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The GLOBE

a midgetale

by WILLIAM S. STKORA
00

‘We were hunting around in the attic for some old letters, looking
for old stamps. A stamp collector had told us that they might bring a
comfortable sum at an auction. We dida't find any stamps, but we did
find The Globe.

The Glabe was 4 shimmery, silvery thing that seemed to tingle
when touched. The exhilerating feeling it brought with contact was
kin to ecstacy. It wasen't very large and could easly be held in the
hand. Itslightness was remarkable. However, we dida't think much of
ity and I put it in my pocket to examine later,

That night things began to happen. People who passed by the
door just withered up, fll to the ground like dried husks and were
blown away by the wind. My brother was almost caught when he at-
temeped to pass the borderline of the front of the house, but som e
mighty power seemed to hold him back. Apparently the transition
from the outer world to the immediate neighborhood o f ¢ b ¢ front
door was accompanied by s0 noxious, 80 abhorrent, so horrid a_ phe-
nomenon that 0o human soul could stand the awful onslaught upon
5%t mihey powsy tre s fom e egase el oviog B 8
shell a sere leaf subject to the whimsy of the wind.

Meanwhile 1 had been more a n d more exuberant. I was
filled with an utter abandon as if the souls of millions were
merged with mine in one glorious festival o f gleeful uplift. I was
filled with a force that seemed to swell my beart to enormous
size. 80 great was this fecling that to remain at rest was impos
sible. My body seemed to fill with a holy joy. 1 was radiant



o THE GLOBE

with a boly glow- For a moment I was God Almighty Himself.

Then o sharp pop—quiescence. The bal in my pockst we impl
pable dust—innumerable unfortunate souls shricked from m y
throat—and 1 fainted.

Consciousness ety
an empey pitcher in his hand. The
authoriies, although The Bu
ing for non-existent people.

umed. My brother w:s standing there with
it wis hushed up by the
issing Persons is still look

au of
May we never find another Globe.
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