 post
paid (and if you ask, Bill will even autograph the copy for you).

If your financial situation is so stressed that you cannot afford $15 right now, then go to your local
library and ask them to order a copy for you. Check with their-liitieary loan There are copies in some
librariesalreadyand you might be able to get a copy that way that you can read. But do this, and read the book.

Then after you have read the book, vote in the
the Special Puldiations section. If you have already sent in your FAAn ballot, contact Nic Farey direct by
email (atfareynic@gmail.comand ask him to add or change your ballot to reflect yetent reading, and your
new opinia of this book. If you have read the book there will be no argument about my suggestion. If you
have not read the book, get a copy, read it and tl
and myselfhave been so impressed by this volurRéease, do this right away. You will not regtet
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AMONG THE MORE INTERESTING NEWS THIS MONTH is the announcement tha&mazing
Storiesis going to make another go of

it as a print magazineAmazing Storiewas the first magazine devoteatieely to science fiction stories. Thru

its long and sometimes checkered histémazing Storesxisted as a print publication for most of its existence.

Then things changed. Ownership shifted a number of times, and in recent years the publich#en haseb

presence offering some fiction and a lot of articl&he current owners feel it is time to return to the traditional

print format. Here is the full announcement of what they are plasning

AMAZING STORIES TO LAUNCH KICKSTARTER CAMPAIGN

Plans Quarterly Issues Beginning August 2018

The Experimenter Publishing Company is proud to announce that it will be reviving Amazing

Stories as a professional science fiction print magazine. The first issue is planned for August, to be
available at WorldCon in San Jose; several well-known writers have already committed to contributing
to it. The magazine will be published on a quarterly basis after that.

Hugo Gernsback published the premier issue of Amazing Stories back in April 1926. It was the

worl dés first sci epnAmazindgwent onitoopnblismaogks lzy wnitegs nawn d
recognized as giants in the field, 0s®Benh tds Rwlbes tVe
Heinlein, Isaac Asimov and others. For the last five years, Amazing has been a social website that

has published primarily non-fiction articles, although it has also produced three issues of fiction, as

well as reprints of classic issues.

In order to make this dream a reality, we need your help. Starting March 1, 2018, we will be running a
Kickstarter campaign to raise seed funding for the magazine. Premiums will include: subscriptions,
signed copies of books; editing of short stories; getting your image on the cover of the magazine; and
much more.

Please contribute and help us let all fans know of our plans. With your support, we will be able to bring
this iconic science fiction magazine back!

The Experimenter Publishing Company is an online and print publisher of science fiction, fantasy and horror.
HiH

In my opinion,this is definitely worth checking out.



LETTERS

S DaveHaren;
g = ‘} | was glad to see Mary Alice featured. She always could crank out aajedtat kept you
~=y4 wondering what was going to happen next.

é Cranky olde fan Art isn't exactly known for generatirgms of printvhen a quick cut

=™ gets the job done.
The UFO realm has been the conflation of enormous numbers of thingstftanix well.
| knew the guy who located Area 51 for Kelly Johnson to relocatedbieheed Skunk works to
Nevada.

I've also see UFO photos that were of the F117 before it was comknowledge. Anytime you fly
experimental aircraft around and someeaes ityou get a UFO. Add to that that most people have zero ability
to identify real aircraft and it doesn't take much to geraatkyfulof oddities.

However there are things that occur that don't fit so neatly intoldinel idea that we know everything.
Once you get around the UFO crowto are weirdlyaberranby any measure and realize that there's more
than Horatids philo®phy covers.

How do you separate what happens in som@dmead from something se@npassing in the sky? Since
the mysterious interiors of the human slart very hard to dig into at any depth we aren't going to get the
definitive answers in the neauttire.

| coud also say something abouti€lperg and his wholesale theftthie SF materials around him but
that is how creativity works. No ong so wonderfully self contained that they can generate material from
nothing. Truly great people can mabk sources so well you havediy deeply to see what they have done.

A useful news item or two for gamers and comics fans. Kill Six Bilbemons has a second physical
book out and the RPG is nowpnint as well.

Steve Jackson games is readying Triplanefor reissue for thosdiehard fans of early SF gaming
who missed out during the glodays of science fiction gaming.

L

####Thanks for your letter of comment bightbean#283. Andre Norton has proven her ability to tell an

interesting story by theumber of times her books have been reprinted pgindw many decades her material

has stayed in print. | always thot it was interesting that the material she originally focused on, historical adventure
stories fopre and early teeage boys, generallyent out of print after one or two printings, but her science
Z2YCzBB/ ZWBCWOd OCBbzYO DYbY c¢BzbDYbOWl [-8f ndvésthave Wb D
come back into print lately, but this is entirely due to the populatityr@@F/fantasy works. People like her

fantastic novels so much that they are willing to go look at her more mundane adventure stories as well, certainly
the mark of a remarkably popular autké¥

Nic Farey; fareynic@gmail.com
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| very much appreciatgour editorial section publicizing the FAAn awards (also, thanks for
the 'bool!), and indeed agree that an increase in ballot participation is a Ghood Thing.

Looking at your publishing schedule, this loc might appear about a week before the voting
deadlineof March 15 and thus serve as a final reminder of sorts.

| observe upfront iThe Incompleat Registénat my listings would inevitably be prone to errors and
omissions, though hopefully not too many (a couple of corrections have already been mentibtigd caight

to make the 2018 version a little better for it). | note with interest your comment about a general omission of
clubzines, so let me expand a little, there.



The FAAn Awards have never really had-sestone "rules"”, and the procedure hasethsomewhat
between different administrators. My only proscription, as such, has been to return to the original intent of the
awards in the sense of honoring work from the previous calendar year (MRietitempts to summarize), but |
do work from an uderlying philosophy of what we're going to define as a "fanzine" for that purpose. One
essential tenet, for me, is to define "fanzasartifact”: that might be simply described as a publication with a
colophon (or an implied one), which once issuedxisdi Paper copies clearly meet this definition, as do pdfs.

The other, perhaps more blurry pillar is that a zine (as defined "eligihlebntentious termfor the awards)
should be "generally/publicly available". Clubzines might not meet this critdribeir distribution is limited to
members only. APAzines also generally don't unless, like T&at'Sassor example, they are put into the
general Faniverse on efanzines or some other unrestricted source. | should stress that this is a personal
interpretation and not guided by ancient voices.

The individual categories have been altered and adjusted over the years. The original incarnation of the
awards (197%80) had six, the 1995 revival began with a simple three (Fanzine, Fanwriter, Fanamist). Th
underlying spirit of the awards has always been to spread the 'boo widely. It's nice to get the win, of course, but
the feeling has always been that it's equally nice to get recognition for plowing the furrows at all, which is why,
typically, a full sumnary of all votes gets issued.

The initial separation of the "Best Fanzine" category into Genzine, Perzine and "Special Publication"
began in 2012 under the admirable tenure of Andy Hooper as administrator. Again here, in the spirit of 'boo, this
was intewled to show appreciation for the generally simpler "perzine" without such ishes having to compete
against what Leigh Edmonds calls "BFFs" (Big Fat Fanzines, but hey, choose your own adjective), and also to
recognize on®ffs which might miss out in recodiin when up against frequently published zines. Mark
Plummer, by the way, has a very interesting take on a hypothetical fanzine matchup inBEAMIA2.

As always, there are notable exceptions. Mike Dob$tersiom Jottingsa perzine, can hold its owfor
production values against any BFF out there. (In fact, by Leigh's definitism BFF.)

Your clubzine comment, Bob, would seem to imply an argument for creating a "clubzine" category for
the awards. That's an arguable proposition, which nealegth goes against the grain of some groundswell for
simplification rather than expansion of the award categories, although my own position on this would be to
possibly eliminate the "website/online" category to focus on "faraieetifact" potential hoarees and stick to
my "publicly available” feeling.

Your opinion, and that of others is always welcomed by me. I'll add here that I will be continuing in the
FAAn awards administrator job for the 2019 awards (for work published in 2018), and both amiygeblic
comment is invited.

###Thanks for your comments dightbean#283 and your thots about the FAAn Awaldgieneral | agree with

your comments regarding clubzines and apazines. The criteria of whether they should be seriously considered for
the awards should be whether theyramgegenerally circulated, or at least available to people who are not
necessarily members of the particular club of apa.

In this area | thinthat the N3F zing/NVFFeasily qualifies. It is widely circulated outsigecthb
bYbWYDbOZzb WBY 2O WIOBb BBOCYYy BB $z[ [ LD YZWBQzBY. YI
criteria because it is available to people who are not necessarily members of the Denver science fiction club. 1 am
not so sure about leér clubzines. | occasionally get copies from assortesbolalrandom basis, sometimes
DzCz W BBCY WOz2zBz CZWC T b¥YDPzYD CZY YcbbVYBiG z20cV
that the zine can be obtained/read byopke beynd the clukitselfthen | generally decline, and I think those
clubzines do not meet the criteria.

By the same token | note that Bill Plott regularly posts his SFBAaiadion the efanzines.com sitke.
also belong to SFPA, but Vaanever circulattmyapazine 7he Typo Kingutsidethe SFPA memberslapd |
never intendty 6 06 . $§zI I LD QzBYIymKikghduinobc Wl 2Z2d Zbb CZY W

I am not suggesting there should be a clubzine category. In my opinion that would be counter productive
to the whole spirit of the FAAwards, and if such a category ever was initiated | think it would generate precious
few votes.But listing those clubzines that are offered to people who are not specifically club members on the

ballot seems fair and reanablet##



George Phillies; phillies@4liberty.net

| hope this finds you welll much enjoyed the late$ightbeanh

The account ofiEarth vs Flying Saucebsind related films was very interestinghere are
a few bits in the film that are also eetorthy. In particular, the film included a real computer
doing computetype things.The computer was the UCLA Differential Analyzer, whidtually existed 60
years ago.This was one of its two film appearances, the dbieémg infWwhen Worlds Collidé.

InAi Wh e n Wolliddo it veas sBown doing something that it could aijudo, namely calculating
thefuture orbits of Bronson Alpha and Bronson Beta, the strange invaders from deep space that were going to
destroy earth and provide humanity's sabrgtat least for a few of us. fitarth vs Flying Saucebst was
shown doing something totally impossible, at the time, namely computer machine translation of alien radio
messagesWe had actually captured an alien translation device, so we could ddowwerord translations; it
translated texts. With modern computers, you could actually do this, but back then it was scifi at its finest.

The film also showed a piece of modern warfare, namely small drones that could enter buitdihgs.
film, there wa a drone saucer that got into the secret undergroundt s taken out before it could do
something unfortunatef-or all that we have had cruise missiles since World War One (these tend to be
forgotten, even by comparison with the U$ Blying Bomb), drones so maneuverable were again SF.

Third, unlike many other films in periodi{he Mysteriandwas also virtuous in this respect), the
saucers are beaten by international collaborafidre hero and friends are working on defense schemes, the
schems are not working, but they get a letter fropraminent physicist in India, suggesting the means that
was actually used to shoot down the flying saucers. The Mysteriaiaséh the segment where military officers
from all around the world are arriving thie Japanese Earth Defense Headquarter, ('¢pslled that correctly.)
There are Americans, and iirc Frenchmen, and if you watch carefully one of the cars unloading dignitaries has a
Communist Chinese flag on it.

Naturally, your taste in fiction lastistannot be improved upon. Note that heroine Mardfigglyan is
actually in her late 20s or early 30s, and is a very{egatled sort. | did not need her exact age so | did not
populate it. Some readers would suggest that | went slightly overboardeitfilains, but, then, they are
supposed to be villainous.

#HM)Bbcb bBBzBCO WWBcC CZY Zzapprecit&€d\Waaky, thatDas alwaxsbeep bné af B 2
my favorite science fiction movies, and I felt that Sourdough Jackson wshdd ft in his article.

SPYB CzZb tWYZOBB 9z9BLC YWbY ZBb WC WIIT, zC DbVYb
hearts of most SF fans, including me. Yeah, there was some real crappscimsaldropped in here and
there; likedescrbBz CZY WI zYBLO WbbBb WO WwWYzBzZ bWyY BZ MOBI ;
movie stuck to the core principles of good science fiction literature

Instead of opting to make the hero some-$lodt military jet pilot, or a tough twisted macho strong
jawed type so beloved by so maryr@de science fiction flicks, the protagonist here was a scientist, and a
thinker. Yes, he had a beautiful and intelligent wife, but it was clear she was no eye candy dumb bunny, she
appreciated the guysaa human being, and she contributed to the process of dealing with the menace. The hero
used logic, science, and applied reasoning to figure out a bizarre, dangerous situation, and then he was able to
come up with positive solutions to the flying saoemrace.

| also note that this did not all come forth all at once as some sort miraculous burst of divine insight (a
situation very common in most high FX moderfi smvies), but was worked out over the entire course of the
movie. The hero was portraygeda realistic very human individual who used his knowledge to recognize and
then figure a method of dealing with the problem.

So far as the special effects, the stop motion animation Harryhausen provided of the attacking flying
saucers still strikes rae being much more effective than the explosions, blasting sound effects and scenes of vast
destruction which have been the hallmark of most stiema produced since at letstu the late 190 O . TLD
Obbbd Kt WYZOBBL ¢ z9 eBlBaEedsolie ¥f th&sk moint€ahd e3ked iEh® lzad any séao@ D
thots he declined to change his opinig#g.



Rose Motel-more than just a memoir

by Andy Hooper

A few years ago, at the Corflu convention in Richmond, Virginia, something led me to
comment that changes in publishing technology and the customs of fanzine fandom were making it
less likely that anyone will collect or anthologize our work, unless we choose to do it for ourselves.
Fandom doesndét t hi nk @hehoboeii oncg did, @ariyt becauseofgnziree d a s
production no longer involves the cutting of stencils and the turning of cranks. But | also had in mind
the typical fan-wr i t er 6s very specific opinions about their
remembered by; and it is so much easier to control these elements if you do the work yourself. And, |
noted, if you do feel Ilike you want to coll ect s o0me
enjoy it, time is running out on us all.

Jump forward to the spring of 2017, and a thick envelope arrives in my mailbox from William
Breiding in Tucson, Arizona. Inside is a copy of Rose Motel, a very handsome trade paperback
collection of Billdés writing, avaihadbde @©ht idcneedmd it
publishing house, but it does have an ISBN: 1542902819). A yellow post-it note attached to the title
page credited my remarks in Richmond with having helped move him to the completion of the project.
Thus pre-inclined to look favorably on the book, | devoured every word inside.

The bookissub-t i t | ed A Fanzi2mMel 4R ide cseos tThe& 0k i s certainl
the amateur origins of the work. But | think almost anyone with any familiarity with fandom would note

how differ ent Brei dingés writing is from the typical far
thousands of words about things of the most trivial nature i club and convention politics, where the
group went for lunch on Sat ur da wayofdifa a wevknow ittThey e at e n s
say things to one another with their mouths, and study the reactions on their sensitive fannish faces.

Bill Breiding doesndét do any of that. He writes
experiences that mean something significant to him, and they only occasionally have much of
anything to do with science fiction or fandom. | 6 m

Bowerso6 fanzine OUTWORLDS, and Breiding dedicates I
early encouragement. From those earliest appearances, he was without mercy for the reader; he

plunged them directly into the turbulent narrative of a sometime violent, sometimes Bohemian

childhood, a lifelong struggle for love and companionship extending to the places in which he has tried

to live, and an enduring attraction to nature and the wilderness, which haunted and twined in his

relationship with his dangerous father. His work can be plaintive without being whiny, and he can give

a real voice to his sense of wonder without descending into treacle or madness, marking him as a true

fannish asset in what are alternately wonder-challenged and wonder-saturated times.

His work has always had an arresting effect on me. Encountered in the pages of Gary
Mattingl y6s wunderrated SKUG or Lichtmands gl eaming TRA
back over what 16d just read. Who is this guy? And
between his mother and father precipitated into his life? And when it became clear that we had both
spent some part of our childhood in the coal-mining college town of Morgantown, West Virginia, |
began to feel a curious affinity with Bill, and watched carefully for his byline to appear in other places.

Submitted discreetl y i nt o fandomés conversation over a 34
had noticed what a comprehensive and self-revelatory narrative Bill has shared with fandom. But
when collected into a 210-page volume, the honesty of the work has little parallel in fandom. On the
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other hand, Bill assures me thatther e ar e At wo pieces of hokumd in the
l ook for them, and have no idea which pieces are ac
of the pieces about his relationships with women, which seem terribly dramatic for all that they have

been, in sum, less than satisfying. Breiding has a kind of chronic ennui that could easily descend into

crabbiness, but which never does so. His depiction of his father, a misanthropic alcoholic who

assaulted Williambés mother, yet also helped preser\
and pioneered the modern recreational extension programs of West Virginia University, is a
masterwork. He writes with such fond understandingof hi s f at her 6s | ove for na

quite forgets the fear and subversive resistance that his earlier behavior had inspired in his children.

This was so dire that Williamdés mother eventual
to San Francisco. Then they returned temporarily to a farm in rural West Virginia, before escaping
again to California, one or two at a time. The moves reminded me of the fits and starts by which Ray
Bradburyds family eventual | ylesri ¢heydoo had staps i Arizoma, | | | i noi
with relatives who lived in Tucson. Eventually, Bill decided that he would just as soon be neglected in
San Francisco, and spent large chunks of the 1970s and 1980s there. | found the fact that two of
Wi | | i a moéaherowerk dis gatbway into fandom one of the few elements of his story that |
envied 1 even in the let-it-all-hang-out 1970s, my parents were largely convinced that fandom
represented some kind of child labor scam.

There are topical pieces here too, appreciations of musicians like Dave Alvin and Ronnie
Dawson, a playful reaction to Armistead Maupinbs Tz
of trying to re-read Tolkien after having his work read aloud as a child. His overall view is skeptical,
possibly insurgent; fandom has been letting him down for over 40 years now, and shows no sign of
reversing its pattern. But there is something hopeful or at least cheerfully resigned in his narrative
voice. His mode is one of perpetual flirtation: with human intimacy, with aesthetic and artistic
satisfaction, with the very idea of home, or permanent roots and their comforts. | found myself
wondering how much Breiding knows about his father
are much deeper than mine, as | only lived there between the ages of 5 and 7. But even that exposure
to its woodland slopes was enough to capture my imagination forever, and | still sometimes dream of
hunting for yellow lady slippers in the abandoned seminary that lay farther up Tyrone Road from our
home.

Breiding inspires that kind of reverie in me; he reminds me at times
of Billy Wolfenbarger, alongside whom he has sometimes been published.
Wolfenbarger also offers his personal experience without preamble or
justification, and has also spent months of his life camping somewhere
wild. Breiding wrote to me in the wake of the Richmond Corflu, expressing
his disappointment that we had not had more opportunity to talk; | felt the
same way, but also felt that a suburban hotel was a terrible place to get to
know William 11 Breiding; by rights, we should take a long hike together,
climbing to some scenic overlook, and letting silences settle between
passages of conversation.

i

Rose Motel is an admirable substitute, however, an excellent map
of Bill Breidingdés mind, and some el
o : al | 30 pieces in it, Il &m convinced h
fanzines and alternative papers where it was first published, and that it is writers like Bill that keep me
fascinated by fanzines af t e-finislzetl dovers WweresdesigneelayPat. The |
Virzi; the handsome package has me daydreaming what a collection of my own work would be like,

ege
i s

and if anyone would be willing to give Amazon $15. 00 f or a copy. |l &m not sure
would warrant that treatment, while Bill seems to have spent 34 years composing material worthy of
this collection. ltés certainly my favorite ASpeci
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e et The Great Martian War Counterattack ; by ScottWashburn; Trade
Paperback $18.00; ébook $9.99
COUNTERATTACK

We have here the third volume (trade paperback, 360 pages) of Scott
Washburndéds alternative history of the
1910. We | | s ians Maaerlgarned from experience, and protect themselves from
microorganisms. The first invasion was one Martian clEime new invasion is
supported by their entire planet and lands across all the ddrthMartians make
a point of landing in places whe they will not immediately be overcome by local
armies. We follow their invasion of the United Statasder President Teddy
Roosevelt.

. The tale is told from a limited number of points of view, including
> SCOEE WASHBURN Roosevelt and a few of his generals, cavalryrmmamder Frank Dolfen, western

) cowgirl turned sniper Rebecca Harding (who was present at the first landing in the
Western U$ US Armyofficer Andrew Comstock, and Martian leader
Qetjnegartis.We have enough characters that we see what is going on in difflEress,dut not so many
characters that there is no possibility of remembering all of them or what they are doing. Roosevelt must face
politics and foreign countries. Martian politics are even worse.

The Martians have strengths but also limitatiofikeir heat ray melts through metal, but is not very
effective against concret@ heir poison gas can be blocked by appropriate filt€he humans have artillery,
and by this volume primitive aircraft, steam tanks, and land ironclagientors Edison and &, and various
military personages, make cameo appearances.

At the start of this volume, the Martians have captured the United States
~e ..'..,.«,......t... ol from parts of the Rockies to the Mississippi, and launch their next
= s '§ attacks. American forces respondEvents in theest of the world areeferenced
~ but not seen. Both sides show military creativity and surprise the other.

The writing is good, not at all woodeithe editing is first rate with
spelling and grammar free of annoying errors.

---Review by George Phillies

Persepois Rising by James E. Corepardback $2800, Trade Paperback
$11.99; NOTE: the ebook version at $14.99 is more expensive

This is the seventh novel of &6The
this book is another directional change for thigese | got hooked immediately
o ”’ﬁ, on this hard sciencgtoryset about 250 years in the future where humanity has
1o b i L4 spread into the whole Social Systdrafore a gamehanging encounter with
s abandoned alien technology. One major theme of the series is tieptohthe

1C
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Great Man in history. In 6The Expansed series Jame
charisma, unbending ethics, and a lot of just being there at the righttreevor | d of @A Per sepoi s
different place thanwdrei t al | started in AThe Expanseo.

Wedbve seen some other contenders for Great Man
the shadows, but has a better grasp of the Big Picture than Holden will ever have. Carlos Inaros certainly had a
big impact in volumes 5 and 6, and thought of himself as a Great Man, but ended up being a puppet. Now we
are introduced to a character thatyrba an ever greater Greaahlithan Holden: Winston Duarte.

The Solar System has sur,yvilvetd dalry olsa ridnéayrhass 6 E a Bt
caused damage that yntake generations to recoieom. Mars is depressed and the @rming project is
going nowhere because thelacticgatehasopered contact withthousands of other worlds manespitabé
than Mars. The Belters are actuallyingw e | | after Holdends brilliant i de:
create a new niche for theftying trade between Sol and the colony systems.

Everythingmoreor-l ess hums al ong fandt Consyl pyedVi $§ sonTDea
enor mous warship through the gate from his exile wc
Protomolecule technology and nowhadtk s t hat | augh off any of Sol 6s mi
tobecomhumani t y6s Benev oischaracter Bas irst mttoducedfi N aMheani s Game s 0,
Duarte was the one stealing Martian warshipssaudetlysupporting Inaros, leading to the Belter War. We
know hebds not aengsmartdubtigangd obapahlkésof playing a | oncg
playing with Proomo | ecul e technol ogy, and in ACibolae Burno
that are very much best left sleeping.

Each volume of the series raises stakes for théduman race. Thisook is no different. The
characters are all older and wisant the problems they face keep escalating by omfemsagnitude. The
seeming engjame will be an eventual confrontation with the beings who destroyed the PietaladBuitiers
several billion years ago. Those creatures are still out there, and witie Ppaking sticks into the dark holes of
Protomol ecule Technology, itbés only a matter of tir

This volume was anothéri ne addi ti on to the OExpansed series

---review by Gary Robe

Princess Holy Auraby Ryk Spoor; Trade Paperback $15.00,-book $7.99

Ryk Spoor's Princess Holy Aura (Baen Books, trade paperback, 430
pages)s a wonderfumerger of two literary traditions, the Lovecraftiaorrors
preparing to invade the world because soon the stars wilytie and the
Japanese animation magical girl (mahou shoujo) traditianmany Americans

will know through Sailor Moon.
' Since anent Lemuria, whenever the stars are wrong the one
survivingLemurian magician hascarnated five Apocalypse Maidens to
standagainst the eldritch horror of the ninemed Azathoth and her minions.
Silvertail (Trayne Owen) has now tired of inflicting Aqalypse Maidestatus on
teenage girls. He feels guilty about sending them possilthetodeaths. He
instead chooses 3ftdyear old Stephen Russ, a nidthe successful at life other
than as an RPG gamesmaster, to bedbenéirst Maiden. They mustfiitrate the

deepest concentration afigst, depression, frustration and agony known to man,

this belng emodern high school, which Russ manages by creating for Princesatitalya new secret @htity,
with appropriate bodyanother teenaggrl, Holly Owen. At first Russ considers it fortunate thaCthulhoids
are finally defeated, this segment of time will be rewritiétn no Cthonic traces. All will be forgotten.

There are five Apocalypse MaidenSilvertail chose the first; th&pell chooses thest in more
conventional ways. Dealing with parentalits--ummh, sorry, but this uncontrollable spell has turned your
daughter into a superheroprovides various challenges. After a whilee five Maidens come to be friends, but
realize that when thgs areall over they will never have mefthe Cthulhoids appear, each more powerful than
the last, untifinally...but that would be telling. The government secret occult agma&gs a few appearances.
It tries to capture an Apocalypse Maiden éind the probém much more difficult thaanticipated
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A four-page tribute to E.E. Smith's Children of the Lens pasicularly well done.Readers not
familiar with Smith,who wasa foundng memberof the N3F, will think everything is wellvritten; readers
familiar with
Smith will recognize the references.

It's definitely worth a read.

---review by George Phillies

The Ruins of Gorlan (Ranger's Apprentice #1) by John Flanagan; Trade Paperback at
8.99 with audio and e-book versionsavailable

First published in 2004} Bhe Ruins of Gorlaiis the first of twelve
novels in the Ranger's Apprentice series by Australian author, John Flanagan.
Originally written t oyeaoldsonuaread, the lodke aut
have since gained thousands of fans around ¢k w
The Ruins of Gorlan opens by introducing the reader to Morgarath, Lord
of the Mountains of Rain and Night, a desolate region in the saghof an
island that is in some ways analogous to, and inspired by, sexamtiry Britain
(with a touch of] . R. R. T oEarth). (& map of thielisland is grovided
early in the book.) Fifteen years previously, Morgaiathen lord of Gorlari had
attempted to overthrow the king of Araluen, a country that occupies most of the
island. Defeated, he h&gen exiled to the Mountains of Rain and Night where he
is now plotting again to take Aral uen?os
The narrative then shifts its focus to Will, an orphan and a ward of Lord
I oy AT al d. Having reached the agAysspf fiftee
He s IR A WSS George, Horace and Jenhyre selected by different Craftmasters to be their
apprentices. Will is disappointed that
puzzled when a ranger named Halt picks him as his apprentice. Although the network of rangeth@cro
country use their skills in espionage, tracking, concealment, and archery to provideytiwerkimith a first line
of defeng against its woulthe enemies, Will is fearful of them because of their mysterious and secretive ways
and their supposed dbi ty t o wield magi c. Hal tds taciturn natur
Will do not make it easy for the boy to warm to him but, over a number of months, Will and Halt come to
respect each other as t hegandlpopes leigskills asa budding mngér.i s mast e
During the same period, Wi lld&s wardmates are al
cooking, legal studies and, in the case of Horace, that of combat. Horace demonstrates to his superiors that he
has natural martial abilities, but all the while he finds himself being bullied by a group of older boys at the

school, and this comes to affect Horaceb6s friendshi

Meanwhi |l e, Mor gar at hds scheming Abeermattenoéwsgericyp cr ea s
while stildl only an apprentice with a few monthso t
accompanies Halt to confront the inhuman Kal kara, |

I 1 i ked FI an a dgfa thié fantapylveasjon ai Britaim anch Eusope (e.g. The Solitary Plain
is substituted for Salisbury Plain and has its own StoneHém®gmonument, while the Vikings menacing the
eastern coast are here r ender dahagandastdsed hiSfantasydavorld ons ) .
an alternate history of Europe, he has decided to stick to a more traditional gender division of labour among the
new apprentices, with the boys being trained as a ranger, a soldier and a lawyer, and the gippresiticea
as a diplomat and a cook. Il dm also a bit sceptical
tiringd (p. 236) and it seems anachronistic to use
skills that Will develops seem to come too easily to him, making me wonder why he needs to practice them at
all!

However, the book as a whole is a fun and easy read with plenty of action and humor. Although the
protagonist and his wardmates are aged 15, the publisherstritelbook as being for ages 10+, and this is
reflected, for the most part, in the writing. Nevertheless, older teenagers anebydwagt adults will enjoy
The Ruins of Gorlan.

---review by Greg Fewer
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bt o B 0 T The Magicians by Lev Grossman; Hardback 84.95, Trade Paperback
A e s taiese . $17.00, ebook $12.99

lEV BRUSSIAI
When you write a novel about young people who attend a school for

M A ﬁ I c ' A Ns magicians, you invite comparison with tHarry Pottebooks. In this book, the
Harry Potter equivalent is Quentin Coldwater, althougtsteehigh school senior

applying to Princeton at the beginning of the bodkis makes him considerably
older than Harry who is actually a baby at the beginnirgeasfy Potter and the
Sor c er e rNorss Q8entm areorphan, as both his parentslase, although
Quentin does not really like therThere is no equivalent of Ron Weasley, but
there is for Hermione in the character of Alicgince they are older and have no
Ron to complicate things, Quentin and Alice become lovers in the course of the
storyy Their friends EIIliott, Josh, and Jan
Gryffindor rather than hestfriend-foreverlike Ron.
g - Brakebills, the school in this novel, is more like a college than Hogwarts,
although Quentln Alice, and their fell students are required to wear uniformdsiother difference is that
Harry was automatically accepted for Hogwarts because of his talent for magic, but Quentin had to take an
entrance exam and was one of the only two people to be accepted thdTiearther student, a young man
named Penny, is a major character, but he and Quentin never really become fRarntiedmore, Brakebills
does not have the nurturing environment that Hogwarts providet totre like a highly competitive pre
professionakchool from which only a few of the students will graduate.

There is even a game called fiwelterso, but few
Hogwarts students have for quidditchhere is no equivalent of VoldemortTie Magicians, Wwich is much
more character driven than tharry Pottebooks. This would not be a problem, except that Quentin and his
self-centered acquaintances are a lot less likeable than Harry and his fiiéregsspend their leisure time
getting drunk, havingex, and wondering about their futurds.other words, it is an attempt to place what the
author considers to be more realistic characters in a fantasy setting.

The Magiciana | so r emi nded me aheSwardiette Storend C.S.H. Whi t ed s
L e wiNardigbooks. At one point, Quentin and Alice are turned into geese and other animals as part of their
educatonThere is also a figuesting beasto such as the o
classic. Quentin and Alice spend roh of the second half of the book in a magical land called Fillory, much
like Narnia but ruled by a ram named Emiaherthan a lion named Aslan.

By the way, neither my wife nor | ever got into the SyFy television series basedlwothand its
seques. It was not shown at a convenient time, and we had trouble getting it on the Comdastand
function. The books have received considerable critical acclaim, so | was curious enough to give one a
try. Grossman is an excellent stylist, but hisattempt o apply the standards of

fell short of my expectations.
“Of ) Hiciniicin’s Dok, ... Diowblic Sar v “‘reVieW by Tom Fe”er

ot of mry 1heoe Levewinen"— Comnle 1Vl

ot

Double Star by Robert Heinlein Trade Paperback $12.99, 400k $6.99

When my science fiction book discussion group readi Am oThedCaves
of Steellast year, it worked out so well that we decided to try a story by Heinlein
as well. We chosébouble Star, because it is short and tightly plotted (my edition
is 128 pages), hecontroversial, at least compared3tarship Trooprs, Glory
Road, Stranger in a Strange LandF ar nhamé s HRiseotpgarodf d, and
his Future History, so we did not have to worry about Lazarus Long showing
up. (Some of our younger membewsuld nothave a clue as to who he is.)

| believe I firstreadthis novelwhen | was in college during the
summerthat! embarked on a project to read all the Hugo and Nebula Award
winning novels up to that timgThere were a lot fewer when | was in college, of
course.)l still remembered most of the charastand the plot, which was
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influenced by Ant HerPsisondrofiZendles n 1 BI®@ 4 n h e v 8 baf-workeactass i o n, @
impersmates an important politician.
The novelheld up for me and for most of the others, although some of the refengace meaningless
to the younger readers, and some of the technologies, such as slide rules and microfilm, are blisalete.
good exampl e of whenihewagadtthedbhsighttohhps areative abiities, and it is still fun to
read. Ther is not one single wasted word, little exposition is needed to explain this future, and no long
digressions in which the author gets up on a soap box and lectuRspatedly written in three weeks in
1955, the author could still get away with theussption that Mars was inhabited by intelligent beingjkese
aliens, however, are imagined in the John Campbell ideal that they are clearly at least as iaigtligean
beings, but in a different way.
It was originally published ikstounding which Campell edited by the way, and one of our older
members actually brought those issues for shodtell. The book also felt timely when | read the passages
that discuss giving the Martians the same rights as human beings, especially since the mainarracter
narrator, Lawrence Smith aka Lorenzo Smythe aka AT
the beginning of the storyOn the other hand, the main female character is the steretfpipa) ofthe time, of
a secretary suffering froomrequited love for her boss.
---review by Tom Feller

LaRose by Louise Erdrich; hardback & Trade Paperback& e-book versions

LOUISE at various assorted prices

ERD RI C H The title character is a five year old boy in North Dakota in 1999 when his
LaRose father, Landeaux lronsacci dent al ly shoots and kills

Ravich while deer huntingNot only were the two families next door neighbors,

but the mothers, Nola and Emmaline, were-gadfers and the fathers best

friends. Both families are omostly Native American descent, specifically

Ojibwe, and in an ancient means of atonement, Landreaux gives LaRose to the

Ravich family. Over the years, LaRose becomes the link between the two families

and the means of theieconciliation.

Father Travis r om Er dr i ¢ hTeesRowndHolusis alsoano v e |
major character, and he falls in love with Emmalid@&other character frorihe
Roundhousés the villain in thisnoveland the best written character in the whole
S — book. He is an Ojibwanannamed Rorao Puyat who siphons gasoline from cars
in parking lots and works at hospitals, assisted living facilities, and nursing homes in order to steal drugs from
the residentsAt onetimehavasL andr eaux6s best friend, b uwhenhhey f eel s
were boys plus he was another man in love with Emmakntirther complication is that his son Hollis lives
with Landreaux and Emmaline, and they consider him to be a member of their feimitgies to stir up trouble
between Landreaux andtPe r Ravi ch, Dustybés father, which drives

There is also a second story line beginning in 1839 with the original LaRose, who began a
family in which there is always someone named after her, although not necessarily eeeaigerHer
Oj i bwe named directly transl ated as AMirageo,- but f
American husbandThere is also a villain in this story line, a Européanerican trapper who rapes LaRose
after buying her fsm Mink, her mother, for food.

There is very disturbing news for fansTdie Wizard of Oz.L. Frank Baum is cited as an advocate of
the genocide of Native Americans, and Erdrich quotes from an article he wrote in favour of this atrocious
act. Thereare supernatural elements in this novel, but they are not really essential to th&issbry.aRose
can see and converse with ghogtsr instance, he still plays with the ghost of Dusty and shares his
toys. Second, Maggi e Ra vrjcanhojn withthe dpiyit@fsaaninalsitiie novelssinst t e
unrelentingly grim, fortunatelyl 6 m sur e most of the readers of this
for Y2K in 1999, and Peter Ravich goes to an extrenaxing out his credit cards buy supplies.He
erroneously concluded that the credit card companies would be out of basidassable to collect their
money.

---review by Tom Feller

ARPw Yok JANEE Nplatie Bon
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WHAT ABOUT AREA 517

by

Jeffry Redmond

In June 1958, the U.S. Government established another top-secret military facility in the State of
Nevada. It became known as Area 51, located in and around Groom Lake, about 90 miles north of
Las Vegas. The number refers to a 6 mile by10 mile section of land, at the center of which is a large
air base the government will not acknowledge or even talk about.

The site was selected for testing of the U-2 spy plane because of its remoteness, proximity to existing

military facilities, and presence of a dry lake bed for landings. Groom Lake is America's traditional

testing ground for Ablack budgeto (top secret) airc
facility and surrounding areas are also associated with reports of UFO and space extraterrestrial

sightings.

In 1989, a man named Bob Lazar claimed on a Las Vegas television station that he had worked with
alien spacecraft at Papoose Lake, south of Area 51.
symbol for those concerned with continuing U.S. Government UFO stonewalling and cover-ups.

BACKGROUND INFORMATION

strmcrzn AREA The Groom Lake Base is a top-secret military base

located in grid number 51 of the Nevada Test Site,
and so it's called Area 51. The United States Air
Force Flight Test Center controls the base. It's best
known for testing exotic aircraft and weapons. The
base was created in 1954 as a place to test the
secret U-2 spy plane which was used to fly missions
over the Soviet Union.

£ == il ' i 'g Soon after it started to house the SR-71, A-12 and

D-21 drone The F- 117A was also tested there. In the 1980's the base increased in size, and the

runway was increased to its present 6 mile length. Then, mysterious lights began to appear, and

armed guards known as the fAcammo dudeso started pat

The government closed many viewpoints from which the Area 51 base could be seen. In 1989, the
Aphysicistodo named Bob Lazar <c¢laimed that he worked
Area 51 was testing extremely advanced aircraft and UFO's the military got by trading with space

aliens. Ever since then, Area 51 has been thought to be the test center of captured UFOs because of

the lights in the night sky. Every weekday morning, at least 500 people arrive at the guarded terminal

owned by EG&G on the northwest side of McCarran Airport in Las Vegas. Here they board one of a

small fleet of unmarked Boeing 737-200s. Using three digit numbers pre
their call signs, the 737s fly off northward every half hour.

Their destination is the Groom Lake Area 51, and the entire installation remains so secret that its

existence is denied by every government agency and contractor that has any connections there. By
late 1955, the facility had been completed for flight testing of Lockheed's U-2 spy plane. Since that
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time, Groom Lake has undergone vast expansion, catering to the needs of testing the most advanced
aircraft projects in the world. Forty-four years after it was created, Groom Lake has hosted flight
testing of the Lockheed U-2, the SR-71 Blackbird, the F-117 stealth fighter, Northrop's B-2 stealth
bomber, the mysterious Aurora Project, and possibly even alien spacecraft.

Tony LeVier, Lockheed's test pilot assigned to test-fly the U-2 spy plane, claims the credit for
recognizing Groom Dry Lake as a suitable test site. The CIA gave U-2 designer Kelly Johnson the
task of choosing and building a secure test site. In March 1955, Johnson sent LeVier and Skunk
Works foreman Dorsey Kammerer to visit potential test sites in the deserts of southern California,
Nevada, and Arizona. After two weeks, LeVier presented Johnson with his impressions, and Johnson
chose Groom Lake.

The Groom Lake facility has been known by many names since its construction. Kelly Johnson named

the place AParadissd IRgmahd.esWhaream arrived in July
Rancho. I n fact, the secret base was formally namec
York where CIA director Allen Dulles was born. In June 1958, it was officially designated Area 51 by

the Atomic Energy Commission (AEC). The adjacent AEC proving grounds became known as the

Nevada Test Site and dividedintonumber ed areas. The base is now kno:
though officially this designation was dropped in the 1970s.

By 1970, the USAF Systems Command took over the operation of Groom Lake. At this time, the U-2
and A-12/SR-71 spy planes had both been tested and were in service on reconnaissance missions.
Unmanned high-speed drones were also being tested, including the Model 147 Lightning Bug, Model
154 Firefly, and D-21 Tagboard. In 1967, the United States acquired its first Soviet MiG-21, and US
efforts to acquire Soviet weapons technology expanded.

In 1975, the Red Flag series of realistic air warfare exercises started at Nellis AFB, using large

portions of the ranges surrounding Groom Lake. The box of airspace surrounding Groom Lake was

strictlyoff-l i mi t s t o Red Flag aircrews. I't became known a
acquired thesemi-offi ci al titl e of MADreamlandd as a series of
the late 1970s. These included the Have Blue and Tacit Blue stealth technology demonstrators. The

testing of these aircraft caused the highest security measures to be maintained at Groom Lake.

The Groom Lake base was greatly upgraded and expanded in the 1980s. The main runway (14/32)

was extended to the south. And then a huge northern extension was constructed out onto Groom Dry

Lake, to a length of 27,000 feet. A smaller parallel runway was built in the early 1990s. Semi-recessed
Afscoot and hided shelters were built on the main tze
hidden from spying satellites overhead.

New radars, satellite telemetry and other communications facilities were installed, and extra
warehouse and assembly areas were constructed. The base housing area was completely rebuilt to
accommodate up to 2,000 people, and an extensive recreational facility provided. Today, Groom Lake
seems to be administered by Detachment 3 of the Air Force Flight Test Center at Edwards AFB.
Perimeter security was also greatly upgraded. Until 1984, it was easy to view the base from Bald
Mountain and other hills in the Groom Range to the north of the lake bed. The USAF then extended
the Nellis range military reservation to cut off this view. Two hillsides to the south of the Groom Range
still offered a view of the base from 12 miles away, at least until these points, White Sides Peak and
Freedom Ridge, were annexed by authorities in 1995.

The boundary of the secret base is clearly marked, but not actually fenced. It is patrolled by an
anonymous security force equipped with high-tech surveillance gear. Remote electronic sensors
detect movement along known dirt tracks and roads leading towards the installation. It has been
thought for quite a while now that the surveillance equipment is so advanced that certain sensory
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equipment has the ability to smell a person coming near the boundary, and even to distinguish
himher from ot her animals nearby. The ground patrol s
FLIR-equipped Sikorsky MH-60G Pave Hawk helicopters.

The Tacit Blue flights ended in 1985, and only two
have been test-flown from the secret base. Or at least, only two have been officially acknowledged,

and both were stealth air-launched missiles: the Lockheed Advanced Cruise Missile (ACM), cancelled

in 1992, and the Northrop Tri-Service Stand-Off Attack Missile, cancelled in 1994.

In 1989, the man named Bob Lazar appeared on a Las Vegas television station and claimed that he

had been employed at Area 51 for the purpose of Ar e
stated that nine of these disc-shaped craftwer e f |l own from a hi gh-#'yvat secur e
Papoose Lake, 10 miles southwest of Groom Lake. Lazar's story has been widely criticized. A more

credible link to disc-shaped objects is that they are testbeds for anti-gravity propulsion systems, being

tested at Groom Lake. Such technology would represent a scientific advance requiring the most

extreme secrecy. So would an operational hypersonic spy plane with another type of advanced

propulsion system, such as Pulse Detonation Wave Engines or hydrogen-powered scramjets.

There is also much reported evidence to link Groom Lake with experimental high-Mach vehicles. It
has even been claimed that a new mother/daughter combination like the A-12/D-21 has been flown,
known as the Super Valkyrie. Evidence from base-watchers and elsewhere also suggests other top-
secret, Special Access Programs that have been conducted at Groom Lake in recent years:

High Altitude Stealth Reconnaissance: Large subsonic long-endurance vehicle jointly developed by
Lockheed and Boeing to replace the SR-71's ability to overfly denied territory at will. It was based on
the Skunk Works failed bid for the Advanced Tactical Bomber (ATB), the B-2. It was cancelled in 1992
after at least $300 million had been spent, and was replaced by the Tier 3 Minus UAV (Lockheed's
Darkstar).

Covert Assault Transport: Probably a delta configuration with advanced V/STOL capabilities but with
very low noise as well as radar signature. Probably cancelled in 1993 in favor of further Bell/Boeing V-
22 Osprey development.

Stealth Helicopter: Different designs with emphasis on low blade and transmission noise, also
exploring new technology to reduce blade and efflux signature. (Sikorsky's new attack helicopter, the
successor to the Apache - the Comanche -- incorporates stealth technology, but this is being tested
elsewhere.)

Cloaking Technology: Cloaking technology in the form of electrochromatic panels mounted to aircraft
has been revealed as being tested at the Area 51 installation. More recently a new theory, which has
a very factual basis, has risen giving an idea as to the glowing objects frequently seen above the
Groom Lake installation. Researcher Tom Mahood has formalized his idea that the objects moving at
incredible speeds, with sudden directional changes and emitting an unusual glow, are actually the
results of experimental proton beam systems.

Regardl ess, AAr ea 5 1"-limtenmitiy base. WOgrsaare suredtfis usedte hide f f

aliens from us. The State of Nevada has recently designated a barren 98-mile stretch of Route 375,

which runs near Area 51, as the Extraterrestrial Hi
government attempt to throw us off the track, and to make us think there is not a cover-up when there

is one. This is a cover-up of the cover-up? And typical of government agencies when dealing with

sensitive information regarding UFOs and aliens?
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Since anyone can be shot if you try to trespass onto the military base where Area 51 is located, UFO
tourists must view the sacred ground from a distant vantage point. Many do this, hoping for a glimpse
of a UFO landing. According to some speculative thinking, our government has a treaty with the aliens
that allows them to fly into this area at will, as long as we can experiment on them and try to duplicate
their aircraft. You don't really think that any human could have come up with the idea of the Stealth
Bomber, do you?

Skeptics don't doubt that something secret is going on in area 51. And what is going on may be more
sinister than building secret aircraft or developing new

weapons. The Television new show
segment where Leslie Stahl suggested that area 51 might be
an illegal dumping ground for toxic substances. If so, Area 51
NEVADA might turn out to be hazardous to your health in more ways
than one.
San Francisco
- Several former workers at Area 51 and widows of former
AREA 51 workers have filed lawsuits against the government for injuries
CALIFORNIA or death resulting from illegal hazardous waste practices. So
v far the government has been protected from such suits
Las Vegds e because of ﬁnational security. o |
even acknowledge the existence of the base known as Area
Los Angeles 51. Such denials, of course, do little more than provide further
@ ammunition for those who claim that there is a government
conspiracy to cover up just about anything it's ever been
involved in.
AREAS 19 and 20
There is another even more secretive Government base in Nevada. Some people think that it is just a
piece of landownedby t he Nevada Test Site (NTS), while some

These are just the two extremes; most people have their opinion somewhere between these two. The
only thing that we know for a fact is that Area 19 is really just a piece of land in the middle of nowhere.
What makes it noticeable is that there's a 34.5 kilovolt power line which just stops in the middle of
nowhere. And this is, of course more than just a little bit unusual.

Area 19, along with Area 20 to its west, were added to the NTS because of the 1962 Test Ban Treaty,
and its official ending of atmospheric testing. Yucca Flat is a little too close to Las Vegas with all of the
shockwaves created by the nuclear bombs. The two other designated areas are far enough away to
be ideal locations to do underground testing. However, according to NTS documents, there is nothing
that is fisupposedod to be there.

The location is farther away from any curious people than anyplace in the entire complex, even farther
away than Area 51. However, there is an airspace so that planes can fly right over Area 19. And, even
more suspiciously, Area 19 is officially for nuclear testing. However, there have actually been very few
nuke blasts, but indeed quite an amount of drilling being done there. Most peculiar is the fact that the
NTS never receives any information about the classified programs going on in their territory.

There is a story that has been told by a commercial pilot who flies in a Nevada airline. Some of his
airline friends, who fly from Las Vegas to the Groom Lake and the Tonopah Test Range facilities,
sometimes fly to Area 19. When the pilot prepares to land, first he has to always get clearance that
there arend6t any spy satellites over guSededookljust.
like the ground, is watered by sprinklers. This makes the runway stand out. The pilots always get off
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and then have to immediately get back on. The complex that the pilots enter has been built to look just
like a group of hills.

Enemy satellites can see in multiple wavelengths, and their sensor devices usually see through most
types of camouflage. Perhaps the U.S. Government has some newer high-tech covering that can
make any facility invisible to every type of wavelength. With the public airspace being right over it, the
secret military facility would have to be noticed by others. But so far it never has.

Any member of the press who has ever requested a tour of Area 19, has been informed that they can

visit anywhere in the entire complex. They can bring their cameras, and they can investigate anything

they want to, just as long as they have an official guide with them. However, whenever the time

comes for reporters to actually visit, they can never get to Area 19. The first time they are told that it is

too far away, and the second time they are told the
though one is nicely paved.

So, decide for yourselves. What is actually still going on at these top-secret governmental bases.

Nuclear testing, highest tech spy aircraft, or perhaps even alien flying saucer research? Something is

indeed going on out there in the State of Nevada. But just what, no one can or will ever quite say for

sur e. But if youdre bravésamerdati adnghing¢tdretetyysowd h, t |
find out more about. The very best of luck in your continued search for what is really going on in

these restricted and forbidden zones. Have fun and enjoy yourself. Investigate and learn as much as

youcan. J u s get chught dding it.

An interesting website for more information about these and other such things is at:
www.area51zone.com

W\

T gave up on edoy dude! T Aried +o look up collectible.
_ '7_1??0 \fthFefS) but all T SG-Jr was 836 M(J\Jrc:l/\esl !
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The Toys of Fate

BY

TOD ROBBINS

THERE was a raucous screamingoadikes, and the train, which hiden gliding along smoothly
throughthe night, came to an abrupt, shiverfradt. | was violently precipitated agairiee man who sat
opposite me, and he wasrown to the floor.

"l beg your pardon," | said, as soonlasgained my breath and my equilibriufii.hope you're not
hurt."

He was a stout, middiaged man in &ght woolly overcoat. Lying on the flomf the smokingcom
partment his large andnelancholy brown eyes staring up at fream his tnexpressive face, he closely
resembled a sheep awaiting the attentionthefoutcher. There was an irritating passivity about his inert figure
which was galling in the extreme. My right ttiegledto stir him into a more upright and dignified position.

"I hope you're not hurt,” | repeatdaljt this time there was no sympathy in toge.

His hands fluttered uncertainly abdus plump person.
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"No, I'm not hurt," he said at last, rising slovityhis feet. "For a momentthought that he'd finally
taken me out ofiis pocket; bud "

He broke off and regarded me mournfully with his head on one side.

"l beg your pardon,” said |, making sense out of his words. "You wesayingd "

But at this poinl was interrupted bthe conductor, who bustled in with an efimportance. The
somber pride of thragedian was mirrored on the official's fasehe picked up a lantern and lighted it.

"What's the trouble?" | asked.

"A man's been runver," he answedtersely. "Got his foot caught in tisgvitch, and couldn't get aywa
in time."

"Poor devil! Is he dead?"

"I should say so! They tell me hétwn to rags. I'm going up there nowant to go along?"

"No," I answered hastily. "That kinaf thing makes meiesk."

The conductor smiled rather contemptuously and strode out into the passagewasnent later |
could see his lantern, oaenong a dozen or more, gliding pastwirdow like a large, luminous bubble. We
had come to a standstill in a deserted tohatwampland. The black, brooding nigeeemed to hang heavily
over the earth, lika threatening hand. Not a light glimmeigd/where, except those gay bobbing lanterns
which flowed on merrily to the feeff tragedy; not a sound broke the silereageptthe faraway murmur of
voices andhe dismal croaking of frogs.

"He would have chosen such a night!"

| started involuntarily. For the moment | had forgotten the existence aiahen the woolly overcoat.
He now safacing me in his old seat near the danv, looking particularly docile, stupid, and altogether
aggravating.

"I'm sure | haven't the slightest ide&at you're talking about,” | said rathaitably. "Will you kindly
explain?"

"Naturally you wouldn't," he murmured sadly. "And you won't belimgdf | tell you the story. You'll
think memad."

"Oh, no, | won't," | hastened to asstmien.

| had realized at the first glance that tabow with the muddy brown eyes was tstupid to be
threatened with insanityMadness, after all, is a mentahfyus dependent on rich soil for its grodtthe
disease of a vivid imagination. Lookingray traveling companion with the trainegles of a physiognomist, |
said with conviction:

"I would never consider you insane!"

At this he brightened visibly, as ihladpaid him a compliment'So | was, sir," said he, with a
mourrful shake of the heatiThat's a satisfaction," said he, crosdlvig plump legs."It all happened éong
time ago, when | was living iRregonville. To be quite candid with you, Mro

"Burton's myname," said |.

"To be quite candid, Mr. Burton," le@ntinued, "I've been called mad mdiraes than once. And when
I haven't beewalled mad, I've been called a good hahjch is just as insulting.”

"Neither is insulting," | replied; "buet that pas. You were about to tell m@ur story."

ASo | was, sir, o said he Periapslyou'ee heaa Bfestorvillel Mr.s h a k e
Burton?"

"Prestonville?" | murmured. "Premville?" And then memory flashed upme. "Why, that's the town
that wasdestroyed by an earthquake!" | crigdthe tone of a man makirgghappy disovery. "There was great
loss of life,wasn't there?"

"A frightful loss of life, Mr. Burton! It came after midnight, when people ware¢heir beds, and the
houses werbowledover as if they were made of cardboaffthere was no warning. All at once tharth began
to shake, and thén"

He made a sweeping gesture with lasd.

"It was a thriving town, | understand?"

"Yes, indeed, s&F a progressive townBy this time itwould have been a largity. There were
enterprising businesaen who had made their homes tldemeanliving, ambitious men, who would
have been the pride of the country if thed survived; but most of them wereried under their own roofs.
They diedwith the town." He broke off and rubbétk bald spot just above his right templjch was
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glistening with perspiration”And there was no reason for it all!'" fiaished, almost fiercely. "If it had been
a vicious growth, like some towns in ti8$ate one could call it a visitation of Providence, and explain it that
way."

"Can one ever satisfactorily explairhat happens?" | broke in. "Fate iblandfolded baby attempting to
play chesdor the first time."

"No, he isn't!" the man in the woollyvercat cried excitedly. "I'll tell yowhat he is. He's an old
fellowo a little mad, you understand, but not so madatsto be vicious."

"You seem positive that you're right,5aid with a smile. "Why?"

Before he answered, he drew out a cayad lighted iwith a hand that shoadddly.

"I'll tell you why," he answered vemalmly between puffs. "I have met Fate."

"You have met fate?" | said slowltrying to figure out his meaning.

"Exactly," he replied with a halfiearted chuckle. "He's a dirty old man watfiace white and wrinkled
as a paper bé@gan untidy old man who drops crumbshiis beard and soup on his \@stn old marwho neighs
when he laughs, like a frightened horse."

"In spite of his stupid look this mandgiite mad," was my thought. But alolidaid: "How did you
know that the oldellow was Fate? Tell me about it."

"Willingly," said he. "It unburdensny mind to tell what | know, even thougleople think me mad.
Living and remaining silent is unendurable. | feel that Iratalen away from the wilat in some black
reces® a recess from which | cannot escape, and in which | must wait pati@uthge day his hand will grope
about in thatecess, touch me, and ti&eh He brokeoff and passed his handkerchief acrosghispiring
forehead. "And when Irafinally plucked out into the light of dayhat will happen to me? | do not know,
nor can | guess. Perhaps he has forgattenperhaps | may be overlooked for yedig has so many
playthings, that mad olchan!"

"You were about to tell me your story,Ventured.

"To be sure," the man said in a somewhat calmer tone. "It all happengshtsrago in Prestonville. |
was in the toyousiness then, and had a large shomam Street. My shovwvindows were thelelight of every
child in town. Theywould stopon their way to school arstare in, with their noses pressed tigbainst the
glass. And often grown peopleould stop. You see | had an artistic temperament, and it found expression in my
showwindows."

"How?" | asked.

"Well, | arranged scenes like tagedirector. For instance, there was my tobogganing scene. Through
the showwindow one caught a glimpse of a hill covereith snow and children sliding down it gaily
painted sleds. And then there wag hunting scene in the forest. One saminiatue bear at bay, surrounded
by miniature sportsmen with leveled rifle$he bear growled, opened its cavernousith, and struck at the
hunters with itheavy forepaws. It was all quite realisti@ssure you."

"No wonder your windows drewaowd!"

"Yes,one can perform miracles withechanical toys," he said. "But perhapg greatessuccess was
my replica in mimature of Prestonville itself. That, indeedas a work of art. Every street, evérguse, eery
tree, was an exact counpart of one in the tom: When | finallyput it on exhibition, it interested not ortlye
children but the grown people as wdllwas a drawing card which helped imysiness and quite eclipsed the
efforts ofmy rival across the street.

"Every day hundreds of people woditbpto see what was happening in this tiawn of Prestonville;
for with great skill larranged scenes for thdnscenes whiclparodied the happenings of yesterdaywds a
clever joke on the towé a harmlesgoke at which all could laugh, and at whicbne ould take offense. And |
was exremely happy in my ability to amusshen one dark, rainy evening in Octolhercame and peered
solemnly through mghowwindow."

"He?" | asked.

"Yes, that untidy old man | told youdfthe old man who dropped crumbs in bé&sard and soup on his
ves® the mad oldnan whom later | grew to fear worse thaeath.

"On account of the weather the streg&se deserted; and, as there seemed littleeor no prospect of
business on such @vening. | had allowed my two assistaritsleave before their usual time. | wstsnding by
the counter, staring absenéythe ran-splashed windows, when | sighly saw a dingy coafeeve rubbing
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against the plate glass. A moment laterhéte, wrinkled face appeared through fpace which rhbeen wiped
dry, and gpair of small gray eyes stared solemdbwn on my miniature of Prestonville.

"On first seeing it thus, Mr. Burtongxperienced an involuntary tremor of fedhad an odd fancy that
there was a faceut there in the night and tiing moré a face drifting about quite independentadiody) a
thin mask with a tangle of wildlisreputable beard hanging from it, aidhrk's eyes staring coldly through the
slits above the chedbones. But it wasniwhat this face held that troubled ni. Burton. No, it was what it
lacked thethinness of b the feeling that behind iftat, wrinkled surface there was nothihgt vacancy. A
thin mask of flesh, it hadlown off its owner's real face and coffmating to my window or, at least, such
was ny vague, disquieting thought of it.

"For some time | stared stupidly at tlaee; and it, in turn, stared down on tbg town. From where |
stood the scensuggested a picture. The town no longeemed a group of miniature houses aethpw, but
the re&Prestonville at a greaistance; and the face, surrounded agg by the gray mist which had formed on
the windowpane, resembled the face afrael divinity looking down from the clouds what it might
presently destroy. kuggested one of thosgligious picture®f old times when man believed God to be
capable of an implacable hatred and defsire’engeance. As | stood there, motiess and staring, | actually
trembled formy toy town, which by some mysterioflight of the imagination had aldmecomePrestonville."

The shopkeeper paused and blew a oihgmoke thoughtfully ceilingward:All this must sound absurd
to you,"he resumed after a moment. "In fact,looking back on it later that night,seemed absurd to me that
an old man'saceshould have filled me with such wittbtions. You see, Mr. Burton, I'm notdinarly an
imaginative man. I've alays prided myself on my practicality."”

"How long did he stare through théndow?" | asked with growing interest.

"I don't know exactly. It nght havebeen only a minute, but it seemed an dgemenber that my eyes,
which have akays leen weak, winked shut for arsiant. When | opened them again, the tzae gone. |
might have thought | hadreamed the twle thing if it hadn't beefor theclean patch on the windepane."

"Did you see the face again?"

"Yes, many times; but always whewas alonen the store, or at night. Sotivees | saw it surrounded
by other facedyut it was usually by itself. It seemedgizk stormy nights to stare at the toytown."

"Were you always affected in the samay?" | asked.

"Yes, always. | could not rid myseadf the unhealthy feeling that this face wady a mask, like those |
sold to childreron Hallowe'en. If it had mirrored any man emotion or thoud, it would not haveffected me
s0. There was a sickeniflginness about it, if you can understame. It hung over my toy town like an evil
moon. Soon | began to dream aboultitvas a great relief when the old niamally came into my shop."

"So he @ame in!" | cried. "That'sather unusual, isn't it? Faces such asdeacribe seldom trust
themselves under thggare of electric lights."

"I knew you wouldn't believe me," tlshopkeeper said wistfully. "Nobodjoes."

"So far | believe you," | answeredithfully enough. "Go ahead.”

"Well, as | was sayirighe finally camen. It was a great relief to see that thee had a body to it; but
what a body itvas! Here were old bones, Mr. Burtdrthe oldest bones I've ever seen outsigeaaeyard. |
give youmy word, the mamvas a walking mummy. | felt the greage of those bones as they moved slowly
beneathhe parchmenlike skin, and thesightfilled me with a kind of awe; but there wasthing to command
respect in his shufflingait, or in his tangle dbeard, where breactumbs were sticking like currants irbash,
or in his clothes, which were dindgpeyond belief, or in his silly senile smilghich set the timkles on his face
all aquiver, like ripples on a bowl of milkhen you stir it with a spoodll in all, he was as disreputable
looking an old mams the town could boastdfand halfwitted as well, if his wagging lower lip did not
belie him. But, as | was saying, there wamething awénspiring in his slowmovingbone® something which
filled me with anunaccountable reverence.

"Well, he shuffled up to the counter aledned on it for a space, mumbling to himself, like a man
rehearsing a speech. Hmale gray eyes were fixed on me, but td&n't seem to see me. He ran his fingers
through hisbeard in a nervous fashion, that several stray crumbs rolled down $usipstained vest and fell on
the floor.

" Well, sir,' | finally said, speakingleasantly and even respectfully, farduldnt forget the age of his
bonesgwhatcan | do for you?
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fiAt that he winked one eye at me amdckered. It wasn't a laugh at all, righsiyeaking, but more like
the neigh' of drightened horse.

"Tut, tut!" says he with a reprovingll of his head.'Don't ask silly questions, young man. You know
what | wart. Why, I've come for your town!'

" My town?' | cried in astonishmentYou mean you want to buy it?'

" Isn'tit for sale?' he asked, cockihig beard at me. 'I'll tell you what it isiy. I've found everything for
sale in thisvorld but myseld mysef!' He smirkedand bowed like a dancirmaster in higl 0 t aTheepricesd
that have been offered me just for a nod or a smilethég, would turn your head, young mavibu'd sell your
soul for a hundredth paof them; but 1? Ah, no! | may not betelligent, but I'm essentially honésyes,
essentially honest. What do you wantyour town?'

"1 hadn't intended to sell it," | repligdther weakly, for his torrent of wild wordisd played havoc with
my wits. "You seét's a good advertisement for theopli

fifCome, come, young man!' says tagping his nose slyly with a shriveled forefinger. 'None of your
tradesman's trick&ith me! Everything has a price, y&now. Out with it!"

"At that, Mr. Burton, | took a carefigurvey of this old man from top toe,from the dingy felt hat set
awry on hishead to his mudplashed boots rich withe red clay of the countryside. | hadintention of
selling my toy town, andrheant to ask a price far beyond his abiid@ypay.

fi ®Vell, young man?' he cried impeatitly. 'Well?'

" Five thousand dollars is the pricetbét town,' | answered, thinking that ndwould be rid of him.
"You may well imagine my surpriséyir. Burton, when he pulled out an dihther wallet fairly bursting with
bills, and counted fivehibusanedollar notes intany palm. One would as soon expecfitm a scarecrow
stuffed with banknotes. Here he was, a very beggar of a maappearance, with a purse whose contents
would have done credit to any millionaifeimade my head swim.

" There you have it,' said he with ooéhis snickers. 'A very moderate pri¢d, say, for such a thriving
town. I'mafraid you've cheated yourself, young mate turned his back on me and steppeer to the show
window. 'You shouldn’have kept it so lorghe cried sharply:You're hopelessly olfashioned!

" Old-fashioned?' | muttered.

" Yes, oldfashioned,' he said sourl{¥ou stow nothing here except what lhmgmed yesterday. What
sort of business ihat? Now I'm abreast of the times, awinetines a step or so in advance of thdmrmay
look antiquated, but I'm not. Skere!

"As quick as thought, Mr. Burton, thisrange old man put his hand in his pockad drew out a match.
Striking it on theheel of lis boot, he bent forward and@ied theflame carefully to one of the tirgardboard
houses in the town' Look out!" | cried. "You'll set it offire! It's only made of paper!

"It is on fire,' he answered with @@nt satisfaction, slowly straightening higed backlt gives quite a
blaz for sucha small house.' He broke off and regardeslwitha strange look of childish inmence on his
wrinkled old face. 'l lovdires!" said he. 'Don't you?'

"I made him no answer. My eyes were the toy town and on the tiny cardbohaodise which was
going up in flames ansimoke. Instantly | knew which one thigad old man had picked out to destioy
it was the miniature of my own house $anford Avenue. There it blazed merrigy1d | was moved by the sight
of it. Hotanger surged through me agairés toldfool at my elbowd an anger which wagnged with fear. |
felt regret, too, thatthad sold my toy town to this destroyemoihiature homes.

"At last the toy house crumbled imted-hot ashes, Mr. Burton; and the etthn, who all this time had
been stretchinchis hands over the blaze, once more tutoade with an air of triumph.

"You see I'm not oldashioned!" heried with a high, neighing laugh. '§d keep abreast of the times,
although I'mso dingy. Who cares about yesterdagmgs? We wara peep into the minutghead, nbthe
minute behind. Do the tie figures of wood go with the town?'

" Yes,' | answered sourly. 'As paps you know, each is supposedepresent some one in
Prestonville.'

" And are you included?' he asked, &dfang his dull, fishy eyes. 'Did you selburself as well as the
others?'

" 1 suppose you'll find the wooden mikim of me in the collection,’ | muttere@nless it was burned up
in that littlehouse.’
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" How could that happen?' he saléasantly."You've been in this shop alhe time. No, not a soul was
burned buour mothesin-law.' He leaned forwardnd prodded in the little heap of askéth his finger. 'Here
she is, sir," he caimued with a grin, holding up for my inspection a tiny charred figiinsood. Burned to a
cinder, you see! Well, yowon't miss her much.'

"And then | smiled weakly, Mr. Bton. | was very much attached to Sallyisther, but | smiled, as
almost any masmiles when his mothen-law's name igoupled with tragedy.

" Of course, | won't miss her muchamhswered, with quite the conventional @figay unconcern.

" Well, that's lucky,' he went on, striok) some more crumbs out of his bedfak, as you can see for
yourself, she's wetbasted. Not that it makes one iofaddference to me whether you miss hemnot," he dded
fiercely. 'To be quite cafid, yourg man, I'm neither very inteflfent nor very kinehearted, and | dorfiretend
to be, although there are optirigsfools in this world who call me both.'

" Indea?' | said politely.

" Yes,' he continued, 'they think | sip at night trying to better the human réde who have so many
amusing things tdo. There are people who imagine I'maasin of Santa Claus.'

" Once removed or far removed?" said I.

"At thathe began to snicker, Mr. Bon, in a most unpleasant way.

"1 wish | could think up bright thingkke that; he said after a time. 'Famneved, I'd call it. But
seriously, youngnan, | often kick those fools in the facist to see what they'll do; dnbless meif they don't
come crawling back on diburs to lick my boots!

" You're a stranger to me,' | broke inthought | knew by sight every soultiown. Where are you
staying?'

"For answer he bent over the toy toamd touched with his finger house whiclstood a little apart
from the others.

" Preston Mansion!" | cried in surpris&Vhy, that hasn't been lived in for twentyar$ not since old
Colonel Preston cltis throat.'

" 1live in it," he said simply.

" But it's in a deplorable ate of disepair,' | ventured.

"'So am |, he rejoined. 'We're goodmpany for each other.'

" But the roof's never been shinglgdce it got hit by lightning two summeback. It can't keep out the
rain.'

"I'm living under that roof, not youie repied sharply. ‘It suits me."'

" I'm sure | didn't mean any offenskesaid. 'Shall | have the toy town sehére temorrow morning?'

" No, no!" he cried irritably. 'I'll calfor it when | want it. None of your imglence, young man!'

"And at that he shiibd out of my shopiMr. Burton, without so much as a gonight, leaving me fairly
dumfounded.Nothing that | had said could possilhigve given offense to the most sensifieesonyet he had
left me in high dudgon. Later | came to learn that he valwgays like that toward the end of our
talks. It wasn't anything that had pasbetiveen us, but just a natural wearinesspfsociety the same
irritability that achild shows when he is forced to stay indoors with his nurse. Indeed, that terrible
old manwas very much like a spoiled child a great many wagshis love of excitement; his pure joy in
destroying objects ofalue; his fickleness; and, lastly, liswnright fury if he was opposed amything."

APossi bl y, "utwhydayowscalinstice BhrmlesoRl lunatic terrible?"

"I M coming to that, Mr. Burton," the shopkeepeplied, with a calmvhich | could see was
forced for my benefit."Let me geton in my ownway, and thelyou can judge for yourself. As | have said, he
left me with my witsall astray, gaping behind the countand it was there that one of the neighbors found me a
few minutes later.

"Come, come!' he cried, shaking imgthe arm. 'There's been a fire uyair place. Your wife wants
you.'

"A fire!" | cried, coming to myelf with a start. 'My house?'

"Burned to the groundye answered shortlyBut that isn't the worst of itYour wife's all broken up,
and you must go to her ahce. She needs you.'

"And Sally's mother?' | cried weaklghe's safe?'

fiThe man shook kihead sadly.
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" Lost,| M afraid,’ he murmured. 'Skes the only one in the house whegatight fire, and they think
the smoke mudiave suffocated her, for she hasn't b&sgn since. Your place was insureldppe?'

"l made him no answer. Steppingthe showwindow, | bent down and lookddng and curiously at the
ashes where ont¢wd stood my miniature house.

"It all happened here,' | muttered dulNt happened here before my eyes!'

"Come, come!' my neighbor sauskly. 'Don't break down. Blahemanly part. Your wife's the real
sufferer,you know. After all, a mothen-law isonly a mothetin-law.'

"It all happened here,' | repeated stupidly, pointing down at the toy t&warything!'

"But he did not even so much as glaat¢he showvindow. His eyes were on nright hand, which
still grasped what theld man had given me.

"You're drunk!" he cried after a moment. 'Perhaps you'd better not gadopgmlr wife in this
condition.'

"All that | had gone through that evening, added toftha affront, made msee red.

"Drunk!" | cried, stepping forwardWhy, you fool, 6 '

"Unconsciously my right hand openeBrom it dropped not crisp thousandollar bills, but half a
dozen chocolate creamsapped up in a piece of tissue paper. omey that the old man gave me had all
disappeared!"

The shopkeeper regarded me wistfulbvidently he still hoped that | might believe his improbable
story. The train wasnce more slipping through the night, onlyw at a faster pace, to make up for the
enforced delay. | could see nothitigough the window but a curtain of moving blackness, could hear nothing
but themonotonous lullaby of the revolvingheels; but | was vaguely conscious of skg which overhung us,
somber and threatening, like an immse, hovering hand.

"Well, what do you think?" he said laist, a trifle timidly.

"l think that you were badly frightendxy a coincidence," | answered. "€@durse, it was strange that the
old manshould have burned your house in miniature; but thoseglhiagpen. | remember orécé

"But how about my mothein-law?" hebroke in.

"Another strange coincidengestartlingenough, |1 grant you."

"But can you explain how the monayned to chocolate creams?" he demanded.

"Well, as for that," | answered, " probalityvas a sleightf-hand trick. Nodoubt your mad old man
was a practicgbker with some knowledge of parlor legerdemain. Those fellows can fooktesdmightest
eyes, and you acknowledtfeat yours are weak."

"You have common sense," he said bittelind all that | told you is an affront to it. You argue very
much as used to argue before | met that terrible wlan for the second time and learnedtthién.”

"He came into your shop again?"

"Yes, a week after my mothar-law'sfuneral. He came ijust as my nephewent out. They must have
met each otheat the door. | can still remember the aldn's first words as he hobbled up to¢banter.

"1 don't like that boy," he said peevishly, his cold gray eyes fixed on myfecaggravates me.'

"' That's a pity,' | answered ironically.

"You must know that | was very foraf my sister's son, Mr. Burton. Thenasn't a cheerier, better
natured boy irPrestonville than Charlie, though | saynyself. He was a bit mischievous, perhaps, but there
wasno malice in it. Havas a real boy who showed that he gkl to be alive.

" No, | don't like him," the old macontinued, plucking irritably at his tangléeard. 'He's hapgy
entirely too happy Why, the little fool goes hopping abadiiis town like acanary! When he isnithistling, he's
grinning like an idiot. Thevay he acts, you wouldn't think thagxisted. He ignores me, and that's the truth
of the matted me, whom nobody shoulgnore.' He paused and twitched a gnayr savagely out of his beard
'‘Besides,he finished, ' | can't abide rowsged, appleheeked boys! Can you?'

" I'm very fond of Charlie,' | answeradarmly. 'Of course, he's happy. Wslyouldn't he be? He's
strong and healthy.'

" Strong and healthy, eh?' the old neaied, withone of his unpleasant snickergell, that can be
mended. Have you angy trolley-cars in your shap the kind thatyou wind up and run?'

" Yes, | have several,' | answerdaljt what do you want with one?'

" Never you mind,' he said with a slynk. ‘Never you mind, sir. Perhaps llmying it for Charlie.
When | don't likechildren, | buy them toys not at all likeSanta Claus, you see!'
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"Now, Mr. Burton, he was grinning ate so slyly, with his beard ruffled out likiee tail of aturkey
cock, and hisyes shifing from side to side, that, in spite of tteange fear | had of him, it was all | could
do to keep from bursting out into a laugHere was this mummy of a man putteratgput my shop like a child
of ten. A toytrolley-car, indeed!

"And yet there was a childish sinceriggbout him, an eager curiosity to seestak of toys, which
stroked my businegxide the right way. There he stood d&@sdught out my supply of cars, bending
forward in wonder, and actually suckihg thumb.

" Here they ee,' said | from betweetwitching lips.

" A nice assortment,’ he said gravelg;very pretty lot of trolleycars. Now wonder which would be
best suited foCharlie. Let's see!' He bent lower sti that his gray beard brushed the couritestherfancy
this one without a fendehke muttered. ‘It looks more businesslikan the others. Do you wind it up with
a key?'

" Yes, hee's the key,' | answered, hiold it out to him. 'And there's wherewinds up, right behind the
rear seat. Dgou wantto see it run?'

"Indeed | do," he said eagerly. Asd$pmoke, he picked up the toy and begawital it. His beard
twitched with excitenent, and he hopped about as nimblg g®at. This is what | call fun!" he cried.

"Put it on the counter,' | suggestétt'll run along there all right.’

"He shook his head.

"No, no," said he. 'That's silly. Whewer heard of a trollegar running on @ounter? There's just one
place for it. Look here!

"And as quick as thought, Mr. Burtome skipped over to the wdow and placethe trolleycar on one
of the streets of mtoy town.

"Here's the place fordtright on MainStreet!" he cried joyously. 'Now I'll I&er go. Ding dong! All
aboard!

"It will do damage there,' | told hirstepping forward. 'There are pé®pnthat street. It will break all
my manikins.Stop it!"

"But | was too late. Before | reach#te window, the toy trollegar had bowledver one of the little
wooden figures andad smashed both its tiny legs.

"Now see what you've done!" | criedigily, as the old man picked up the nilgn in the palm of his
hand. 'l must askou to leave my showindow alone in théuture. That's no way to treat toys!'

"They'remine, aren't they?' he al@nded innocently. 'Didn't 1 buy yoimwn, with everything int?'

"No, you didn't,' | retorted. 'If yothink a handful of chocolate creams pfidthis artistic miniature of
Prestonvilleyou've got another guess coming.'

"'Chocolate creams?' said he, withuckered brow. 'Chocolate creams? Didy you with clocolate
creams?'

"You did!" I answered hotly. 'Whafood are they?'

"Why, chocolate creams are goocett," he answered solemnly, staring atikeean owl. You should
consider yowelf lucky, young man. There are peopteo would pay more than five@bisanddollars for a
handful of chocolate creams.’

" Nonsense!' | cried, quite out of temer. 'If you thinld

"But he cut me short with a wave lois hand.

"Now you speak about it,' he sdthndly,’ | do remember about the chdate creams. You must &w
that it wasone of my ittle jokes. I'm not very intébent, but I've a keen sense of humohdppened that there
was a young man whgot lost in the Maine woods last week. ke five thousand dollars and six chocolate
creamdn his pocket. For dayise warered about in a circle, till his provisiongre all gone. He grew very
hungry. Theive thousand dollars were no good to hbat the chocolate creams!' The old nieiake off to
snicker, while his cold, shiftgyes wandered here, there, and evaene. Those chocolate creams wd have
keptlife in his bones till his friends found hinfé finished with a grin.

" Well?' | demanded.

" Well, sir,' he replied, 'l took thogshocolate creams out of his pocket wiiikeslept, and gave them to
you inplace ofthe five thousand dollars. You see, tlesre very precious chocolate cre@mrte him. That poor
young man died of staation four days ago. Now doesn't tipabve that | have a keen sense of hurao?,

27



"It was an extremely warm day; agdt, in pite of the heat, | felt cold. Fone first time, Mr. Burton, a
real tangiblegerror of that old man took possessiomw. As | have told you, he was not so naadot to be
vicious; and now his whiteyrinkled face was convulsed with alioeus merrimat. Once more, in my
imagination, it had become the mask of flegtich had stared through my shavindowd that thin mask
without human substan&®hind it, which might be worn in turn Iayl evil emotions.

" If you really did such a thing," | saat lsst, ' it shows a strange kind of humor!'

" Strarge it may be," he answered dgufbut it's mine.' He drew out his bugy wallet and put five
thousand dollars otie counter. 'It seems that you were sattisfiedwith chocolate creams,' he axtt 'Well
there's no suiting everybodyere's the money. You'd better courtgatefully this time, for I've come to carry
the toy town away with me.’

"It is needless to tell you, Mr. Burtothat | acted on his suggestion. | countieel bills three times, and
then locked thenm my safe. Next, at his bidding, | packed the toy town in a large leather case halped
him carry it to the door; but hetgaused.

" How about the trollexcar?' | asked:Don't you want that, too?'

" No, young man,' he answeradth asolemn shke of his head. 'l have no flaer use dér trolley-cars
at present. Paaps some other day. We'll see, we'll Sgkeanwhile you can give this one to Charligth my
compliments. It will make himemember me in the future. A souveoirour meeting in your shop, eh? Good
evening, sir.'

"Frail as he looked, he picked up teather case as easily as if it were filigith feathers. Indeed, he
was surprisinglystrong for a man of his age.

"1 find you rather amusing companyqung man," wer his final words to me'Dropin some evening
at Preston Masion. You'll always find me at home.'

" Whom shall | ask for?' I inquired.

" Mr. Fate,' said he, grinning up at fitem beneath his ragged Hatim. 'Mr. L. P. D. Fate, at your
service.'

"For some time after he had left metdod on the doesill, following his bentcrooked figure with my
eyes. Finally itvanished in a crowd that had gatheredr@ncorner of Main Street and Sanférdenue. Then |
heard the clatter dforses' feet and the lzen clanging of dell. A moment later the Prestonville andance
swept past my shop, the horsg#®es striking sparks on the pavement.

" An accident,’ | thought, not withoatsensation of personal fear.

fi Snatcling my hat from the rack, | htied up he street and was soon in the miafsa horrified group.
Not a dozen yardfarther on a trolleyxcar had been desertbd both motorman and conductor, astdod
motionless on the tracks. Contrdothe law, the car had no fender.

""'Who's been hurt?' | ked an aquaintance who stood on the outskirtshaf crowd.

"For a moment, Mr. Burton, this makdn't recognize me. When he did, fase took on a frightened
look.

" Push your way through, Jim," he tatek. 'You've got a right to see. It's yaowaphewCharlie Carey.
He was hit bythat trolley. The poor kid! Both his legse smashed to a pulp.’

"l waited to hear no more. Pushing mwgy through the crowd, quite overmastebgdhorror and grief, |
would have been bgharlie's side in another moment, e a long, thin hand reached out and pluckeslby
the sleeve.

" It's Mr. Fate," a low, insinuatingpice whispered in my ear. 'Mr. L. P. Bate, at your service. Don't
you forgethim, young man. It doesn't pay to forgt. Fate!"

"And then | saw thaerrible oldmanat my elbow. There he stood, grinningatpme, his cold gray eyes
fixed on my facehis left hand outstretched and holdingtgpalm a little broken figure of .wood.

"Suddenly he pocketed his toy atuined away.

" Don't you forget MrFate, youngnan,' he called back over his shouldétome every evening
Preston Mansios-Mr. L. P. D. Fate!’

"His voice died away; he was gonand 1? Why, a ne horror had overmasred ne@d a horror of the
old man's tagled beard; a horror of his coliishy eyesand, worst of all, a horror of his shriveledaw-like
hands. Yes, | feared his harttie most. What were they not capabletiobse hands? Guided by a biaia little
mad, you understand, but not so madatsto be vicioud surely they grippetheworld and spun it at their
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pleasure. Thisld man'salons held the throat of strgling humanity in their grasp. Only twitead | seethem
at their work, but | wamd no more proof. | was convinced of theawer, Mr. Burton!"

The shopkeeper paustgllight hiscigar, which had gone out. Once agaioticed tle uncertainty of
his every movment. | had seen drunken men, or rheavy with sleep, fumble with a matbHore striking it in
just such a fashion.

Indeedthere was something of the seambuist about my traveling companiolis acts did not seem
to spring from thgromptings of his own brain; it was asié obeyed another's orders. He reminaedorcibly
of a famous murderer whonhhd inteviewed a month before for my per. Yes, that catemned poisoner had
had exatly the same mann&rthe irrestute gestires, the trick of yawning unpgctedly, the terror and
weariness of theyes.

"l suppose you think me mad?" he saidast.

"Not yet," | answered. "Of coursehat you've told me seemshelievableput there may be some
simple solution tahe affair which we've both overlooked."

"No, no!" he cried impatiently.Thereisn't any solution. Hear me out, and yosék that for yourself."

"I'm all attention," | assured him.

"You can well imagie," he resumedthat this second tragedy, coming hardthe heels of the first,
shattered my peaa# mind. Fom that time on | lived in catant fear of the old man; and yet, machl feared
him, much as | dreaded to dais face ohear his name, hexerted a peuliar fascination over me. Like many
armother fool, | longed to look into the eyekthe future. Preston Mansion beckomeg imagination.

"At fi rst downright fear held this tealthy curiosity in check; but gradualfs the days went by, the
first horror ofwhat | had seen wore off slightly, giviqdace to éurning desire to probe the nigsy. Soon |
began to haunt the streetaght."

"You visited Preston Mansion?" | broke

"Yes, frequently. | couldn't stay awaWir. Burton. Night afte night | stole outo the outskirts of town,
where that oldrick building stood somber and solitarit first it would seem dark and deserted &sok my
stand in the garden among thedding weeds; but always, after | Hagkn there a short time, ookthe win
dows on the topmost floor would light @p a sudden, and a thin black shadeould pas$ack and forth
across its gloimg surface. Often this shadow wouydduse foran instant and bend down edgeand ten |
knew that something of meent wasabout to happen in Prestonville.was terrible to stand there, Mr. Burton,
and not kow for certain what was happeg behind that firdlecked pane of glass.”

"Didn't you ever go inside the housd?iquired.

"Not until the old man called me. Yaee | was afraid; but one night, as | staadhe garden, the front
door swung openn its rusty hinges, and | saw him waitiiog me in the hih He held an olefashoned taper
above his head. Its ligshowed me that he wore a yellowghtcapanda disrepitable velvet robe with rents
in it.

"Don't be afraid, young man,' lsalled softly. 'Come in!"

"I'm not afraid,' | replied, stepping forward brayealthough my knees were fbikknocking together
from fright. 'I'mcold from standing so long your gaden.'

"You've been patient, young man,' sa& ‘There's no gainsaying that; but bas to be patient with L.
P. D. Fate.'

"By this time, Mr. Burton, | was staimdy besde him in the hallway. The maion was in gitiable state
of neglect. Cotvebs hungn long festoons from the ra&fits overhead; dust covered the floors poddered e
broad, winding staircase,ihg nearlyan inch deep on the carved mgany balustrades; and behind the walls
an army érats scampered back and forth.dismal odor of dmp and decay filled myostrils.

"The house seems a little efladshoned, like me,' the old man said, givinge a suspicious, sidelong
look; 'but we'renot oldfashioned neither of us. Ah, nd we keep abreast of the times! Comeapy room,
young man.'

"He led the way up the staircase, whifellowed close at his heels. Up andwp went, three flights or
more, till we caméo the attic. Here he ushered me intarge, bare room, lit dimly by two wdapers and by
the rays of the moon, whigieepedn timidly through a hole in theof; but | had eyes for nothing but the
toy town.

"There it stood, Mr. Burton, on a largeeaw mat in the center of the roofdlany changes had taken
place since | hadeen it lagi changes, of course, which correspondetth Wie actual changes in Prestonville.
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For instance, there was the foundation of my new house standingtivherdad been but a heap of ashes.
Thenthere was the new public library, whibhd been built in record time; and, las#ianding outside my
sister's home, was thminiature of the wheeathair in which pooCharlie managed to get about after his legs
had been amputated. These were the details that caught my immediate attention.

"1 haven't played very much with thiswn,' the old man said, sitg down ornthe dusty floor. 'Other
matters have takeup nearly all my time. There was a steamer to be sunk in the Baltic Sgarisimgto be
arranged in China, some emperobtassassinatéd can't think of his nameowd and a thousand other
amusimg thingsto do. They kept me hopping about, | ¢athyou! But I mustn't grow lazy. | musimuse you.'

"'Don't bother about me,’ | said quickly. 'l don't need to be amused.’

"You are my guest,' he said ratlsterdy, 'and | always try to amuse nggests Now how would a
flood suit you,young man? The river seemed very higimight. Floods are rather commonplas&course; but
still'd he rose and pickeap a glass of water which stood on a takiin arm's reach ' they're amusing.
Don't you think soe finished, seatingimself in front of the toy town and regarding me with childish
solemnity.

"Don't!" | cried in horror, stretchingut a detaining hand. 'Don't!" And theseeing that he was tipping
the glass in spitef my protests, | shouted: ' Fld® are oldashioned! Why, they date back to Noadrk! Surely
you wouldn't be as olthshioned as that?'

" One grows tired of the new thingseé replied, with a sad shake of the hedlde had enough of
trolley-cars and trainand steamers. Come,ladd isn't so badyoung man!'

"And then, without another word to sag the matter, he tipped the tumbler manel more till the
water spilled out of it ira thin stream and flowed straight towainé miniature town of Prestonville. In a
moment more it wadashing down MaiBtreet, sweeping one or two of the cardboard stores with it, and
threatening all.Fortunately the glass was only héalfl, otherwise the inhabitants might very wietlve been
drowned in their beds.

" Not enough water!' the old manedp e e v i Well, lthat's a disappointmenBetter luck next time.
I'd go down andill this tumbler at the' pump, if the step&ren't so confoundedly steep. I'm nospoy as |
was, young man.'

"I'm afraid I've got to be going,'said, glancing upt the moon, which hagtown gray and ghostly. 'lt's
morning.'

" So itis!" he cried angrily, as if | hadsulted him. 'It's time you went hom&ome guests fairly have
to be turned oudf doors! Get along now, you humbug,ltirset my dogs on you!'

" You have dogs?' | cried in surprismatching up my hat.

" Hell-hounds," he told me, 'that eatifur. Get along with you! Come lateext time, and don't stay so
early. | can'abide guests who think me eldshioned!'

"Well, I hurried out of that hose adast as | could, keeping a wary lookout &y such beasts as he
described; but didn't see any. After a time | cameNtain Street, which was a good two fesider water. Here
it was that | foundCharlie's wheethair floating peacefullglong onits back; so | pushed it honahead of me,
to show my wife that | hadntasted the whole night. For the resttudt week, we citizens of Prestonville wore
rubber boots."

The shopkeeper broke off and yawmeddigiously. | could see that he woldd fastasleep in another
moment if | didn'tprod him out of it. As you may well guesdsyas anxious to hear the rest of his strange
story, and | lost no time in keeping hahit.

"Did you go back to Preston Mansiagain?" | asked.

"What's that?" said he, cong out ofhis doze with a start. "l was almasleep, sir. I've been like that
lately. Isimply can't keep awake. What were \gaying, sir? Oh, yes, | visited Prestdansion many times.
Indeed, | couldn'seem to keep away from it. That largem on tle top flood that bare, dustypoom where the
moon peeped in throughhale in the road drew me as a magnétaws steel. Night after night | sat thre floor
beside the mad old man, and, sitting thus, watched him play with his toys.

"It was here that | savhe murder oMolly Adams in miniaturd a crime whichhorrified the entire
State. It was in thisoom that | witnessed the robbing of fPeestonville Bank, when one of the clevkas
killed, the burning of the schoolhouslee explosion at the gagorks, aml severabther ghastly puppethows
which froze mewith horror. But what could | do, MBurton? | was powerless to turn him frdms grim jests.
Any word from me onlydrove him to a more brutal mishandlingtos toys.
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"And yet, in spite of Fate's crugltin spite of his wanton destruction of peopiel objects | held dear,
there were timewhen | pitied him. Boredom sat heavy lois shoulders. You see, Mr. Burton, theras no
game under the sun which he hagietyed a million times before. For censj no doubt, he had been playing
thesame savage tricks on his toys. To thkeim,vagaries were always new; but to hihey were as old as the
stars. | knew thate felt the age and mustiness of all he did that it filled him with a kind of blindury
against the world. The savor of fisutal jests was gone; nothing remaited the dregs of laughter, which are
evenmore bitter than the dregs of tears. Aindias because he knew himself to be a decrepit, toothless tiger,
unable to masticateith enjoyment the stale tithits benedifs claws, that he rent so cruelly whatever
crossed his path.

" | am not oldfashioned!" he was wotd say over and over again, as if to convince himself rather than
me.

"Yes, relentless as he was, | often pitieate."

"But did he pity you?" | asked.

"No, pity was denied him. He lackdige imagination from which pity springs.remember that last
terrible night wespent togethér that night when | knelt othe floor with tears gushing from my eyes.

"Pretty, pretty!" he ggled like ababy, touching my cheek with an inquirifagefinger. 'Prettg like
diamonds!'

"You see, he simply didn't know timeeaning of tears."

"Tell me about that last night," | sagcgerly.

"Well, sir, it was a beautiful summewrening when | reachdereston MansiorA full moon rode the
heavens, casting ifsale, silvery light on the dilapidated diduse and the weeathoked garden. Nat breath of
wind stirred the languid leaves the maples. From the broad verandauld see the roofs of Prestoltw;
faintly luminous in the distance. Never did #erth feel firmer underfoot; never did tivell-being of the town
seem so assured.

"On this last night, Mr. Burton,hadn't long to wait. Hardly had | rappgedntly on the door before it
swung operandmy host confronted me.

"At the first glance | saw that troubleas brewing. For days he had been salfg out of sorts, taking
no interest in hisoys, and sitting silently in a dark cornbut now this sullen brooding had givplace to a
forced gaietywhich was a sursign of coming danger. Evidently he wamtemplating some new atrocity.

" Come in, young man!' he cried,peing about in his ragged velvet robe ls@me kind of mad
marionette. 'l've got surprise for you. Come in!'

" What is it?1 asked, with the gloomiest apprehensions.

"But he gave me no answ@r just skipped nimbly up the winding stairwayaving the' taper gaily
above his headSoon he had ushered me into that lztie room where, as | have told you,Kkept the toy
town spead out in perfeatrder on a straw mat. Thaoonlightstreamediown upon it through the broken
roof.

"1 am tired of all these plaything#ije old man cried, pointing at the miniature of Prestonville with a
wrathful forefinger. 'For days they have bome todistraction. Never have | been so bosatte | looked
down on Pompeii. Thosad Italians! Ah, | served them out faring mewith their stupid arts and pguous
pageantry! It seems only yesterdagt | destroyed them and their city, ylatvas nany centuries ago.'

" Whatare you going to do to Prestolte?' | cried; and all the blood seemeditaw away from my
heart, leaving it colénd dead.

"For answer he stooped painfully, that his crooked back curved like a bbatv and his long, tangle
beard brushethe floor. Following his every movementth dread and horror. | saw him pick thge corner of
the straw mat between fingand thumb.

" What are you goingptdo to Prestorille?' | repeated dully.

" This, young man," he murmureshakingthe mat very gently. 'This!

"You can imagine what happened th&t, Burton. No sooner had he taken tmener of that mat
between his fingers thdrelt the solid floor shake beneath my fe&he whole room swayed dizzily from side
to side, and the nam swung back and forticross the pening in the roof like the pdalum of a clock.

"Don't!" | cried, sinking on the floaand covering my eyes. '‘Don't!"

"When | looked again, Mr. Burton, theom was once more stationary; but tbye town of
Prestonvile? Ah, that hadhangé in those few brief moments yend belief! Half the tiny houses were
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in ruins, and the rest were tottering on tlieundations. My new home was s8tianding, but it was heavily
listed to oneside.

"Don't!" | cried, holding my clspedhandstoward him in entreaty. 'Eveltying that | love is in that
town!'

" An earthquake is both unusual adusing,' he murmured, still holding oc@rner of the mat
between finger anthumb. 'Don't be selfish, young marsiinply must be amused!'

"' | pray you be merciful, Fate!' | cried a breaking voice.

"Ah, yes!" he broke in hurriedlyPray to me! | love to have people ptayme. Some of them have
done it so web Mark Antony, for instance. Let nteear you pray to Mr. Fate, young man!'

"And then a strange eloquence wasichséd me, Mr. Burton. Words, med@us and rich with
feeling, flowed frommy lips. Itwas as if the floodgates ofsteaint that bottle up a man's emotional
outbursts had suddenly opened in longast. To this day, | dokhow what Isaid, or with what fine poetic
imagery Iclothed it all; but | do know that it pleastuit terrible old man and made him wag beard at me
and smile.

" Very well put!" he cried when | hatbne.'Mark Antony himself could hatd have improed upon it.
You have giftsyoung man!'

"| pray you be merciful, Fate!'repeated.

""Merciful?' he cried irritably, with audden change of mood. 'Tut, tut, youmgn! How should | know
what mercy is?No one has ever shown me any. Certamjyplaything haven't had mercy on milo, they
have bored me to distraction their sameness. | can't die, remember,la@dgot to live on endlessly in an
immenseshop through which millions of toys padaily. Do you wonder that | destroy themhen | find time?
Mercy? Tut, youngnan!'

"And then, Mr. Burton, he gave timat such a savage shake that the veglésned to change places
with one anotheand the moon spun round and round like@ When the room finally righted itselfjain, |
saw that my worst fearsad beemrealized. The miniature of Prestonvilad been destroyed. Not a house was
left standing, wih the single exception of Ptea Manson, which was lurching drunk&nto one side. It was as
| looked at thiglesolate wste of ruin which so shortly bere had been a thriving town, at my ohome
toppled over on the sidewalk, thaetrs rose pinto my eyes and fairly bliredi mé& weak, womanly tears at my
own impotency.

"Pretty, pretty!" muttered Fatiuching my wet cheeks with his calldiasefinger.'Prettyd like
diamonds!'

"It was not until many days later thatame to realize that this terrible old n@id not know the
meaning of tears; th&ie took delight in thm, like a baby, beause they were bright and shining.ti¢ time |
thought he was nuking me, and cursed him from my heart. | cursed hikt;. Burton, as | don't believe any
otherman has ever cursed Fate. My tonaidy flamed with invectives. | cursed hisld, fishy eyes, his beard
all gritty with breadcrumbs, his vibrating, claaike hands. | cursed his youth in tdayswhenthe world was
young, and his old agehen the world would be dying. | curskimn by all his names togettiei_uck,
Providence, Destiny, Faleand by eaclone singly. And when | had done, MBurton, when my thrdehad
gone dry ofwords, | found him grinning.

" Well done, young man!" he said, whis head on one side. 'You curse eletter than you pray. |
can't think ofanybody who has so spoken up to me siluckas Iscariot on the day when he hanigieaself.He
had a scorpion for a tongugigd Judas! You did very creditablypung man. You actually succeeded in amusing
me. | feel that | should reward you. Wheduld you have of me, young man?'

"Nothing!" | cried, half out of mynind from grief. 'Treat me as yalo the rest of mankir carry
me around in your pocket.'

" Not a bad ideabkaid he, once motgending hiscrookedback over the ruins of the towrso that's
what you want, is it?'

" | want nothing from you," | told himoldly.

"He paid me no heédjust began tagrope about with his long, thin fingerstime only toy house that
still was standingAt last, with a shrill, neighing laugh, milled through onef the open windows tny
wooden figure and held it toward me in the palm of his hand.

"Here you are!' said he'You came out of this businessthout a scratch. So you wantitdo old Fate's
pocket, do youaVell, | must warn you that it's daik there. Your ambition may fall asleep.’
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" Ambition?' | cried in despair. 'Mgmbition is buried urer this town!
" Very well," said he, cocking his beaatime whimsically. 'You're safe in nppcket at least, for a

ti me. 0 He paused and regarded me steadily with his
s 0 | ©go wam owagain. What goes into my paaimustsooner or later come out. Gebg until then,
young man!"

The shopkeeper again yawned, andchis sank down on his breast. Evideritgywas on the very brink
of sleep; but had no intention of letting him doze affitil he had told me the rest of his stohbent forward
and touched him on them.

"And then what happened?" | asked.

"Why, then he slipped the little woodé&gure into his pocket and went out throuje open door. I've
never seen him agagince ttat night, Mr. Burton."

"But what did you do?"

"l knelt on the dusty floor of that attfor a long, long time, quite alone with th&ns of my toy town.
Nothing seemed tmatter very much any more, Mr. Burtoh.was as if | had been suddenly pluckad of life,
as if its happiness and sufferingre as remote as the stars. Later, eékierreal town of Prestonville failed to
movemed that tragic heap of shattered masoeyeath the paling moon. Everything fted in my breast but
fea® fear of thementl darkness which now enshrouded, fear of that terrible old man whoraduld no
longer see, fear of that future timénen Fate would drag me put of his
pocketinto the light of a relentless day. And Ideave lived ever
sincé without love orambition orhope. Only fear has remaineds.
Burton!"

Once more the shopkeeper's chin samkis breast and his
brown eyes closed.

"I'm so tired!" | heard him muttdretfully.

A moment later he was fast asleep; #rid time | did not
disturb him. Instead,staral through the window at the levavamp
land through which the train wapeeding to make up for lost time.

"A strange story to come from evemadman!" | told myself.
Far ahead, around a distant bend, | aaglow in the murky sky which
informedme thatl should soon reach my destiita. A few minutes
more and the traiwould pull into Fairview. The light canfeom a
factory on the brow of the hillbove the town.

Turning from the window, | startgaicking up my belongings.
Suddenly | savsomething whih caused a cold thrill to rump my
spine. While | had been staringt at thdandscape, an old man had
noisdessly entered the smokisapmpartment.He now sat beside the
sleeping shopkeepaseering into a large cardboard box trested on
his bony knes. | noticed, wittan involuntary shudder, that this old
man'slong, tangled beard was sprinkled witteadcrumbs, which
dangled from it likeberries in a bush.

"What have you got there?" | askédr, | felt the need of speech.

"Toys," he said with a scker. "Doyou want to see them?"

Not waiting for my response, he put hisand into the box and pulled out a togin. Next he drew forth
a coil of tintracks, and placed them on the floor.

"Do you want to see it work?" he askednding the engine as heake. "l lovetoy trains! Don't you?"

"Yes, of course," | answered, glancingstily at the shopkeeper, who was slileping peacefully; "but
I'm leaving athe next station, and I'm afraid | wohave time to see it work."

"Yes, you will, young man!" & criedexcitedly. "Oh, yes, you will! I'm gointp start it now!"

In spite of my common sense, | felsadden flicker of fear as he got painfullgwn on his hands and
knees and placetie toy train on the tracks. A moméater it starteaff. Faster ad faster itwent, while the old
man's tangled beawdaved joyously above it.

"It's going to smash!" | heard himmmatinast ange, singsong voice. "1t

S
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But it didn'® not that time, at leastSlowing down at the last vicious cunaenas the train which
carried us was diog now, it came to a shivering haBefore it had fairly stopped, the aldan seized the
engine and began windinigsavagely. Then, glancing slyly at teleeping shopkeeper, he felt in his pocket
and pulled out attle wooden figure. Thitie carefully inserted through a windowtbé first toy car, and
replaced the engine dhe tracks.By now we had reached FairvieRusling past the old man, | was hurrying
out of thesmokingcompartment, when sortieng promptedne to glance back oveny shoulder.

There tle shopkeeper sat, sleeping smusly, and quite unaware of the old nvetmo crouched beside
him on the flood that mad old man who, even as | watchedk a match out of his pocket and laid it
carefully across #toy tracks.

"It's going to smash!" | heard him mat gleeflly through his beard. "It's gog to smash!"

I have little moreto add. All of youno doubt, still remembehe glaring hedihes in the morning
papers, telling of thenost disastrous railrdanvreck that thigounty had ever knowd how that illfated train,
while making up time betwedrairview and Forest Point, was derail®da treetrunk which had fallen across
thetracks, and pitched over a hundffedt embankment; and how every man, wanand clid aboard met an
almost instataneous death. All that is ancient histaow.

But the mad old mah what of him? He was not among the charred bodies tdkam the burning
train; nor was he amortge few men who leaped for their lives gretishe& on the cruel rocks that lined the
gully. No, he and his toys had vanishedether.

Of late | have been thinking that faps that unfortunate shopkeeper wassnanadthat Fate may
indeed wear a hman guise while he stalks among ughl§ is so, swgly it was he whom | met thaight as the
train drew into Fairview!Fate, an old man playing with toys likehild of ter® a mad old man who is not so
mad as not to be vicious! Truly a terribhought!

But thee is another thought, more ttibte still, which of late has plagued rserely. How was it that |
came to escapbat night? Yet did | actually escap®&rhaps, after all, | have not slippdough thoseager,
groping fingerd pehaps that merciless old man has medebpped me into a ragged p@t, to playwith me
at his leisure. Yes, | feel that ban still hold me at will in the hollow dfis hand.

Long ago, like the shopkeeper, | lémte and hope and ambition. Now, of lallman emotions, only
fear remain® thefear of a rat in a trap whénhears itgailer's footsteps approachighe fear ofa fly in the
threatening shadow of astending hand.

And yet, as | draw back with a shuddas,| look about hopelessly for some meaihascape, a merciful
drowsiness descendpon me, calming theild, tumultuousbeating of my heart. Yes, all my senses
engulfed in a sea of tranquil dreams.

Yawning, | stretch my arms above hgad and yawn again. Surely this mustan the beginning of the
end. |, too, anin Fate's pocket!

This story was originally published in the
January, 1921 issueof Muns ey 6 s
Magazine.
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cinerra

The feature movie of the evening was ACarni val
independently produced and directed by Heck Harvey, a guy who had stevitade many industrial and
educational fil ms. He held a Mastero6s degree in ar
teacher of drama at various schools. He gained cinema experience working for the Centron Corporation which
specializedn promotional and educational material, a company that also made a good number of films for the
US government. Harvey quickly became one of their top producers and directors, able to turn in quality
material on time and under budget. During this timalke developed some innovative special effects, which
were written up in an article fé&xmerican Cinematographdéiagazinein 1956.

In 1962 he put out his one and only feature fil
to the then currdrinterest in horror movies, particularly with teen age audiences who comprised a significant
segment of the theater going public
during that era, he built his entire movie
around one dramatic scene he had
envisioned, a dance with ghoulish dead
couples whaseek to lure the living into
their merriment of death.

This idea was coupled with his
interest in the abandoned Saltair Pavilion
in Salt Lake City, Utah that he
encountered when driving back from
making a Centron movie in California.

He asked Centron saciate John Clifford
to write a script, hired unknown New
York actress Candace Hilligoss as the
star, and decided to make the film with a
bare bones budget of about $17,000.
Expenses rapidly exceeded the budget,
eventually running the total costs up to
about $33,000. The extra money was
raised from friends he and his wife knew
in their hometown of Lawrence, Kansas,
where most of the movie was going to be
shot.

SHE WAS A STRANGER AMONG THE LIVING.

Ms Hilligoss was paid $2,000 for
her role, and the entire movie was shot in
t hr ee wevatkkevagiybddy me ,
working constantly seven days a week.
Local people and local locations were
enlisted to appear in the film for free. In
a lucky break, Harvey was able to rent
the old Saltair Pavilion for a flat fee of
$50. Harvey himself appeared in the
movie as the ghoulish man whose
random appearances terrorize the
heroine, a figure that only she can see.

The organ score that was used as
a theme and background for the entire movie was composed by Gene Moore. The music adds considerably to
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the feelingof taut suspense and otheorldly detachment as the events involving the characters urifbiel.
heroine is a musician,@urch organist, who becomes fascinating with this odd and disturbing piece of music.

The completed movie was released in 1962rbindependent distributor, where it played as the B part
of a double feature release. AThe Devil ds Messenge
lukewarm, at best. The distributor went out of business almost immediately, and thevaowldidave sunk
like a rock, a minor foehote in the history of motion pictures, except for the fact that Harvey had secured
international copyrights, but for some reason, had neglected to copyright the movie in the United States.

This meant that the pigre could be shown royalty free by anybody who could get a print of the film. It
is unclear whether Howard or Walter Manley, who handled the international rights, began producing 16mm
prints of the movie, but they were soon being offered to TV statiwhsilen rental libraries, where they were
then shown at science fiction conventions, low budget art houses, and film festivals.TWi@Rlew York
City used to regularly play the picture as part of their annual Halloween spooky movie offering froma the lat
1960s thru most of the 70s and early 80s. This helped considerably to bring the film to the attention of people
who might otherwise never have even heard of it.

Meanwhile, some people who had actually seen the movie during its original release riegarded
flawed but highly interesting experiment in picture making. In particular people who later become involved in
the psychotronic film movement took a deep interest

By the time the 1980s rolled around thevie had achieved minor cult status. Viewing the movie now
it is possible to understand the continuing fascination for this picture, without understanding exactly why so
many people think it is hot stuff.

The problem with #Ceamadviewithout@ plot. SAodrad race betwsen & daraof i t
young men and a car with three young women leads to the vehicle with the three girls being forced off an old
wooden bridge, where it hits the river below and sinks immediately. Everybody is pdedeatt and the local
authorities are trying in vain to locate the car, which may have been swept down the river. Then, to the
amazement of everyone, young Mary Henry rises out of the water, and walks across a mud flat, a miraculous
survivor of the accidd.

Right away the audience knows something is very wrong. Nobody could survive many hours
underwater, so Mary must be some sort of ghost, or some other kind of undead creature returned to temporary
life for some specific reason. Exceph e d o evsamy @ftthis k Alntost immediately she leaves the area to
take the job as a church organist in Utah

She is plagued by the random appearances of a-tiketigure that unnerves her, a figure nobody else
can see. She refuses to get involved with othepleevhen she arrives for her new job. She is fascinated by an
abandoned amusement park on the edge of the town; then incidents begin to occur in where she seems to be
invisible to everyone, unable to hear them or make them see, feel or hear herbasheshaken by these
recurring events, but is more frightened by the phantom ghoul figure that keeps showing up.

A local doctor tries to help hevhenshe freaks out after seeing the ghoul on a public street. The
boorish lout at her new rooming house wias the hots for her complicates matters, and her fascination with the
closed abandoned amusement park leads her to visit the place several times, eventually exploring the insides
alone, where she sees a party of dead ghloosts dancing in a large balim to the same organ music that has
haunted her the entire time.

The ghouls pursue her thru the structure, then outside where they finally catch up with her. Flash
immediately to the river side, where the authorities have located the wrecked car, dnaggireg it out. As the
vehicle appears, we see three dead women in the front seat. Flash immediately back to the Utah amusement
park, where the local police and some of the people Mary had met in town have found her footprints running out
onto a patclof open sand, where they stop. The footprints are there, but there is no body. The End.

As | said, there is no real plot to this movie.
never explained, the ghoulish phantom is never explainedetuen from the dead is never explained. What
was the purpose of her return from beyond the grave? No reason is even hinted at. The times where she became
noncorporal and nomxistent to the people around her are never explained. In fact, notexgased, at all.

There is simply no plot. Where did the story go? It was never there in the first place. Most people who
see this movie immediately feel a huge letdown when the film stops.

At the same time the film creates an enduring sense ieffeeeboding, a strange otheorldly
experience broken by moments of absolute ordinary realism, as when Mary fends off the creep at the boarding
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house who brings her a fresh brewed coffee one morning, and wants to spike the cup with some hard liquor, or
the scenes where the doctor tries to rationalize and explain her strarugeygpation with a phantom figure
nobody but Mary can see. These scenes are interspaced with all the unearthly events that Mary realizes are
totally unnatural, frightening, unexpli nabl e, and yet she candét do anyt hi
It is a film that focuses on the potential for menace rather than any actual physical threat until the very
last scenes when the party of dancing glghdsts turns on her. Of coursigis is never explained either, or
even rationalized. Why should these dancers out of time even notice her, let along try to attack her?
None of these questions are answered. Had Harvey insisted on a more coherent screen play, with story
elements thagventually linked together so the audience could experience something that comprised an actual
plot, something that unified all these random occurrences, then the film would have certainly have been far

stronger, and certainly more memorable. But, they wen 6 t |, they didnét, and the f
interesting but incomplete experiment.
Indeed, a number of film critics and people who

work have suggested t h arormoveatralh instead it is@arf Am8rican vessionof s n o't
German Expressionalism; a study in emotion with characters reacting to events they neither understand nor
control. | can accept that far easier than | can that this is some kind of horror masterpiece

But, this is an opinion that many other people do not hold. The Rotten Tomatesgeyélr example,
gives this movie an 85% approval rating. To my amazement, books written about horror films consistently cite
this as a superior example of low butlgerror and have generally good things to say about it.

Heck Harvey never made another feature film. He tried to produce a comedy and also a science fiction
adventure written bgcience fiction authatames Gunn (a professor at Kansas University dirtied, but
neither effort really developed. He continued to make industrial and education films for Centron until he retired
in 1985. He passed away in 1996.

The moviebs star Candace Hilligoss only &Ehepeare
married movie actor Nicholas Coster, but the marriage ended in divorce in 1981. Her book about the marriage
and her adventures in movie making came out last year.

So far as fACarni val of Soul so, I  tehithhoplott Iwasa s an
disappointed in the picture, but | suggest that anyone who has never seen the film view the long version which is
now out on DVD, and judge for themselves.

---review by Bob Jennings

The Babysitter

Last night (writing this on Oober 31) | watched a Netflix
original movie called The Babysitter. This was not a film that |
should have |liked. I d6m not big on
gruesome deaths and blood everywhere; in fact, | tend to avoid even
the blockbusters in thaategory. This was, however, an hour and a
half of more or less mindless fun. The premise is that a nerdy,
bullied 12yearold boy named Cole gets left home a lot in the
company of his baby sitter, a smoking hot girl in her later teens
called Bee. The twodzome the best of friends, and, of course, the
kid develops a massive crush on her.

The problem is that Bee isnoét
reason she babysits Cole is that
that her group of devil worshipers can offiemonic sacrifices in
order to get fAeverything she want
witnesses the group playing Truth or Dare and thinks that he is going

riuaﬁnw: 12 M R A . . .
;;:‘:r‘_“,‘:.,?.f;;:}‘;,:;;',ffg},;:, | to get a sexy show as the game progresses, until Bee drives two
%”ﬁ;ﬁ,ﬁ.‘&;&;ﬁé‘{.‘;&' A knives into the skull of onefohe players, collects his blood and tells
J BCT13 M the group to prepare for the ritual. Cole panics, especially after he '
hears Bee tell the others that it
that innocent blood. o Cole retrea
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escape plan, calls 911 to report the murder, but is trapped in his room and has to get into bed and fake being
asleep. While he is doing that, Bee and the other cultists extract the innocent blood tlieg spaadge full.
Turns out t hdlgoledthey jost neede kit ofthis blokd. As soon as the cult leaves, Cole jumps
out of bed and starts tying sheets together, planning to climb down from his bedroom window, but Bee has
hidden behind the door and captures him.

Cole, tied to a chaitries to play dumb, but the police show up and the n#ebegins. A cultist named
Max, played ably by Robbie Amel{shirtlessly channeling Tom Cruise from Risky Business) kills the cops. The
cops shoot one of the girls. From this point, the movie bes@maixture of [choose your favorite splatter film]
and Home Alone, with Cole foiling the cultists at nearly every turn. In the process, he pretty much destroys his
house, solidifies his relationship with the girls next door and convinces his pareihis tialonger needs a

baby sitter. ltds a fun ride and a very funny movi e
movie is that youdére di sappointed that itds over, t
aninte-cr edi ts scene where they set up for a potenti al
i snot Fellini, but itbés definitely fun.

---review by Tom McGovern

The Good Place On Heaven and Hell (Sort Of)

N B C 6 s-hobrailcdm, The Gad Place,
finally made its way to Netf
enjoyed Kristen Bell as an actress ever since Veronica
Mars, so | decided to give it a try during the few weeks |
had before the muelawaited (by me) season 3 of
Gotham hit the streaming service

Therebds nothing profound
not television for the ages.
the final episode of the season did pack a twist ending
t hat caught me by surprise (
in this review). Kristen Bell plss Eleanor Shellstrop, a
recently deceased soul who, as the show commences is
being welcomed into The Good Place by its Architect,
Michael, played admirably by Ted Danson. Traditional
concepts of the afterlife do
Good Place antihe Bad Place, and only the créme de la
creme of humanity get into the former. For everyone
el se, thereds eternal tor men
cokeaddi cted attorney, but you
show to see how that plays out.

Upon being inductéinto The Good Place,

Eleanor is ushered to her ideal house (which she hates,
as it was designed for the person who should have arrived in The Good Place rather than for her) and meets her
supposed universehosen soulmate, Chidi. Chidi was an Ethicsgssbr in life; Eleanor was, well, somewhat
less than ethical. Eleanor is also introduced to her new neighbors, TaklmihbBnd Jianyu Li (aka Jason
Mendoza). Tahani and Jianyu are also supposed to be soulmates; Jianyu is allegedly a Tibetan mank who ha
taken a vow of silence and never speaks.

Hereds the problem: As | mentioned, El eanor was
knows from the start that she doesndt belong in The
however so she determines to try to find a way to stay. She enlists Chidi to teach her Ethics on the theory that
this wildl make her a better person. Unfortunately,
plagued with problems ranging fromithg giant shrimp to garbage storms to a huge sinkhole that threatens to
devour the whole shebang. Mi chael realizes that sor

of Janet (think Siri in humaappearing form) to find out what is going.o
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