MAGAZINE llF

"AND STRANGE STORIES

Volume 1 CONTENTS FOR NOVEMBER Number 2 k

Frank Belknap Long 7
Edward D. Hoch 34
. H. G. Wells 39
.. Dean Lipton 49

THE SPACE-EATERS
THE FACELESS THING ......
THE RED ROO)M ...
HUNGARY'S FEMALF. VAMPIRE ..
A TOUGH TUSSLE ...
DOORSLAMMER ...
THE ELECTRIC CHAIR
THE OTHER ONE
THE CHARMER Archie Binns 86
CLARISSA . . Robert A. W. Lowndes 103
THE STRANGE RIDE OF MORROWBIE JUKES

. Ambrose Bierce 5T
Donald A. Woltheim 65
. George Waight 70
Jerryl L. Keane 82

Rudyard Kipling 107

Robert A. W. Lowndes, Editor

MACAZINE OF MORROR, Vol. 1. No. 2. November 1063 (whote number
. Published bi-monthly by Health Knowl . Executive and editorial offi
Fifth Avenue, New - . enery pending, Bul

30 in
oc. n-nuunp

Ford opy, accompanied b
o scli-nddressed envelopes will b. nlelnlly idered, bm the publisher
ponaible for emage. ) 1963 by Health Knowr-

Teserved under Umv sal. Intrnationai and Fan American

5. Printed in U.




e larisoc

by Robert A. W. Lowndes

A century or so ago, no one saw anything umiss with an editor’s including
his own fiction in the magazinc he editcd; on the contrary, this was ex-
pected of him, both by the publisher and the public. Then, somehow, pub-
Ushers got the idea that the editor's name on the contents page (wl.vh;:‘ of
a credit line, and often not sn much as that) was some sort of deadly sin;
and he was permitted to participate only under pseudonyms, often as not
without the publisher's led, Happily, this ! situation is
nassing from the scene. In the lust decade or so. Anthony Boucher, Avram

avi . H. L. Gold, Frederik Pohl, an onald A. Wollheim are just a
few editors in the ficld of imaginative fiction who have not hesitated to
take the same risks that all authors tuke twhen their stories appear in print.

We say no more, leaving comparisons up to you.

WE CALLED ourselves The
Gourmets, and there were seven
of us until Clarissa made us
cight. It was Paul Le Marc who
introduced her to us as a special
guest at one of our feasts;
where he found her, I shall nev
er know in this life. It was
Paul’s turn that night, and his
right to have one outside guest
if he chose.

A shorter version of this story, “Gourmet”, 13 copyright 1946 by James
Rena: own

scence magozine. Reprinted

The rules of our society were
simple and to the point: once a
month we would assemble for
a feast, and all the details were
assigned by rotation. The time,
the place, the menu — every-
thing was at the dictates of that
month’s master. Paul Le Marc
always chose his own estate as
the place, although there was
no telling in advance what part

Blish, for
by permission of copyright or.
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of it would be the banquet hall
this time; Arthur Vernet alter-
nated between his apartment
and various exclusive dining
clubs. I was confined to the lat-
ter, as I have no culinary skill
of my own, although I have
made suggestions at times
which chefs have admired.

We all loved Clarissa, but she
shose Paul — and none of us
could imagine why. The two
became one, thoug{'n so_far as
the flesh is concerned, the pro-
portions were something like
three to one — Paul Le Marc is
a fantastic figure. Thereafter
they collaborated, when either's
turn came, although one was in
charge.

From time to time, one or
more of us might have to miss a
feast, and I was forced to apply
for indefinite leave of absence
when my business took me out
of the country for some time.
This was about a year after Pau!
and Clarissa were married, and
we hadn't entirely recovered
from our astonishment that it
had happened, or that it had
lasted soqong. When 1 returned,
Vernet told me that Clarissa
was gone, and that Paul would
serve the ugcoming feast alone.
The break had taken place be-
tween the present and the pre-
vious feast; no one knew any de-
tails.

And no one asked. We gath-
ered in the stone summer house,
by candlelight, and tried to pre-
tend that it was all as it had

been before Clarissa first made
her entrance. 1 think I was clos-
or to Le Marc than any of the
others of the original group,
and he asked me to stay and
teil him about Peruvian dishes
— it was understood that we'd
investigate possibilities where-
ver we went — but we both
knew that there was more he
wanted to talk about. Everyone
else ignored the subtle differen-
ces, as well as the overt ones.
In former times, Le Marc
would have had all the dishes
removed before the cigars were
passed around.’

We sat there alone in the
summer night, in the wavering
candlelight which made him a
grotesque figure, the embodi-
ment of the sensual Buddha.
Look at a photograph of it some
time and remember the original
Siddarthic teachings; you'll see,
then. the dichotomy we all saw
in Paul. T thought of this as I
listened to his voice rebound-
ing along the walls.

“It isn't hard to understand
why the Church made gluttony
one of the deadly sins. Look at
me, Kent. What am I, more
than a gigantic stomach, an in-
satiable appetite? He refilled
his wine gf:s and emptied it.
“When one’s organs become so
encased in fat as mine, what
place can there be for a soul?”

1 looked at him and thought
again of the distorted Buddha,
feeling a certain satisfaction in
recalling how men make other
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men gods, then how these gods
gradually become ever more hu-
man as their worship extends.
“Worrying about your external
soul again?” I asked Le Marc.
“You misapprehend me — but
it is a point. What meaning can
life have for a man who can do
nothintgh more than digest? I
think they were right: we were
meant for something more
this, Look at me closely, Kent.
Can't you see the caricature of
humanity I've become? Is there
anything like me in the world
outside?”

WE HAD ALL seen it for
years; 1 thought of some of
those mediaeval drawings,
showing nobles with enormous
paunches that had to be sup-
ported in little carts when the
tried to walk. “Yes,” I replied;
“there is. There are appetites
that are more ravenous than
yours, and their owners remain
as lean as the famished swine in
Pharoah’s dream. Your glands
function in such a way that your
gluttony shows — but your case
is harmless by comparison.”

The wine was good, though 1
wonderei if Paul was tasting it
now. I shrugged. “Perha ou
are right” T cf.snnjnuedl,)s {ut
what of it? It may mean a few
ears trimmed off what would

e your life expectancy other-
wise. Does that really’ matter,
Le Marc?” My eyes wandered
over to the spot where Clarissa
would have been had she been

with us tonight. “Does # mat-
ter,” 1 repeated, “when you've
lived as you wanted toP”

He had been leaning for-
ward; now he back into
the depths of his chair, his huge
head shaking to and fro.
havent.”

I looked at the great covered
silver platter which contained
remnants of tonight's feast —
the finest that Paul had yet pro-
vided. Lucullus might have ar-
ranged for better, I told him,
but I doubted it.

“And there you have i, Paul,”
1 said. “You have made m
unique contribution, and nothing
can take it from you. If you be-
lieve that death is the end, then
an instant after the light goes
out it will mean nothing to you
what the world remembers, or if
it remembers. I quoted from
Pound’s Cantos: ‘What thou
lovest well, shall not be reft
from thee ... ”

He closed his eyes. “No — not
reft — but it will pass. Once 1
was like you, Kent. Not merely
young — I'm not too old even
now — but alive. My soul was
still the soul of a slender, vigo-
rous you:g man whose blood

bs, a whose sinews are
not lost in fat. I want to dance
with the dance of the seasons,
articipate in the Olympics, go
unting at night with a bow
and arrow with someone also
young and lithe and alive.

“But my ds are terrible
gods. I made them with my own
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hands, to be my servants, but
that was a long time ago. The

you make yourself do not
stay small. You hold them in
your hands and believe — and
your belief makes them grow.
They are no longer my servants.”

I lit my cigar and wondered
which of us 1 felt sorrier for.
“Clarissa’s gone,” olf saida‘ “For

our own co mind, you
{ave to reﬁ:e that. She came
suddenly and she went sudden-
ly. I don’t think any of us will
see her again. I think in some
strange, ysychic way she is part
of us all.” I frowned at a thought
which wouldn't quite solidify.
“I had the feeling when she
chose , that in some lesser
but still real way she had chos-
en all of us — and if she ever
left you, she would leave us all.”

His head bobbed up and
down. “Yes.” He poured anoth-
er glass of wine, and lingered
}:welr it, as he used pe‘:;n do. “The
‘ault was mine, aps. Per-
haps I should have (riedptso steer
her to one of you — but I was
afraid, Kent. I was afraid if T
rejected . . . You cannot
imagine how I hungered for
Clarissa.”

“Why not?™ I asked as his
head sank forward. “All of us
did. She saw you differently
than other people do, Paul. ...
Perbaps she saw you as you are;
a woman can, you know.”

His eyes were fixed on a can-
dle at the far end of the room,
and his voice seemed to come
from a farther distance. “Every
night I would dream that I was
young and lithe again, only to
awaken and see myself as you
see me. Yet, she loved me, as
ou know. . .. I think we both
new that she would go quickly
son;e 2, bl I:bm% know

“It is a terrible thing to
such hunger as mine, Kent — to
live with it. I think she knew
it, too. I could see the realiza-
tion growing behind her eyes.
... But who else can know,
really know, how I loved her?”
He made no further sound, but
tears were bright on his cheeks.

“Paul,” 1 said, “you may as
well tell me the whole story.
You know you want to. Did she
say nothing at all? Did she just
vanish completely? Didn't K:“
try to find out where she had
g;ne;Areyw sure you have no
i

eal

A sob welled up from the
enormous figure in the great
chair. He stretched out a_swol-
len hand for the wine bottle,
but his reach fell short and it
overturned, reddening the white
of the tablecloth.

t was when I took the
cover off the baric  silver
platter which still held a few
cold slices of delicate, tender
vhite meat.




