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BEOWULFE is publlshed at the present b1 monthly by the- Solar Press
at 9 Bogert Plece, Westwood, N, J, Editor: Gerry de l& Ree, Jr, All
manuscripts, letters, exchamge fanzines, subscrlptlons, end ads are -
welcome and should.be gent to above zddress. Subscription rates: 5S¢
per copy; 6 for 254, Ad rates: Full page $1,00; half page $ 603 quar-
ter page $,35, BSmesller =ds upon request, i

BEOWULF is a VULCAY publication, Other members of the: VULC“N
clan are:  VULCAN, edited by Lionel Innmean, Route 1,- Ripley, Tenn,;
APOLIO, edited by Joe Hensley, 411 S, Féss, Bloomington, Ind,; Nm.é
edited by Van H, Splawn, 5015 Shew Ave,,.St, Louis 10, lNo.j THOTH,, ea-
ited by William Jeames, 10026 Lurora Ave,, Detroit, Mich,; and SATURN-
AL1TA, edited by Art R, Sehnert, 1414 Poplar, lemphis, Tenn.

I

The editorial policy of BEOWULF is in no way connected with or-
ganizstions such as Claude Degler's Cosmic Circle; and the now defunct .
N,F.F.,F,. The editor of this magazine is against the possible future '
forming of any so-called natiomel fen orgsnizetions thet supposedly ‘plan
to "better" fandom, " We are for a Pést Wiar science fiction conventlon
thdt Would bring tobether fens frog g1l ower the country.

IF THERE Is AN "X" HERE YOUR SUBSCRIPTION HAS EXPIRED——((‘ k) a
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BOOK AND FANZINE REVIEWS
By N, E. Body

BEYOND THE WALL OF SLI™%P, By H., P, Lovecraft,..Collécted by Aug-
ust Derlth end Donald Wendrei.,458pp...Sauk City, Wis,: Arkham House.
$5, ((As reviewed by Will Cuppy in New York Herald Tribune, Sundey,
Jan, 2, 1944)), ‘ : ot

Since the literature of horror and macsbre fantasy -belongs tama-
ditionelly with mystery in its broesder sense, we herewith recommend
to fandom this oversized volume, stuffed and crammed with some of the.
weirdest material on record, Following up "The Outsider and Others,"
issued in 1939, "Beyond the Wall of Sleep" contains another huge: help~
ing of the works of the late Howard Phillips Lovecraft, who. died in
1937 after what seems to have been an amazing career in writing fields
largely unknown or overlooked by the average reader of published books,
We confess that we were knocked silly by the mass of mania, nightmare
and such in these Lovecraft collections, both of which should be pos~
sessedy or at least persued by any citizen who goes for hideous dreasm
statesy demons from the vest abyss, humans doomed end damned, things
unnameble snd so forth .in truly astonishing variety. : 2

Mzin part of this non-stop thriller starts with several prose
oems, and goes on 1o Pieces ranging: from a few pages to mnovel length,
ne of the long ones, "The Cese of Charles Dexter Werd"- kept-us awake

until dawn with its early New England atrocities of the sort you selw~
dom get in American, This has detectives in it, too, and all sorts
of hideosities--hellish rites, charnel terrors, superhuman sine and.
all - that., Among the shorts there's "The Other Gods," the: story of -
Barzai the Wise, who dwelt in Ulthar, beyond the river Skai, and uns’
wisely climbed to the summit of Hatheg-Kai, and "The Quest of 'Iranon.,"
how a youth fared in the granite city of Teloth and elsewhere, very
impressive, Included in the volume are in &an informetive short in-
troduction, & brief sutobiogrephical sketch, selected poemsy, ah egp~ -
precistion of Lovecrzft by W, Paul Cook znd other parigphernslia of in-
terest to weird fens, Aes a whole, it's scarier than an srmful of con-
vetional fiction. Heartily regomfenged to g1l that way inclined,

Now to'the latest, fapzine aprivals:?

VULCAN, Number five, from Lionell Innman, Route 1, Ripley, Tenn,
This number, featuring s lithoed cover end printed contents page, is
the best turned out by editor Innmgn to date, Contains 24 additionasl
hecktoed pages with illustretions by Van Splewn and the editor. Ar-
ticle by Sehnert, end fiction by Wilimczyk and Jemes, Recommended to
gveryone for only 10¢ a copy., Has been regulsr in appearance so-far,

MARS, Number one, from Van Splawn, 5015 Shaw Ave., St. Louis 10, - Mo,
Has 18 nicely hectogrephed pages with good art work by Spléwn, poems
by "Joel", end an article by Haynes, Second issue now:out, but will
arrive too lste to be reviewed, Also recommended at 5S¢ per copy.

Sorry to Omit other fenzines, Will get to them next issue,
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NTOGIC IN SCIENCE FICTION"
By
Relph I'ilre Ferley

1 The lete Stenley G, Veimbeum used to sey thet the secret of in-
1 troducing the impossible into the scientifiic fectual beckground for

\ I ¢ science fiction yern, lies in cemoufleging the step in which the
sutinor crosses the threshold of impessikility. Iet us amplify the
| thcught, :

In & college course or formel logics one lecrns thet the Aris-
totelier sorties is £ Ve.y converienl ferm of medicte inference iu
| which to conceel er objectively untirue premise.

A soriies i¢ ¢ concersed form of ¢ polysyllogism: di,e.; a ser~
\ ies of syllogisms in which tlie conclusion of eezch successive gyllog-
‘ ism becomes one of the premises of the next, Ar exei _le of £ eriect-
‘ ly velid sorties ig the following:

| He who descords ceeses to lebor,
| He who ceeses to lebor mekes no progress,

He who mekes nc prozress does not reszch tihe end.
| Therefore he who desponds doeg rot resch the end,

Now the esdventege of this form of recsorings zc ¢ means to -
slip over & fzlse premise; lies in the fact thet efter two or three
successive premises of obvioue objective truth, the recder ie lulled
into ¢ fzlse serce 01 security end h(élns to teke tie premises for
gPanted,  Right =t thet point; you ¢lip ih v urirye prewice. Then,
from tuet poirt on, 211 the remgirirg precmises ere true; so tiet,

s the resder \ ckes up on neerirg the ¢nd of the ersument, he firds
rothing suspicious; end thus ic led by eesy steges te scceplt ¢ w.olly
untereble conclusion, :

My first science-fictionsl novel, ¢rd prowcbly my best know

ditto vweg "The Redio I en", which ¢ peered ir ARGOSY-AIL STCRY in 1824
end wzs reprinted December, 1939, through Februery, 1S40 ir FALICUS
FLFTLETTC EYSTERISS, - At the outsetl . of th t story I.led my Herverd
Clecemeteny I'yles Stendic.. Ceboty crectest scientict of two worlds,
by ezey steces from known scrertiiic eccom lsihments to the trcrs-
migeion of humen epeings by redios I cuote:

: "y chief lire of work, since gredusting frow Herverd, wes or

the cubject of televicion., By simulteneocucly ucing tiree cercing
getls end three receiving cetc, ecch correspording to one of the tihreae
demergiones, eny objeet wnich I pléced within the frenevwork of uy
trensmitlter coulc be cgen witiir the fremevwirk of iy receiver, just
es though I stoocd there rycelf. ‘s

N

NAX1 thot revented thie object from sctuelly beivg mede to cltend
thiere wieg t.ie qult sufficient icct tiuzt no-ohe hec yel, so fer ze L
e then swere, invented £ 1 eers for discolving ‘Latier ivto its
wellknown redic¢tions, evd ther convertirg these redictions beck to
mElber . eg821i N,

Cencluded or next npecLe
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"But just et this time, by & remerkeble coincidence, there ceme
into my hands e copy of an unpublished paper on this subject by Ren€
Flambeau, : : ; £

"The grlor experiments of De Gersdorff asre well known; he head .
succeeded by means of redio waves; in isoleting end distinguishing

the electro-magnetic constituents of g1l the different chemical ele-
ments, Flambeau went one gtep. further, snd was zble to trensmit small
formless quentities of metter itself, although for some reeson celr-
tain metels, but not their szlts, sppesred to ebsorb the electrical
energy employed by him, snd thus be immune to trcnsportctlon.

WAs I could already trensmit = three dimensional picture of an
object, 2nd zs Flsmbesu hed been sble to trensmit formless matter,
then by combining our devices in & single epperetus I found I could
trensmit physicel objects unchenged in form,"

See if you can detect at Just whet point in the otherwise ebso-
lutely logical development of Czbot's invention, the Redio Men crossed
the threchold of impossivility,

The end

~

T KNEW STAN WEINBAUM" .
By Relph Milne Ferley
(Reprinted from The Science Fiction Femy Dec, s 1940)

In the December, 1939 issue of The Science Fiction Fan, Autoly-
cus writes en ppPEISpl of Stcnley G, Weinbesum, in which he concludes
that "The New Adem" is on expression of Vieinbsum's personal philosgo-.
phy, end that he was "obsessed with negetlon end futility, with o be~
lief thet the sum totel of 211 knowledge is zero," This dictum should
be selted with Autolycus' admissions "I never knew Weinbeoum znd neve
er tslked with snyone who knew him,"

I did know Sten--znd intimetely, Together we belonged to the:
"Fictioneers of Milweukee," We colleborcted on "Smoghered Seas", and
one of my Jim Grent gengster series, end had "Revolution of 1950" 1n
process &t the decte of his untimely decth,

. His personslity wes sunny, cheerful end optimistic, even when
pain-racked by cencer ¢nd uncble to speek cbove & whisper during his
declining hours, I cen essure you thet he had no leck of fcith in
the future of the humen recce,

Thet such z genicl hopeful soul wes cble to write fiection
plunged in gloom is merely ¢ merk of his greest genius, ;

(Editors note: Stenley G, Weinbrum, seemingly destined: to be one of
the grect science fiction writers of g£11 times, pcssed cway on the
night of December 13, 1935, His fl“”t story, "A Merticn Odyssey™
cppesred in Wonder St ories,,July, 1934,,,)
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Wi Gut Out- My Slenrt, o0
Sy J. Edwerd Devis - st s WL o

I em g dead man, I must be dead--by the God'in Hegven and-=ll
that is rezl, I: should be dead, I am g Greek; no, I am a Poley & -
Dutchman, a Frenchman, & Norwegian, a Belgian...all of these, and
more, I am, I lived quietly in my homelznd--I worked snd I worried,
T suffered and I smiled, I leughed and I cried; but over ell, I was
happy. I was z-man, not. entirely satisfied with my environment, but
stwibly gontent, : e i = s SRR

But then they came, ~ Over the rugged mountzing, ascross: the: role
ling plains, down the fertile Vélleys;'and~thrpughqthe-pespgful» S
clouds overhesd. They ceme in =z rush, like locustsy ‘to' devistaie my
homelznd and my 1life, to blsst assunder all that was dear and close
to me, This they did so they might gorge their greedy bodies wi'th"
the riclr harvest of my little country,: S ST
They ceme and struck st me, 'I rzsised my arms to strike back,
but they caught my wrists, even as’ I was about to smite the initial
blow, - They thrust me in chsins and dra%ged me wearily through the -
dirst end mud of the streets, They beal and cursed me with ell that
wss profane, but this was not enough, e ; iRt
They cut out my heert, Yes, they severed thet ¥itel orgen: firom
ite body, Then, like heiry vempires they placed their ecallous lips::
against the flowing wound znd sucked the life-blood: from my veins-=:
drank snd gorged until thei knew I hed no more. They tossed me aside,
a hopeless, héasrtless wreck, I say I should be dead--I must be dead,
but yet, I livel = =i e PRI So R e  a
When they sew thet 1 stirred they ceme sgain. They eelmly: €nd
brutally cut my eyes from their sockets so-I might see no more.:- But
yet I seej; I see their dazsterdly ects es ho one else can see ‘them, I
know these fiends for what they =re, and all ‘this I know 2nd see
through the empty sockets they left me, SN AR say S ae wat
When they found I could still see, ‘they. ripped my tounge from-. ..
my mouth so I might not tell of whet I szw,: They took awey: from me
my speech end left a gaping bloodless hole 'ingide my mouth. ' But-still
I spoke, and my voice was louder: end ¢learer than ever before, It
held in.it a brillisnce snd venom that ;they found eould pierce and
- ‘podson even their impenetrsble hides,  * - N5t e

L S
b

. When they feiled to still my wordsy they tried agein to beat and

- flog me, but my skin, in shreds end ribbons- geve forth not one &rop
of blood, and from my empty -mouth csme not one word, for-they- had::
taken all, Yes,-they hed tzken all; but still somehow &ll remained,
~They could not, and will hot, ever teke from out my soul the donging
hope for peace, the endless quest for love, snd the eternal desire to
rid my lend of the merciless destruction wrought by the h'ardened hand
Of :dictatorial rule,” Never cen they tzke from me-these sacred rights
'@Qét@rusts;and replace them with their brutal lies of heate and abom-
inegtion, ' : et

: My enimosity towards their Torm of so-cslled life will go on =
inte efernity and, so doing, will in time »rid my world of 211 this
wiich Toso thoroughly and completely deepise.,.

-
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THE ROAD
By J.. Edwerd Davis

**f!

At the beginning the road wes empty, entirely devoid of anything:
at all., In ever senge of the word, there was--nothing, There was no
wind, no sky, no stars--it has elreedy been Sﬂld——there wasg absolutely
nothing., All was serene end still,...

But then, of a sudden, there was & wind--oh, ever so faint, but .
for sure, it wes there, It lasted a long time, Then, as if it had
alweys been present, there appecred sky. Not besutiful blue sky, dot=-
ted with fleecy white clouds, mind you, but still in al1l1l, it wes’ sky.
Then ceame: a2 star--only one at first--then enother--sznd enother--and
gtill enother, They ceme end ceme--gnd--cre still coming.

Abruptly the rosd beceme solid~-scorching hot--but solid. How- °
ever, it cooled, To be sure, it took = long time, end much of the roezd
had been treveled, but it did cool.. And then, in the sky, there were
clouds--smell ones &t firut, but they grew--grew until they were mon- -
strous, covering 211 with thelr dull forbidding bleckness. "And,  like.

a bursting bomb, & drop of liquid hit the road, The hot, péPChed earth
seemed to vibrate, but herdly hed it done so when more dnppe fell, ‘Tt
rained, and reined,; and resined, You heve never seen such » raln. -

When it stopped oyr road was flooded with weter, But-the rpad had
to go on, so =long the bottom of the surging sees it Stretched.-~And¢
small things begsn to gprout on the ocesn floor, Insignificant et :
first, but they =lso grew, Finglly something moved--ever so sllghtly,
but zs the road léngthened, it moved faster, grew lerger, gnd crewled
out from the wester on to dry lsnd--the roed hed = moving treveler, and
as he treveled the good dry ecrth wes hot beneesth his webbed feet.,- ;

Trees there were now--thlck end jungle-like they choked and clogged
the road, end the trevelers--there were many now--took to the trees so
thet the rosd might go on, Thet moved swiftly through the branches,

Oh, the rozd béeceame populer,; cnd then more populer. Ice slowed the .
trevelers once,. but they survived--~the more intelligent ones, thet is,
It beceme cold--bitter cold, but not for an instent did they stop.- And.
they moved Iforwecrd,; ever forwcrd, Suddenly, €11 ¢t oncey, the rorcd weas
crowced, All shepe ond form of things were moving on this st111~W1den~
ing, cver-lengthenlng highwey of 1life,

Yes, this is the roezd to eternity--end everything end everybody is
on this rosd. There ig no turning beck., . .How much fcrther we hove to.
go, how crowded the roed chell become, we ccnnot SeY e - But one’ thing'
seems eertein--the end must be nesr, for like = river necring c weterw
fell, the repids become wilder end 1life becomes checper, From nothing.
our rocd begen end to nothing it shell return, With ecch solemn tick
of the men-mecde clock, with ezch hemmering bect of the humen hecrt, ahd
with each single spin of our ecrthly globe the rosd grows more nsrrow,
the end draws necrer, ¢nd the dreesm of infinite pecce comes closer to
dle reslizctiones

The end
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» CRELRT

ByJ;Emwnledsl

| Jesus Christ was crucified for man's sins, But that was many,
many years ag0.... ' : :

o

The room was dimly 1it. Through a creviee- in the oelllng fell
a ghgstly shaft of silver moonlight, Its weird Unearthly gI1ow « x-
shrouded’ the' kneeling figure of g man. His kind, elmost- selntly face
uplifted, his hands clasped together; he raised his voite ih earnest
prayer--and his words were stronger and more fervent than mere Wwords
had ever been, for he wes speaking truth, and pourlng all hlS heart
into each seperate, solemn syllable... 4 _f e 2

"Oh Lord," he cried, "hear my words for they ere truth and 11s~
ten closly for they must be heeded. Theé inhabitents of.earth. ure ‘
evil-~and this evil has brought to théir people end their plenet ruin,
A1l is not as you left it once before, The-tribes of earth: cen ne
longer live together; they fight for existence and slay one another
in thoughtless, bloody conflict. 'Never will these that- stay learn
to live as You meant thew to.” Leave them if You must, but take them
T implore Thee, The earth shall be the betteru as ehell those who
w1ll no longer ex1st in Humey fopm, " .o : i

And the Lord heard these elmple phrases and He dld look—--He
looked upon the face of the:earth which He had cregted, and He
His children whom He had que in His form. _ ‘f:

And they saw Him, -eand in frlghtened awe they re:eed up theilr .
hands, but from their fingers fell drope of human. blood and- hldden in
their hearts and minds were Saten's thoughts and Sghan's words. :The

Lord saw, and was dissatisfied. For the second time His children had
forssken Him, And He sorrowed that He had created man for-He knew
now that He must destory him end. all thet mem. stood Sory

The Lord was troubled and it was W1th heavy heart that. He took .
from the Sustainer of Life, that msjestic, glowing orb, the Sun, a.
flaming torch end threw it at the earth,..And flre~enveloped the fer-
tile globe so thet even the weaters were seen to burn, ' Men perished
and with him every form of beast end crceping thing, and the fowls ih
the @ir could not fly hlgh enough to -escepe their destlny w1th death

When all were: gone, the flames cub31dod end the ea rth, a glow—
ing red-hot sphere, contihued its endless journey through the: ebohy
seas of space. And the lend cooled, the earth darkened into a black
and desolate cinder, deserted by' life cnd free from Satan S greedy
graspc SE

This then is the stert of the Millernium--a thousand years of
peace on earth, Pesce, indeed! It must be, for what can now disrupt

the tranquil flight of this barren globe sround the bl
the mother star? g 2 e azing orb of

The end



Toorusry, 1944 BEOLULE ‘ ' Pame 30,
3% %k * ok % b3 % sk % 3k 5% * 3 3 % % E3 ¥ 3 % E3 % %
WORDS FROM BEOWULE
A Beieorigl

BEOWULF bids you welcome, And the first thing we wish to do-is
explain Just whet this dssue ig 211 sbout. This firet number of our
megazine is little more than an experiment. We asked for no outside
material--the "logic" erticle by lir, Ferley having been on hend from
our previous fanzine, SUN SPOTS, which lsst saw light of day ebout 2
years ago sfter some 23 issues, The remaining meteriel is &l1 "lo-
cel" in origin, What we warted to do was try out severecl types of
stencils, which we did with verying:results s cen be seen., " Alsoy,
thig is our first ettempt ot using 16 pound peper,; for thet sppears
to be the best you can get these days. We typed this icssue without
the use of correction fluid, so if you run across’ errors you'll know
why. If, and when, there is gz sccond issue, we can assure you that -
it will better than this rumber in: neny wsys--such as illustrastions
(there are none this month), outside weteriel by fens end suthors, and
if it is wanted, poetry and fan fiction, Whet we went you who receive
this issug to do is write us a letter end tell us whether or not you
thirk it worth while contlnulng. Please drop us & line and give your
@pinions on both this issue, end the possibility of emnother,-

To those of you who have mever hesrd of Beowulf, we- sha17 proceed
to give a brief explanation: Beowulf was the hero of the first great
Anglo-Saxon Eplc poem, which told of his mervelous exploits end adveh-
tures, Beowulf was a semi-mythical cherecter; the nephew of‘Hygelac,
King of the Geats, z tribe that mede its home in suthern Sweden; or’
Jutland, Famous for his bravedo, Beowulf was called upon by Hrothgar,
King of Denmerk, who was heving no end of trouble with =z monster by the
nane of Grendel., Beowulf proceeded to eliminate not only Grendel, but
Grendel's mother also, Years leter, Beowulf zscended the- throne of . ..
Geatland upon the death o. Hygelac, end he ruled for 50 yeers, - During

this time he hes countless exiting sdventures, but ic fisnelly mortally

wounded in bettle, He is given 2 hero's funersl on g burning pyre ase
a fitting climax to the tsle, The poem was supposedly written about
the year 700, but & copy now in the British Museum dates to the yesr
1,000, All in all, Beowulf was quite a chegp, snd fits rlght a0 where
science fiction end fentasy sre concerned.,

We must edmit that it feels good to be putting out & fanzine once
again, even tho it doesn't compare with some of our previous efforts,
There hzve been & good meny changes in the past two yeers, but when you
boil it 211 down, fendom is still here.,.And so are a good many- ofthe
pro-megs--AMAZING, FANTASTIC, F,F,M,, ASTOUNDING, T,W,S,, CAP FUTURE,
PLANETy And WEIRD TALES, Their doing the best they can--a swell job
when cll is teken into congideration, The paper cut hes done a lot to
curtail ‘both professional snd fan activities, but it is certesinly a
good sign that despite £11 this we sre still here, Once the war is
over and the peper ban lifted, meny new magazines will eppear, and some
of those now susgpended, will ogcln return, We 211 awalt that day.

Welly, let's hesr from you, and if all goes right we should see’
you sgain in the near future. Till then, good luck--from BEOWULF,

1
w
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