1+ had to be a gag, because nobody has a name like Boris
Swearoff. And a werewolf tooP Like man that's too muchl

THE BEATNIK WEREWOLF |

by Dan Lindsay

[T WAS DRIZZLING, AS USUAL,
and I turned my coat collar up as
I stood there under the street light.
California, the land of sunshine!
For the tenth time 1 pulled out the
note and re-read it.

Dear Sir Lane:

Would you be interested in
helping a fellow creature with
a big problem? It won't cost
you any money. I have read
your stories in the trade maga-
zines for years and you seem to
be the one to help me. Please
come to Marie's at eight o'clock
on Tuesday evening. Take the
back booth. I will make myself

known.
Boris Swearoff

Across the street was Marie’s. It
was Tuesday and ten minutes un-
til eight. 1 stood there, feeling
like a prize patsy, wondering
which one of my drunken friends
had framed such an elaborate
gag. It had to be a gag because Bo-
body has a mname like Boris
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Swearoff, and 1 don’t write for A
the trade magazines—I write "
«cience fiction and fantasy. Ah, =
well, 1 told myself, maybe this 2
<crewball business would take my =
mind off my troubles for a while— =
Flaine, my regular playmate, had
given me the boot a few weeks ago
and T'd been feeling low ever
since.
I crossed the street and pushed
open the door. The smoke-filled |
cave was packed with a real weird
group. Either a masquerade partys |
I decided, or a beatnik hang-out.
I stood there at the door,
for my eyes to adjust. The poorly
lit street seemed like high noon |
compared to this. There werea few
lights on the back bar, for the rest |
it was strictly stub candles in wax”
coated beer bottles. 1 headed 10I
the back booth feeling foolish aﬂ}!- :f

out of place. e
A lean, bearded character».md’«,

turn away. - oy A
“Like man aré you Lane?
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] got up ]
wasn't going to wait for my

en friends tO come

through the door-
«] ook man—" his dog-like eyes

pleaded with me—"1 don’t like to
metamorphose in a public place,
but I will, a little. Sit back and
watch my hands.”

I don’t know why, but I did.

His hands were just hands. Lean,
like the rest of him, but just hands.
[ was ready to laugh when they
started trembling. Then the fin-
gers started shortening. The nails
were growing longer. Thick black
hair started coming out. [ stared
down at my empty glass. What
had he put in my drink? I batted
my eyes, and looked at his hands
again. They weren’t hands at all.
They were paws, powerful hairy
wolf paws!
" «Convinced?” Sweat was pour
ing from his face as he stared at
me. 1 shook my head. I still could-
n't believe my eyes.

“Then look at my ears.”

Like the hands, before. His ears
were just ears. Gradually they
cupped, started growing longer.

“Man, this hurts.” He was
trembling violently now. “Do 1
have to grow my tail before you'll
believe me?”

FANTM B Ana—

«] believe! Turn it off!” 1 was
ready to scream. |

Suddenly he let his breath out
in one loud swoosh. The ears be-
came just ears and the hands went
back to just hands. He pulled out
a handkerchief and mopped the
sweat off his face. :

«I¢'s holding back that’s hard,”
he explained. “A complete meta-
morphosis comes natural. It took
me a hundred and fifty years to &
learn control.” '

For a while I didn’t say any==
thing. He seemed to understand.
At least he got me another double
bourbon and waited while I drank
it. It might as well have been
water. |

“Gets you the first time you see
it, doesn't it?” His smile was wry
and bitter.

I nodded my head and looked

away. “What do you expect from
me?”
«[ want to shake the habit.” He
watched me out of eyes that sud-
denly looked two

old. “Just a hint of :
bit and this chick would shovfn g

)

“] know. irl Wa“t‘;] :
.IwishlknewW 2l
older man z = 2 Jon’t






