You'rs invited to 2 death feast . . . on

page 30

Volume 1, Number 4
March, 1959

PARADE

CONTENTS

MONSTER PARADE SPECIAL FEATURE

Dracula—Nis Story in Pictures 24
The history of the first, the last, all the Draculas!

MOVIE-TV MONSYERS

1

Ape . .
Mad doctor Karloff seeks a new serum

TV Monsters March On 18
Here's another Who’s Boo on your TV screen

Monster Pin-¥ps . |
Calendar and wallet size—for you to clip out!

| Married a Monster From Outer Space . .. .. e 33
It was a strange marriage for bride and

The Blob .. . 38

It consumed cverythmg—and everybody—m its path
MONSTERS ON PARADE

The Thing Behind Hell's Door .. 8
It looked human—except that it was inside out!

Demons of Cthulby "
Who dared disturb the gods must die—horribly

Frozen SU . .. 2
What strange secret lay beneath the ice?

Death Feast of the Damned k)
1t was a masquerade party—with death as t.hc door prize

Curse of the Blue Man . 38
He stalked the streets at night, seeking victims

Monster Who Came From Nowhere ... . . S |

To kill it, was like trying to kill a shadow

MONSTER PARADE BONUS
She Staiks at Sundown ... 43
An adventure in terror—in comic strip form!
DEPARTMENTS

Oid Ghoul Says 8
Gossip from the graveyard and other juicy items

IRWIN BTEIN
Publisher

M, J. SHAPIRO L. 7. SHAW
Muanaging Editor
AL!X MARKOVICH HOWARD WINTERS
Edijorial Associate Art Direcior

THE OLD GHOUL
Your Host and Narrator




CHARLES D. HAMMER .
. “ M

DEMONS OF

SOMB pathways are too dark; they should never be ex-
plored. Some dust-covered books should never again
be opened. Certain slumbering gods, their dark powers
shrouded by sleep, should never again be permitted to
walk in the light. For the price of boldness is death,
hideous and lingering.

Marty wasn’t looking for anmy trouble, at the start.
Trouble came and found him. Marty was seventeen and
worked in the library of Miskatonic University as a
stock boy. He wore a white smock and wheeled books
around from place to place, fetching them as the pro-
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fessors requested them, putting the books back on the
shelves at the end of the day. Marty wasn't interested
in books at all. He was interested in girls, and in sneaking
drinks, and in basketball. But he got $42 a week from
the University for taking care of its books, and that
much was okay. The money came in handy when he
wanted a new muffier for his ; »
Ford, or when he wanted to make a big splash with one
of the town girls, or when he and some pals got together
over a bottle of booze that somebody had bought with
a phony ID card.
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Marty liked money. Money could get you nice things.
So Marty pricked up his ears and listened, one day near
closing time in the library, when Mr. Vorys came over
to him and said, “Listen, Marty, how would you like to
make an easy ten bucks tonight?”

Marty's eyes widened. Mr. Vorys was a graduate
student who worked in the library to help pay his uni-
versity fees. He was a tall, stoop-shouldered young man
of about twenty-six, with a hollow chest, thick glasses,
and a dried-out, corpse-like look about him. His first
name was Theophilius, but everybody calied him just
Mr. Vorys. He was Marty's immediate superior in this
particular section of the library stacks.

“Ten bucks? How?”"

“Come in here,” Mr. Vorys said, beckoning Marty
toward a quiet alcove where the encyclopedia sets were
stored. “Sit down.”

Marty sat down facing Mr. Vorys, wondering what
this was all about. He knew it didn’t look good for two
library em loyeutobes:mngdownsoclosctomcmd
of the day. If the library supervisor came along right now
and looked into the alcove, there would be trouble,

But what the devil, Marty thought. Mr. Vorys was
his ior. He would be blamed. Marty stared into
Mr. Vorys' weak, watery, washed-out-blue eyes and
said, “What's the pmpomxon""

Mr. Vorys licked his thin, pale lips. “First promise
me this: in case you decide not to go along with me,
you won’t reveal a word of this conversation to anybody.
Is that all right?”

Marty shmgged “Sure. I'll keep mum.”

“Good.” Mr. Vorys steepled his fingers. “Briefly, here’s
the scheme. There’s a certain book in the Special Col-
lection of the library that I want to consult. I mean, I
want to take it home and consult it. But you aren’t allow-
ed to take Special Collection books out of the library,
of course. So I've obtained the key to the Special room.
What I propose to do is go in there after closing hours,
wrap up the book I want and tie it with twine, and lower
it out the window. You'll be outside waiting. You pick
up the book and go away. I'll meet you at the campus

coffee shop in twenty minutes and give you your money~

Well?”

Marty smiled. He knew all about the library's Special
Caollection. He had never actually been in the little room,
but he knew it contained forbidden books. Marty under-
stood the pitch. Mr. Vorys had a hankering to consult
one of the forbidden books in the privacy of his own
bachelor flat.

It didn’t seem very risky. And Vorys was eager, all
right, if he was willing to pay an accomplice ten bucks.
Maybe he wasn’t just borrowing a book, Marty thought.
Maybe he was heisting a rare one with the idea of selling
it at a profit. A new thought glimmered in Marty’s head.
He winked conspiratorially at Mr. Vorys, who was
waiting with great anxiety for Marty’s answer.

“Pm with you,” Marty said. “It’s a deal.”

AT CLOSING time that night, when the last scholar
had left the library, ‘when Marty had hung up his
smock and punched his time-clock card and checked
out, he went downstairs into the little garden that fronted
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the library. It was late autumn, and shadows wrapped the
garden in a shroud of black. A cold wind whisked
through the university grounds. Marty waiged.

He looked up. The window of the Special Collections
room was three stories above him, a small lead-inset
window that opened outward. As Marty watched, the
window opened. A hand appeared, holding a package
wrapped in brown paper. A stout piece of twine had been
tied around the parcel. With great care the hand ex-
tended the package out over the window ledge and began
to lower it. Marty watched, checking to see that no
one else was around. Inch by inch the package descended.

He waited until the package had touched the ground.
Then he jerked three times on the twine and sliced
through the cord with his pocket-knife, as arranged.
Immediately Mr. Vorys, upstairs in the Special Collec-
tions library, began to reel the dangling twine in.

Marty picked up the package. It was heavier than he
had expected . The bok inside the wrapping paper was
about the general dimensions of a telephone directory,
only thicker. Vorys had sure picked out a big one to
grab, Marty thought. He figured the book weighed at
least ten pounds, maybe more.

Thoughts with dollar-signs attached revolved pleasant-
ly in Marty’s head, as he trudged along the campus with
thepacksgeinmnﬂymckedunderhismn. He reached

the coffee shop where he was supposed 1o meet Vorys and
give him the book, but he kept on going, out the main
exit of the university and along the city streefs toward




= home.

There was no point in handing over.the book for a
=easly ten bucks, Marty thought. Not at all. A book
-are enough to be kept in the Special Collection might
~ aorth fifty or even a hundred bucks. Instead of turn-
=g it over to Vorys, he would take it home and read it
wmself, and then one weekend he would take the train
3own to New York City. In New York there were lots
¥ rare book dealers who would buy anything without
skimg questions about it. All Marty had to do was tell
2em he had found it in the attic of his house, and that
would be that. )

A pleasant glow illuminated Marty as he made his way
some. Let Vorys squawk! He couldn’t do much about it
without admitting that he had stolen the book in the
£rst place.

Marty lived in a big old house in downtown Arkham.
He shared it with his aunt, his father’s eldest sister—a
woman of close to seventy years, who paid no attention
to Marty except to provide meals for him. Which was
the way Marty liked it. His father had been an instruc-
tor at the University until six years ago. He and Marty’s
mother had been Killed in an auto crash then. The
bouse was full of his father’s old books, but Marty
never bothered much to go near them. Books didn't in-
terest him much. But the Dean of the University hud
arranged for Marty to get a job at the library, out of
friendship for Marty's father.

He trotted upstairs to his room, lugging the heavy

book along. He closed the door and began to rip the
brown paper away from the book. He wondered what
the book was. :

Hurriedly stripping away the wrapping, he laid the
book bare, It was thickly bound in black leather that
had begun to wrinkle and corrode. The title was stamped
into its front cover in letters of gold: THE NECRO-
NOMICON.

Marty frowned and lifted the heavy cover. The title
page read:

THE NECRONOMICON OF
ABDUL ALHAZRED .
Translated from the Latin version of
Olaus Wormius as printed in Spain in
the seventeenth century.

Shrugging, Marty turned the thick, parchment-like
page and found a heading on the next: 4 Warning To
Those Who Peruse This Book. He skipped that and
started to flip through the book.

It was very disappointing. There was a lot of gabble
about witchcraft and Elder Gods, and some stuff in 2
kept popping up on many of the pages: Yog-Sothoth,
Cthuthu, Nyarlathotep. Marty began to wonder just
why Mr. Vorys had been so keen on getting it out of
the Special Collection. .

He kept skimming, in hopes that he would come across
something interesting. But the whole book seemed to be
about witchcraft and stuff like that. Hundreds and hun-
dreds of pages rambled about the Elder Gods who sleep
in other dimensions and who yearn to break through
once again to this world. Marty was getting bored.

Then his eye fell on one particular passage near the
middle of the book: )

. ... lightest of all are the slumbers of Narrathoth,
who may be wakened by the veriest novice in the art.
Narrathoth lies drowsing beyond the Great Gate, hideous
in form, servant to the sleeping Old Ones who wait for
their day once more to dawn. But Narrathoth may be
summoned from his blasphemous dreams and forced to
serve. One who achieves control over him has access
to the wealth of the world; but great care must be ex-
ercised, for fear of Narrathoth’s wrath, for even he
shares the might of the Old Onés, and pity be upon he
who summons him and loses control.

“Narrathoth is called by simple incantations. The
blood of a male cat is needed, and the undergarment of
awamanand . .. .”

Marty read with deepening interest. He had once
seen a movie in which an old book such as this had given
a formula for conjuring up a spirit, and the spirit had
been forced to bring food and drink and gold. Maybe
there were such things, Marty thdught. And maybe that'
was why this book was kept under lock and key, and
why Vorys was so anxious to get hold of it.

Just as he was getting really deep in what he was read-
ing, there was a knock on the door—the timid double
knock of his aunt. Hastily Marty shoved the big book
under his pillow and dumped the wrapping paper into
the wastebasket. He didn't  (Continued on page 50)
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- (Conttnued: from page 17)"

want the old lady to ask embarrassing
questions about the book

“I'm coming,” he grunted, and went
to the door. His aunt stood there, frown-
ing slightly.

“There’s a gentleman here to see you,

Marty. His name is Mr. Vorys and he-

says he’s from the library. He looks
upset. You haven't done anything wrong,
have you?”

“Not that 1 know of,” Marty said
glibly. “Okay, tell him to come up.”

Aunt vani and a moment
or two later Mr. Vorys came bounding
up the stairs and into Marty's room. He
was panting and badly out of breath.
He looked as if he had run all the way
from the coffee shop.

“Well?” he demanded immediately.
“Where is it?" Where did you put it?”
Marty grinned. *Put what?” v

“The book, the beok!”™ Vorys whis-
pered harshly,

“Book? Do I have g book of youra?”

Anger flared in Vorys" washed-out eyes.
“l don™t know what sort of game you're
playing, young man,” he said in a
cold, w tone. “I ‘waited for you
for nearly an hour, and you didn’t show
up.” He took a ten-dollar bill from his
pocket and held it out toward Marty.

“Here,” Vorys said. “Here's the money
Ipmmindmﬂmv?vemethebooﬁ.‘?

“What if 1 don’t?

Vorys looked ready to explode. “What
do you want with it, you young hooli-
fan? It's a book of scholarly interest.
t doesn’t even have any pictures in it.”

“I've decided to have a look at the
book myself. Maybe it’s worth more than
ten bucks, Vorys. Why should I had it
over to you?”

“Ill notify the authorities!” Vorys
!;lmed. “You won't get away with this!

Gﬂ*”

“You stole that book from Special
Collection,” Marty reminded him. “I
was only your sccomplice. You start
howling to the authorities and they'll
throw you out of the University so fast
you won't know what happened for a
week. You can't touch me, Vorys. So
seram.”
brout, ‘pafing op by kompychens

res g up py © ©
ask you for your own sake. That book
is dangerous. There are things in it that
aren’t for your eyes—not for the eyes of
snyone who isn't properly prepared. I
imglote yog-”

{
h‘:;{?u don’t know what danger the book

“I know 1 can get a good price for it
in New York. Now, will yoa get out, or
do 1 have to "

Vorys got.

AFTER HE was gone, Marty pulled the
book out of hiding. So it was dangerous,
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eh? Maybe some of the crazy formulas
in it really worked, then. And that was
why Vorys wanted it so badly. Maybe you
could call up demons with it. It was
worth a try, Marty decided.

Tonight was Tuesday, the night” Aunt
Martha's sewing circle met. After dinner
Marty drove her over to Mrs, Jamieson's
place, arranging to pick her up sround
half past ten. Then he returned home.
He fetched The Necronomicon from its
hiding place once again and opened it
to Page 638, where the instructions on
summoning Narrathoth were printed.

It wasn’t really very complicated. Six
or seven ingredients were necessary, and
the right sort of circle had to be drawn
in chalk, and certain words pronounced.
If what the book said could ge believed,
that was. all that was needed to fetch old
Narrathoth from his age old slumbers,

Quickly Marty gathered the ingredi-
ents. For the woman’s undergarment,
he borrowed one of his aunt’s slips. As
for the blood of a male cat, that gave
Marty a bit of trouble at first. He fekt
squeamish about it. There was a mangy
old tomcat who prowled the back fence,
making noise at night and keeping peo-
ple up. He came running when
called. Marty told himself that the tom-
cat would never survive the cold Arkham
winter anyway, and stuffed the beast
into a pillowcase,

Taking the protesting animal upstairs,
Marty slit its throat—it died with a single
loud squawk—and sprinkled the blood
:; indlilcﬁied‘ He Iitlythc cangu, arranged

e ¢ propetly, put the necessary
props in their place, and switched off the
light in the room.

Squinting by candlelight to make out
the words, Marty began to read the pas-
sage from The Necronomicon that would
summon Narrathoth. After two minutes
of pronouncing he incomprehensible syl-
lables, Marty began to feel faintly foolish
shout the whole thi;xite It was stupid to
believe in things witcheraft and
demons and Elder Gods. All this rig.
marole was a waste of time,

But he felt a chill creeping through
the room, and it was not altogether the
coldness of Arkham autumn, but a diff-
erent sort of coldness, He kept reading:

A e L R
, 'nagl . Ia! -Niggurath!
Narrathoth! Narrathoth! Narrathoth!”

On the final repetition of “Narra-
thoth!™ a bolt of 1
the sky and thunder sounded like doom’s
crack in the front yard. Manty smelled
ozone in the house. Everything was very
quiet.

A strange light was shimmering in
the five-pointed star Marty had drawn
on the floor of his room. The light was
riow red’ shot through with greens, now
a vivid blue, and it wavered and swayed
and slowly soldified into—into a thing

Jeaped across

that gibbered and moaned within the
gz:;{lilnca ofk iu’ dil[: pﬁm bmd vhicbi

y spoke in a deep voice
that seemed to come from thmm
of the sea.

“Who is the rash one who disturbs
Narrathoth’s sleep?”

Marty gaped at the apparition in his
room and stepped back s few feet. So
it really worked! In a dry voice he re-
cited the formula: “I have called you
by your True Name, Old One, and I com-
mand you to do my bidding.”

The thing in the pentagram howled
and grimaced, but it bowed down to the
words. Marty stared st it. It was bigger
than a man, all white and loathsome,
with a ghastly bulging head and s e
three-lobed eye that burned with
fury. Scabrous scales covered its body,
and the stench it gave off was that of life
older than the pyramids, life as old as
the stars, Marty trembled but kept con-
trol of himself. Narrathoth could not
harm him so long as the chalk barrier
remained intact.

“What is your bidding, you who have
captured me?” Narrathoth asked sourly.

“Get me food and drink,” Marty or-
dered. “A bottle of champagne, make it.
And a thick steak, smothered in onions.”

“I obey, foolish one.”

- Again the lightning, and the hideous

thing vanished for an instant. When
Narrathoth returned, a table had been
set in the middle of the room. On plates
of gold rested & meal beyond Dﬁny’s
powers of imagiuation to describe. Cham-
pagne in ice buckets, succulent meats,
sherbets and salads and all else.

Marty's eyes gleamed. “Where does
all this come from?” he asked.

Narrathoth replied, “Conjured from
the fabric of space and time, stupid one.
Foolish it is of you to use the mi
resources of Cthulhu and the Elder
for fleshly things and food, but if such
is your wish, I obey.”

“This food—it’s safe to eat?”

“I am bound by the spell you cast to
serve you and to keep you from harm,”
the creature murmured. “So long as you
control me, I cannot harm you in any
way.”

Marty’s mouth watered. “Let’s have
a few dancing girls, then. Just as enter-
tainment before dinner. And—oh, better
make sure that nobody interrupts me
to::fht.” This was going to be good!
Real good!

. The dancing girls appesred—three of
them who looked as if they had been
lucked from a Minsky chorus line.

ey wore only necklaces round their
waists, and they danced for half an hour
while an unseen musician played weird
oriental music. Then Marty grew bored,
clapped his hands, and vanished.

IT WAS nearly ten-fifteen when Manty
finished his evening’s enjoyment. In fif-
teen minutes he would cast Narrathoth
back to the darkness and go down to Mrs.
Jamieson’s to pick up his aunt. But his
heart beat sxultantly. With N

at his command, the world was his! No
wonder Vorys had been so desperate to

“have the book!

Marty ordered the cresture to whisk



away all scenes of the feast. Then, re-
plete, satisfied, Marty stretched out weari-
ly on his bed and stared at the unutter-
ably grisly thing in the middle of the
roafL.

“Where did you come from?” Marty
asked. “I mean, how is it I was able
to call you?™

“I am one of the lurkers at the thres-
hold of the universe,” Narrathoth rum-.
bled. “In aeons gone by mighty Cthulhu
and his hordes from beyond the stars
ruled this world and all others, and 1
was of the company of Cthulhu. Now
we sleep in outer darkness, waiting for
Cthulhy to wake and lead us back 1o the
worlds we ruled.”

Marty shuddered. “How about this
book—The Necronomicon?”

“The mad Arab, Alhazred, divined
many of our secrels and wrote them
therein. Many men have opened the gate
to Cthulhu and ¥med beyond. But few
mortals have walked the reaches of an-
tique and shadowy Khem and long have
lived thereafter.”

“What happens to them?”

“They die,” the demon said malevel-
ently. “They fail to control the powers
they have unleashed. But 1 weary, boy.
My time is not yet come to walk the
human world again, and I long to return
to the slumbers you have disturbed. Free
me, so | may sleep once more.”

But Marty would not free Narrathoth.
He made the creature talk: of Yig, Father
of Serpents, and of the monstrous nuclear
chaos beyond angled space that The
Necronomicon cloaked under the name of
Azathoth, The creature told of dead
Cthulhu sleeping in his palace at R'lyeh,
and of the Outer Ones who waited for
the day of their return to Earth. Marty's
jaw sagged open in wonder. He under-
stood only the merest fraction of the
being’s story, but even that fraction filled
him with awe and serror.

But time had come to dismiss the de-
médn for tonight, and return to the pro-
saic world of aumts and sewing circles.
Marty rummaged through The Necronom-
icon for the spell that would send Nar-
rathoth back to his slumbers until called
once again, There was plenty of time to
examine the book carefully and discover
its riches,

He began o recite the spell. Strangely
enough, Narrathoth did not fade as the
words continued. Instead, the Elder De-
mon grew brighter, larger, more repel-
lent of appearance, Several times rum.
bling laughs escaped Narrathoth's fleshy,
drooling lips, Marty felt terror rising
inside hirmself. The smell of ozone be.
came strong in the room. Narrathoth
still remained imprisoned within the
chalk star, but he was growing more
frightening of aspect every moment,

ddenly Marty heard footsteps on the
stairs. The door burst open. Vorys came
running in, his face white, his eyes near-
1y popping from his head.

“You idiot!” Vorys exclaimed. “What
have you been doing?”

Marty growled, “Get out of here!”

“You've been casting spells, but you
don’t know what you're doing! You've
opened the Gateway! My God, you should
see the sky over this house! Putple and

swollen with the Thing hovering waiting
for the gateway to open!”

“I'm reciting the spell that sends Nar-
rathoth away,” Marty said. He was angry
that Vorys had dared to break in on him.

The scholar rushed across the room
and peered st the page from which Marty
was reading. “You teenage madman!”
he exclaimed. “That’s the wrong page!
You're reading the Invocation of Yog-
Sothoth—~opening the gatewsy to the
most blasphemous of—"

But it was too late. A tremendous roar
of laughter rose from Narrathoth.

There was the sudden sonnd of smash-
ing glass. Marty whirled in horror and
saw something long and blunt at the tip
come writhing through the window of his
attic room. It was green and barnacle
covered, and looked like the monstrous
tentacle of a giant squid or octopus, with
great suckers along its foul-smelling
underside,

Falling to his knees, Vorys began to
chant in a panicky monotone, as if to
drive away the creature that Marty had
accidentally summoned up. But it was
to no avail. The mighty tentacle, as thick
through as a man’s body, moved with
deadly purpose, eradicating the chalk
pentagram that restrained Narrathoth.
The barriers removed, Narrathoth cried
out in glee, bounded up, and vanished.

Still Vorys chanted, while Marty clung
to the book and shivered in terror. Marty
realized what had happened now; in-
advertently turning to the wrong page,
he had recited a spell that invoked one
of the most malignant of all the Elder

Gods—and now it had come to claim its
revenge!

The ghastly tentacle groped through
the room, reaching out for its summoner.
Marty shrank back, cowering against the
wall, but the tentacle sought him out,
the dread suckers fastened themselves
to his body.

Slowly, it drew Marty out through the
shattered glass of the window. Opening
his eyes for a moment, Marty looked up
to see a creature whose eyes were flaming
beacons the size of di trays, wh
Joathsome beak loomed disgustingly
above him. . . .

There was a single loud shriek, and
that was all,

When Marty’s aunt, tired of waiting
for his arrival, gave up and sccepted a
lift hack to her house, she found a
strange sight awaiting her. The entire
upper story of ber house had been caved
in as by a mighty hand. Crouching in
the splintered ruins of the upper story
was Vorys, unharmed but utterly mad.
clutching to his bosom a thick book
bound in black leather and muttering
incomprehensible things about The Whis-
perer in Darkness. And stunned neigh-
bors, unable to credit the evidence of
their eyes, whispered to each other that
a vast thing with tentacles and blazing
Eyes had hovered that night on the
gables of the dead boy’s home, splitting
the night with obscene laughter and
greedily devouring the raw and bloody
doll that once had been a human be.
ing. ... > |
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